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THE  SEVEN  POOR  TRAVELLERa 

IN  THREE  CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

IN  THE  OLD  CITY  OF  ROCHESTER, 

Strictly  speaking,  there  were  oaly  six  Poor  Travellers;  but, 
being  a  Traveller  myself,  though  an  idle  one,  and  being  withal  as 
poor  as  I  hope  to  be,  I  brought  the  number  up  to  seven.  This 
word  of  explanation  is  due  at  once,  for  what  says  the  inscription 
over  the  quaint  old  door  ] 

EicHARD  Watts,  Esq. 

by  his  Will,  dated  22  Aug.  1579, 

founded  this  Charity 

for  Six  poor  Travellers, 

who  not  being  Eogues,  or  Proctors, 

May  receive  gratis  for  one  Night, 

Lodging,  Entertainment, 

and  Fourpence  each. 

It  was  in  the  ancient  little  city  of  Rochester  in  Kent,  of  all 
the  good  days  in  the  year  upon  a  Christmas -eve,  that  I  stood 
reading  this  inscription  over  the  quaint  old  door  in  question.  I 
had  been  wandering  about  the  neighbouring  Cathedral,  and  had 
seen  the  tomb  of  Richard  Watts,  with  the  effigy  of  worthy  Master 
Richard  starting  out  of  it  like  a  ship's  figure-head ;  and  I  had  felt 
that  I  could  do  no  less,  as  I  gave  the  Verger  his  fee,  than  inquire 
the  way  to  Watts's  Charity.  The  way  being  very  short  and  very 
plain,  I  had  come  prosperously  to  the  inscription  and  the  quaint 
old  door. 
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*  Now,'  said  I  to  mypelf,  as  I  looked  at  the  knocktr,  I  know 
I  am  not  a  Proctor ;  I  wonder  whether  I  am  a  Rogue  !' 

Upon  the  whole,  though  Conscience  reproduced  two  or  three 
pretty  faces  which  miglit  have  had  smaller  attraction  for  a  moral 
Goliath  than  they  had  had  for  me,  who  am  but  a  Tom  Thumb  in 
that  way,  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  I  was  not  a  Eogue.  So, 
beginning  to  regard  the  establishment  as  in  some  sort  my  pro- 
perty, bequeathed  to  me  and  divers  co-legatees,  bliare  and  share 
alike,  by  the  Worshipful  iMaster  Richard  Watts,  I  stepped  back- 
ward into  the  road  to  survey  my  inheritance. 

I  found  it  to  be  a  clean  white  house,  of  a  staid  and  venerable 
air,  with  the  quaint  old  door  already  three  times  mentioned  (an 
arched  door),  choice  little  long  low  lattice-windows,  and  a  roof  of 
three  gables.  The  silent  High-street  of  Rochester  is  full  of  gables, 
with  old  beams  and  timbers  carved  into  strange  faces.  It  is  oddly 
garnished  with  a  queer  old  clock  that  projects  over  the  pavement 
out  of  a  grave  red-brick  building,  as  if  Time  carried  on  business 
there,  and  hung  out  his  sign.  Sooth  to  say,  he  did  an  active 
stroke  of  work  in  Rochester,  in  the  old  days  of  the  Romans,  and 
the  Saxons,  and  the  Normans ;  and  down  to  the  times  of  King 
John,  when  the  rugged  castle — I  will  not  undertake  to  say  ht>w 
many  htmdreds  of  years  old  then — was  abandoned  to  the  centuries 
of  weather  which  have  so  defaced  the  dark  apertures  in  its  walls, 
tb.at  the  ruin  looks  as  if  the  rooks  and  daws  had  picked  its  eyes 
out. 

■  I  was  very  well  pleased,  both  with  my  property  and  its  situa- 
tion. While  I  was  yet  surveying  it  with  growing  content,  I  espied, 
at  one  of  the  upper  lattices  which  stood  open,  a  decent  body,  of  a 
wholesome  matronly  appearance,  whose  eyes  I  caught  inquiringly 
addressed  to  mine.  They  said  so  plainly,  '  Do  you  wish  to  see 
the  house?'  that  I  answered  aloud,  '  Yes,  if  you  please.'  And 
within  a  minute  the  old  door  opened,  and  I  bent  my  head,  and 
went  down  two  steps  into  the  entry. 

*  This,'  said  the  matronly  presence,  ushering  me  into  a  low 
room  on  the  right,  '  is  where  the  Travellers  sit  by  the  tire,  and 
cook  what  bits  of  suppers  they  buy  with  their  fourpences.' 

'O!  Then  they  have  no  Kntcrtainment?'  said  I.  For  the 
inscription  over  the  outer  door  was  still  running  in  my  head,  and 
I  was  mentally  repeating,  in  a  kind  of  tune,  '  Lodging,  entertain- 
ment, and  fourpence  each.' 

'  They  have  a  fire  provided  for  'cm,'  returned  the  matron, — a 
mighty  civil  person,  not,  as  I  could  make  out,  overpaid ;  '  and 
these  cooking  utensils.    And  this  what's  i^ainted  on  a  board  is  th« 
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rules  for  their  behaviour.  They  have  their  fourpences  when  they 
get  their  tickets  from  the  steward  over  the  way, — for  I  don't 
admit  'em  myself,  they  must  get  their  tickets  first, — and  some- 
times one  buys  a  rasher  of  bacon,  and  another  a  herring,  and  an- 
other a  pound  of  potatoes,  or  what  not.  Sometimes  two  or  three 
of  'em  will  club  their  fourpences  together,  and  make  a  supper  that 
way.  Bat  not  much  of  anything  is  to  be  got  for  fourpence,  at 
present,  when  provisions  is  so  dear.' 

'  True  indeed,'  I  remarked.  I  had  been  looking  about  the 
room,  admiring  its  snug  fireside  at  the  upper  end,  its  glimpse  of 
the  street  through  the  low  muUioned  window,  and  its  beams  over- 
head.     '  It  is  very  comfortable,'  said  I. 

*  Ill-conwenient,'  observed  the  matronly  presence. 

I  liked  to  hear  her  say  so ;  for  it  showed  a  commendable 
anxiety  to  execute  in  no  niggardly  spirit  the  intentions  of  Master 
Richard  Watts.  But  the  room  was  really  so  well  adapted  to  its 
purpose  that  I  protested,  quite  enthusiastically,  against  her  dis- 
paragement. 

'  Nay,  ma'am,'  said  I,  '  I  am  sure  it  is  warm  in  winter  and 
cool  in  summer.  It  has  a  look  of  homely  welcome  and  soothing 
rest.  It  has  a  remarkably  cosey  fireside,  the  very  blink  of  which, 
gleaming  out  into  the  street  upon  a  winter  night,  is  enough  to 
warm  all  Kochester's  heart.  And  as  to  the  convenience  of  the  six 
Poor  Travellers — ' 

'  I  don't  mean  them,'  returned  the  presence.  '  I  speak  of  its 
being  an  ill-conwenience  to  myself  and  my  daughter,  having  no 
other  room  to  sit  in  of  a  night.' 

This  was  true  enough,  but  there  was  another  quaint  room  ot 
corresponding  dimensions  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  entry :  so  I 
stepped  across  to  it,  through  the  open  doors  of  both  rooms,  and 
asked  what  this  chamber  was  for. 

'  This,'  returned  the  presence,  '  is  the  Board  Room.  Where 
the  gentlemen  meet  when  they  come  here.' 

Let  me  see.  I  had  counted  from  the  street  six  ujiper  windows 
besides  these  on  the  ground-story.  Making  a  perplexed  calcula- 
tion in  my  mind,  I  rejoined,  '  Then  the  six  Poor  Travellers  sleep 
upstairs  ?' 

My  new  friend  shook  her  head.  *  They  sleep,'  she  answered, 
'  in  two  little  outer  galleries  at  the  back,  where  their  beds  has 
always  been,  ever  shice  the  Charity  was  founded.  It  being  so 
very  ill-conwenient  to  me  as  things  is  at  present,  the  gentlemen 
are  going  to  take  off  a  bit  of  the  back  yard,  and  make  a  slip  of  a 
room  for  'em  there,  to  sit  in  before  they  go  to  bed.' 
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*  And  then  the  six  Poor  Travellers/  said  I,  *  will  be  entirely 
out  of  the  house  ?' 

'  Entirely  out  of  the  house,'  assented  the  presence,  comfort- 
ably smoothing  her  hands.  '  Which  is  considered  much  better  for 
all  parties,  and  much  more  conwenient.' 

I  had  been  a  little  startled,  in  the  Cathedral,  by  the  emphasis 
with  which  the  effigy  of  JNIaster  Richard  Watts  was  bursting  oiit 
of  his  tomb ;  but  I  began  to  think,  now,  that  it  might  be  expected 
to  come  across  the  High-street  some  stormy  night,  and  make  a 
disturbance  here. 

Howbeit,  I  kept  my  thoughts  to  myself,  and  accompanied  the 
presence  to  the  little  galleries  at  the  back.  I  found  them  on  a 
tiny  scale,  like  the  galleries  in  old  inn-yards  ;  and  they  were  very 
clean.  While  I  was  looking  at  them,  the  matron  gave  me  to  un- 
derstand that  the  prescribed  number  of  Poor  Travellers  were  forth- 
coming every  night  from  year's  end  to  year's  end  ;  and  that  the  beds 
were  always  occupied.  My  questions  upon  this,  and  her  replies, 
brought  us  back  to  the  Board  Room  so  essential  to  the  dignity  of 
'  the  gentlemen,'  where  she  showed  me  the  printed  accounts  of  the 
Charity  hanging  up  by  the  window.  From  them  1  gathered  that 
the  greater  part  of  the  property  bequeathed  by  the  Worshipful 
Master  Richard  Watts  for  the  maintenance  of  this  foundation  was, 
at  the  period  of  his  death,  mere  marsh-land ;  but  that,  in  course 
of  time,  it  bad  been  reclaimed  and  built  upon,  and  was  very  con- 
siderably increased  in  value.  I  found,  too,  that  about  a  thirtieth 
part  of  the  annual  revenue  was  now  expended  on  the  purposes 
commenjorated  in  the  inscription  over  the  door ;  the  rest  being 
handsomely  laid  out  in  Chancery,  law  expenses,  collectorship,  re- 
ceivership, poundage,  and  other  appendages  of  management,  highly 
complimentary  to  the  importance  of  the  six  Poor  Travellers.  In 
short,  I  made  the  not  entirely  new  discovery  that  it  may  be  said 
of  an  establishment  like  this,  in  dear  old  England,  as  of  the  fat 
oyster  in  the  American  story,  that  it  takes  a  good  many  men  to 
swallow  it  whole. 

'  And  pray,  ma'am,'  said  I,  sensible  that  the  blankness  of  my 
face  began  to  brighten  as  a  thought  occurred  to  me,  '  could  one 
see  these  Travellers  ?' 

'Well  1'  she  returned  dubiously,  *no!' 

'  Not  to-night,  for  instance  ?'  said  I. 

'Weill'  she  returned  more  positively,  *no.  Nobody  ever 
asked  to  see  them,  and  nobody  ever  did  see  them.' 

As  I  am  not  easily  balked  in  a  design  set  when  I  am  upon 
it,  1  urged  to  the  good  lady  that  this  was  Christmas-eve;   that 
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Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year, — which  is  unhappily  too  true, 
for  when  it  begins  to  stay  with  us  the  whole  year  round  we  shall 
make  this  earth  a  very  different  place ;  that  I  was  possessed  by 
the  desire  to  treat  the  Travellers  to  a  supper  and  a  temperate  glass 
of  hot  Wassail;  that  the  voice  of  Fame  had  been  heard  in  that 
land,  declaring  my  abihty  to  make  hot  Wassail;  that  if  I  were 
permitted  to  hold  the  feast,  I  should  be  found  conformable  to 
reason,  sobriety,  and  good  hours ;  in  a  word,  that  I  could  be 
merry  and  wise  myself,  and  had  been  even  known  at  a  pinch  to 
keep  others  so,  although  I  was  decorated  with  no  badge  or  medal, 
and  was  not  a  Brother,  Orator,  Apostle,  Saint,  or  Prophet  of  any 
denomination  whatever.  In  the  end  I  prevailed,  to  my  great  joy. 
It  was  settled  that  at  nine  o'clock  that  Light  a  Turkey  and  a  piece 
of  Eoast  Beef  should  smoke  upon  the  board;  and  that  I,  faint  and 
unworthy  minister  for  once  of  ^Master  Richard  Watts,  should  pre- 
side as  the  Christmas-supper  host  of  the  six  Poor  Travellers. 

I  went  back  to  my  inn  to  give  the  necessary  directions  for  the 
Turkey  and  Roast  Beef,  and,  during  the  remainder  of  the  day, 
could  settle  to  nothing  for  thinking  of  the  Poor  Travellers.  When 
the  wind  blew  hard  against  the  windows, — it  was  a  cold  day,  with 
dark  gusts  of  sleet  alternating  with  periods  of  wild  brightness,  as 
if  the  year  were  dying  fitfully, — I  pictured  them  advancing  towards 
their  resting-place  along  various  cold  roads,  and  felt  delighted  to 
think  how  little  they  foresaw  the  supper  that  awaited  them.  I 
painted  their  portraits  in  my  mind,  and  indulged  in  little  heighten- 
ing touches.  I  made  them  footsore ;  I  made  them  weary  ;  I  made 
them  carry  packs  and  bundles ;  I  made  them  stop  by  finger-posts 
and  milestones,  leaning  on  their  bent  sticks,  and  looking  wistfully 
at  what  was  written  there ;  I  made  them  lose  their  way,  and  filled 
their  five  wits  with  apprehensions  of  lying  out  all  night,  and  being 
frozen  to  death.  I  took  up  my  hat,  and  went  out,  climbed  to  the 
top  of  the  Old  Castle,  and  looked  over  the  windy  hills  that  slope 
down  to  the  Medway,  almost  believing  that  I  could  descry  some  of 
my  Travellers  in  the  distance.  After  it  fell  dark,  and  the  Cathe- 
dral bell  was  heard  in  the  invisible  steeple — quite  a  bower  of  frosty 
rime  when  I  had  last  seen  it — striking  five,  six,  seven,  I  became 
so  full  of  my  Travellers  that  I  could  eat  no  dinner,  and  felt  con- 
strained to  watch  them  still  in  the  red  coals  of  my  fire.  They 
were  all  arrived  by  this  time,  I  thought,  had  got  their  tickets,  and 
were  gone  in. — There  my  pleasure  was  dashed  by  the  reflection  that 
probably  some  Travellers  had  come  too  late  and  were  shut  out. 

After  the  Cathedral  bell  had  struck  eight,  I  could  smell  a 
delicious  savour  of  Turkey  and  Roast  Beef  rising  to  the  window 
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of  my  adjoining  bedroom,  which  looked  down  into  the  inn-yard 
just  where  the  Hghts  of  the  kitchen  reddened  a  massive  fragment 
of  the  Castle  Wall.  It  was  high  time  to  make  the  Wassail  now ; 
therefore  I  had  up  the  materials  (which,  together  with  their  pro- 
portions and  combinations,  I  must  decline  to  impart,  as  the  only 
secret  of  my  own  I  was  ever  known  to  keep),  and  made  a  glorious 
jorum.  Not  in  a  bowl ;  for  a  bowl  anywhere  but  on  a  shelf  is  a 
low  superstition,  fraught  with  cooling  and  slopping ;  but  in  a 
brown  earthenware  pitcher,  tenderly  suffocated,  when  full,  with 
a  coarse  cloth.  It  being  now  upon  the  stroke  of  nine,  I  set  out 
for  Watts's  Charity,  carrying  my  brown  beauty  in  my  arms.  I 
would  trust  Ben,  the  waiter,  with  untold  gold ;  but  there  are 
strings  in  the  human  heart  which  must  never  be  sounded  by 
another,  and  drinks  that  I  make  myself  are  those  strings  in  mine. 

The  Travellers  were  all  assembled,  the  cloth  was  laid,  and  Ben 
had  brought  a  great  billet  of  wood,  and  had  laid  it  artfully  on  the 
top  of  the  fire,  so  that  a  touch  or  two  of  the  poker  after  supper 
should  make  a  roaring  blaze.  Having  deposited  my  brown  beauty 
in  a  red  nook  of  the  hearth,  inside  the  fender,  where  she  soon  be- 
gan to  sing  like  an  ethereal  cricket,  diffusing  at  the  same  time 
odours  as  of  ripe  vineyards,  spice  forests,  and  orange  groves, — I 
say,  having  stationed  my  beauty  in  a  place  of  security  and  im- 
provement, I  introduced  myself  to  my  guests  by  shaking  hands 
all  round,  and  giving  them  a  hearty  welcome. 

I  found  the  party  to  be  thus  composed.  Firstly,  myself. 
Secondly,  a  very  decent  man  indeed,  with  his  right  arm  in  a  sling, 
who  had  a  certain  clean  agreeable  smell  of  wood  about  him,  from 
v-iiich  I  judged  him  to  have  something  to  do  with  ship-building. 
Thirdly,  a  little  sailor-boy,  a  mere  child,  with  a  profusion  of  ricii 
d:irk  brown  hair,  and  deep  womanly-looking  eyes.  Fourthly,  a 
Hihabby-gentoel  personage  in  a  threadbare  black  suit,  and  appar- 
ently in  vojj  bad  circumstances,  with  a  dry  suspicious  look;  the 
absent  buttons  on  his  waistcoat  eked  out  with  red  tape ;  and  a 
bundle  of  extraordinarily  tattered  papers  sticking  out  of  an  inner 
breast-pocket.  Fifthly,  a  foreigner  by  birtii,  but  an  Englishman 
in  speech,  who  carried  his  pipe  in  the  band  of  his  hat,  and  lost  no 
time  in  telling  me,  in  an  easy,  simple,  engaging  way,  that  he  was 
a  watchmaker  from  Geneva,  and  travelled  all  about  the  Continent, 
mostly  on  foot,  working  as  a  journeyman,  and  seeing  new  countries, 
— possibly  (I  thought)  also  smuggling  a  watch  or  so,  now  and 
then.  Sixthly,  a  little  widow,  who  had  been  very  pretty  and  was 
still  very  young,  but  whose  beauty  had  been  wrecked  in  some 
great  misfortune,  and  whose  manner  was  remarkably  timid,  scared, 
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and  solitary.  Seventhly  and  lastly,  a  Traveller  of  a  kind  familiar 
to  my  boyhood,  but  now  almost  obsolete, — a  Book-Pedler,  who 
had  a  quantity  of  Pamphlets  and  Numbers  with  him,  and  who 
presently  boasted  that  he  could  jepeat  more  verses  iu  an  evening 
than  he  could  sell  in  a  twelvemonth. 

All  these  I  have  mentioned  in  the  order  in  which  they  sat  at 
table.  I  presided,  and  the  matronly  presence  faced  me.  We 
•were  not  long  in  taking  our  places,  for  the  supper  had  arrived 
with  me,  in  the  foUomng  procession : 

Myself  with  the  pitcher. 

Ben  with  Beer. 

Inattentive  Boy  with  hot  plates.     Inattentive  Boy  with  hot  plates. 

THE  TURKEY. 

Female  carrying  sauces  to  be  heated  on  the  spot. 

THE  BEEF. 

Man  with  Tray  on  his  head,  containing  Vegetables  and  Sundries. 

Volunteer  Hostler  from  Hotel,  grinning, 

And  rendering  no  assistance. 

As  we  passed  along  the  High-street,  comet-like,  we  lett  a 
long  tail  of  fragrance  behind  us  which  caused  the  pubUc  to  stop, 
sniffing  in  wonder.  We  had  previously  left  at  the  corner  of  the 
inn-yard  a  wall-eyed  young  man  connected  with  the  Fly  depart- 
ment, and  well  accustomed  to  the  sound  of  a  railway  whistle  which 
Ben  always  carries  in  his  pocket,  whose  instructions  were,  so  soon 
as  he  should  hear  the  whistle  blown,  to  dash  into  the  kitchen, 
seize  the  hot  plum-pudding  and  mince-pies,  and  speed  with  them 
to  Watts's  Cliarity,  where  they  would  be  received  (he  was  further 
instructed)  by  the  sauce-female,  who  would  be  provided  with 
brandy  in  a  blue  state  of  combustion. 

All  these  arrangements  were  executed  in  the  most  exact  and 
punctual  manner.  I  never  saw  a  finer  turkey,  finer  beef,  or  greater 
prodigality  of  sauce  and  gravy ;  and  my  Travellers  did  wonderful 
justice  to  everything  set  before  them.  It  made  my  heart  rejoice 
to  observe  how  their  wind  and  frost  hardened  faces  softened  in  the 
clatter  of  plates  and  knives  and  forks,  and  mellowed  in  the  fire 
and  supper  heat.  While  their  hats  and  caps  and  wrappers,  hang- 
ing up,  a  few  small  bundles  on  the  ground  in  a  corner,  and  in 
another  comer  three  or  four  old  walking-sticks,  worn  down  at  the 
end  to  mere  fringe,  linked  this  snug  interior  with  the  bleak  outside 
in  a  golden  chain. 

When  supper  was  done,  and  my  brown  beauty  had  been  ele- 
vated on  the  table,  there  was  a  general  requisition  to  me  to  '  take 
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the  corner ;'  which  suggested  to  me  comfortably  enough  how  much 
my  friends  here  made  of  a  fire, — for  when  had  /  ever  thought  so 
highly  of  the  corner,  since  the  days  when  I  connected  it  with  Jack 
Horner?  However,  as  I  declined,  Ben,  whose  touch  on  all  con- 
vivial instruments  is  perfect,  drew  the  table  apart,  and  instructing 
my  Travellers  to  open  right  and  left  on  either  side  of  me,  and 
form  round  the  fire,  closed  up  the  centre  with  myself  and  my 
chair,  and  preserved  the  order  we  had  kept  at  table.  He  had 
already,  in  a  tranquil  manner,  boxed  the  ears  of  the  inattentive 
boys  until  they  had  been  by  imperceptible  degrees  boxed  out  of 
the  room ;  and  he  now  rapidly  skirmished  the  sauce-female  into 
the  High-street,  disappeared,  and  softly  closed  the  door. 

This  was  the  time  for  bringing  the  poker  to  bear  on  the  billet 
of  wood.  I  tapped  it  three  times,  like  an  enchanted  talisman,  and 
a  brilliant  host  of  merry-makers  burst  out  of  it,  and  sported  off 
by  the  chimney, — rushing  up  the  middle  in  a  fiery  country  dance, 
and  never  coming  down  again.  Meanwhile,  by  their  sparkling 
light,  which  threw  our  lamp  into  the  shade,  I  filled  the  glasses, 
and  gave  my  Travellers,  CnrasTMAS ! — Chrtstmas-eve,  my  friends, 
when  the  shepherds,  who  were  Poor  Travellers,  too,  in  their  way, 
heard  the  Angels  sing,  'On  earth,  peace.  Good- will  towards 
men!' 

I  don't  know  who  was  the  first  among  us  to  think  that  we 
ought  to  take  hands  as  we  sat,  in  deference  to  the  toast,  or  whether 
any  one  of  us  anticipated  the  others,  but  at  any  rate  we  all  did  it. 
We  then  drank  to  the  memory  of  the  good  Master  Richard  Watts. 
And  I  wish  his  Ghost  may  never  have  had  worse  usage  under  that 
roof  than  it  had  from  us. 

It  was  the  witching  time  for  Story-telling.  *  Our  whole  life, 
Travellers,'  said  I,  '  is  a  story  more  or  less  intelligible,— generally 
less ;  but  we  shall  read  it  by  a  clearer  light  when  it  is  ended.  I, 
for  one,  am  so  divided  this  night  between  fact  and  fiction,  that  I 
scarce  know  which  is  which.  Khali  I  beguile  the  time  by  telling 
you  a  story  as  we  sit  here  ]' 

They  all  answered,  yes.  I  had  little  to  tell  them,  but  I  was 
bound  by  my  own  proposal.  Therefore,  after  looking  for  a  while 
at  the  spiral  column  ot  smoke  wreathing  up  from  my  brown  beauty, 
through  which  I  could  have  almost  sworn  I  saw  the  effigy  of 
Master  Eichard  Watts  less  startled  than  usual,  I  fired  away. 


THE  SEVEN  POOR  TRAVELLERS.  H 

CHAPTEE  11. 

THE  STORY  OF  RICHARD  DOUBLEDICK. 

In  the  year  one  thousand  seven  hundred  and  ninety-nine,  a 
relative  of  mine  came  limping  down,  on  foot,  to  this  town  of  Chat- 
ham. I  call  it  this  town,  because  if  anybody  present  knows  to  a 
nicety  where  Rochester  ends  and  Chatham  begins,  it  is  more  than 
I  do.  He  was  a  poor  traveller,  with  not  a  farthing  in  his  pocket. 
He  sat  by  the  fire  in  this  very  room,  and  he  slept  one  night  in  a 
bed  that  will  be  occupied  to-night  by  some  one  here. 

My  relative  came  down  to  Chatham  to  enlist  in  a  cavalry  re- 
giment, if  a  cavalry  regiment  would  have  him ;  if  not,  to  take 
King  George's  shilling  from  any  corporal  or  sergeant  who  would 
put  a  bunch  of  ribbons  in  his  hat.  His  object  was  to  get  shot ; 
but  he  thought  he  might  as  well  ride  to  death  as  be  at  the  trouble 
of  walking. 

My  relative's  Christian  name  was  Richard,  but  he  was  better 
known  as  Dick.  He  dropped  his  own  surname  on  the  road  down, 
and  took  up  that  of  Doubledick.  He  was  passed  as  Richard 
Doubledick ;  age,  twenty-two ;  height,  five  foot  ten  ;  native  place, 
Exmouth,  which  he  had  never  been  near  in  his  life.  There  was 
no  cavalry  in  Chatham  when  he  limped  over  the  bridge  here  with 
lialf  a  shoe  to  his  dusty  feet,  so  he  enlisted  into  a  regiment  of  the 
line,  and  was  glad  to  get  drunk  and  forget  all  about  it. 

You  are  to  know  that  this  relative  of  mine  had  gone  wrong, 
and  run  wild.  His  heart  was  in  the  right  place,  but  it  was  sealed 
up.  He  had  been  betrothed  to  a  good  and  beautiful  girl,  whom 
he  had  loved  better  than  she — or  perhaps  even  he — believed;  but 
in  an  evil  hour  he  had  given  her  cause  to  say  to  him  solemnly, 
'  Richard,  I  will  never  marry  another  man.  I  will  live  single  for 
your  sake,  but  Mary  Marshall's  lips' — her  name  was  ]Mary  Mar- 
shall— '  never  address  another  word  to  you  on  earth.  Go,  Richard ! 
Heaven  forgive  you  !'  This  finished  him.  This  brought  hira 
down  to  Chatham.  This  made  him  Private  Richard  Doubledick, 
with  a  determination  to  be  shot. 

There  was  not  a  more  dissipated  and  reckless  soldier  in  Chat- 
ham barracks,  in  the  year  one  thousand  seven  hundred  and  ninety- 
nine,  than  Private  Richard  Doubledick.  H(;  associated  with  the 
dregs  of  every  regiment ;  he  was  as  seldom  sober  as  he  could  be,  and 
was  constantly  under  punishment.  It  became  clear  to  the  whole  bar- 
racks that  Private  Richard  Doubledick  would  very  soon  be  flogged. 

Now  the  Captain  of  Richard  Doubledick's  company  was  a 
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young  gentleman  not  above  five  years  his  senior,  whose  eyes  had 
an  expression  in  them  which  affected  Private  Richard  Doubledick 
in  a  very  remarkable  way.  They  were  bright,  handsome,  dark 
eyes, — what  are  called  laughing  eyes  generally,  and,  when  serious, 
rather  steady  than  severe, — but  they  were  the  only  eyes  now  left 
in  his  narrowed  world  that  Private  Richard  Doubledick  could  not 
stand.  Unabashed  liy  evil  report  and  punishment,  defiant  of  every- 
thing else  and  everybody  else,  he  had  but  to  know  that  those  eyes 
looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  he  felt  ashamed.  He  could  not 
so  much  as  salute  Captain  Taunton  in  the  street  like  any  other 
officer.  He  was  reproached  and  confused, — troubled  by  the  mere 
possibility  of  the  captain's  looking  at  him.  In  his  worst  moments, 
he  would  rather  turn  back,  and  go  any  distance  out  of  his  way, 
than  encounter  those  two  handsome,  dark,  bright  eyes. 

One  day,  when  Private  Richard  Doubledick  came  out  of  the 
Black  hole,  where  he  had  been  passing  the  last  eight-and-forty 
hours,  and  in  which  retreat  he  spent  a  good  deal  of  his  time,  he 
was  ordered  to  betake  himself  to  Captain  Taunton's  quarters.  In 
the  stale  and  squalid  state  of  a  man  just  out  of  the  Black  hole,  he 
had  less  fancy  than  ever  for  being  seen  by  the  captain ;  but  he 
was  not  so  mad  yet  as  to  disobey  orders,  and  consequently  went 
up  to  the  terrace  overlooking  the  parade-ground,  where  the  officers' 
quarters  were;  twisting  and  breaking  in  his  hands,  as  he  went 
along,  a  bit  of  the  straw  that  had  formed  the  decorative  furniture 
of  the  Black  hole. 

'Come  in!'  cried  the  Captain,  when  he  knocked  wiUi  his 
knuckles  at  the  door.  Private  Richard  Doubledick  pulled  otf  his 
cap,  took  a  stride  forward,  and  felt  very  conscious  that  he  stood 
in  the  light  of  the  dark,  bright  eyes. 

There  was  a  silent  pause.  Private  Richard  Doubledick  had 
put  the  straw  in  his  mouth,  and  was  gradually  doubling  it  up  into 
his  windpipe  and  choking  himself. 

'  Doubledick,'  said  the  Captain,  '  do  you  know  where  you  are 
going  to  V 

'  To  the  Devil,  sir?'  faltered  Doubledick. 

*  Yes,'  returned  the  Captain.     '  And  very  fast.' 

Private  Richard  Doubledick  turned  the  straw  of  the  Black 
hole  in  his  mouth,  and  made  a  miserable  salute  of  acquiescence. 

'  Douliledick,'  said  the  Captain,  '  since  I  entered  his  Majesty's 
service,  a  boy  of  seventeen,  I  have  been  pained  to  see  many  men 
of  promise  going  that  road ;  but  I  have  never  been  so  pained  to 
see  a  man  determined  to  make  the  shameful  journey  as  I  have 
been,  ever  since  you  joiuod  the  reginent,  to  see  you.' 
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Private  Richard  Donbledick  began  to  find  a  film  stealing  over 
the  floor  at  which  he  looked  ;  also  to  find  the  legs  of  the  Captain's 
breakfast-table  turning  crooked,  as  if  he  saw  them  through  water 

'  I  am  only  a  common  soldier,  sir,'  said  he,  '  It  signifies  very 
little  what  such  a  poor  brute  comes  to.' 

'  You  are  a  man,'  returned  the  Captain,  with  grave  indigna- 
tion, '  of  education  and  superior  advantages  ;  and  if  you  say  that, 
meaning  what  you  say,  you  have  sunk  lower  than  I  had  believed. 
How  low  that  must  be,  I  leave  you  to  consider ;  knowing  what  I 
know  of  your  disgrace,  and  seeing  what  I  see.' 

'  I  hope  to  get  shot  soon,  sir,'  said  Private  Eichard  Donble- 
dick ;  '  and  then  the  regiment  and  the  world  together  will  be  rid 
of  mc.' 

The  legs  of  the  table  were  becoming  very  crooked.  Double- 
dick,  looking  up  to  steady  his  vision,  met  the  eyes  that  had  so 
strong  an  influence  over  him.  He  put  his  hand  before  his  own 
eyes,  and  the  breast  of  his  disgrace -jacket  swelled  as  if  it  would 
fly  asunder. 

*  I  would  rather,'  said  the  young  Captain,  '  see  this  in  you, 
Donbledick,  than  I  would  see  five  thousand  guineas  counted  out 
upon  this  table  for  a  gift  to  my  good  mother.  Have  you  a 
mother  V 

*  I  am  thankful  to  say  she  is  dead,  sir.' 

*  If  your  praises,'  returned  the  Captain,  '  were  sounded  from 
mouth  to  mouth  through  the  whole  regiment,  through  the  whole 
army,  through  the  whole  country,  you  \  ould  wish  she  had  lived 
to  say,  with  pride  and  joy,  "  He  is  my  son  !" ' 

'  (Spare  me,  sir,'  said  Donbledick.  '  She  would  never  have 
heard  any  good  of  me.  She  would  never  have  had  any  pride  and 
joy  in  owning  herself  my  mother.  Love  and  compassion  she 
might  have  had,  and  would  have  always  had,  I  know  ;  but  not — 
Spare  me,  sir !  I  am  a  broken  wretch,  quite  at  your  mercy !' 
And  he  turned  his  face  to  the  wall,  and  stretched  out  his  imploring 
hand. 

'  Mj  friend — '  began  the  Captain. 

'  God  bless  you,  sir !'  sobbed  Private  Richard  Donbledick. 

*  You  are  at  the  crisis  of  your  fate.  Hold  your  course  un- 
changed a  little  longer,  and  you  know  what  must  happen.  / 
know  even  better  than  you  can  imagine,  that,  after  that  has  hap- 
pened, you  are  lost.  No  man  who  could  shed  those  tears  could 
bear  those  marks.' 

'  I  fully  believe  it,  sir,'  in  a  low,  shivering  voice  said  Private 
Richard  Donbledick. 
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*  But  a  man  In  any  station  can  do  his  duty,'  said  the  yonng 
Captain,  '  and,  in  doing  it,  can  earn  his  own  respect,  even  if  his 
case  should  be  so  very  unfortunate  and  so  very  rare  that  he  can 
earn  no  other  man's.  A  common  soldier,  poor  brute  though  you 
called  him  just  now,  has  this  advantage  in  the  stormy  times  we 
live  in,  that  he  always  does  his  duty  before  a  host  of  sympathising 
witnesses.  Do  you  doubt  that  he  may  so  do  it  as  to  be  extolled 
through  a  whole  regiment,  through  a  whole  army,  through  a  whole 
country  1     Turn  while  you  may  yet  retrieve  the  past,  and  try.' 

'  I  will  !  I  ask  for  only  one  witness,  sir,'  cried  Richard,  with 
a  bursting  heart. 

'  I  understand  you.     I  will  be  a  watchful  and  a  faithful  one.' 

I  have  heard  from  Private  Richard  Doubledick's  own  lips, 
that  he  dropped  down  upon  his  knee,  kissed  that  officer's  hand, 
arose,  and  went  out  of  the  light  of  the  dark,  bright  eyes,  an 
altered  man. 

In  that  year,  one  thousand  seven  hundred  and  ninety-nine,  the 
French  were  in  Egypt,  in  Italy,  in  Germany,  where  not  1  Napo- 
leon Bonaparte  had  likewise  begun  to  stir  against  us  in  India,  and 
most  men  could  read  the  signs  of  the  groat  troubles  that  were 
coming  on.  In  the  very  next  year,  when  we  formed  an  alliance 
with  Austria  against  him.  Captain  Taunton's  regiment  was  on 
service  in  India.  And  there  was  not  a  liner  non-commissioned 
officer  in  it, — no,  nor  in  the  whole  line — than  Corporal  Richard 
Doubled  ick. 

In  eighteen  hundred  and  one,  the  Indian  army  were  on  the 
coast  of  Egypt.  Next  year  was  the  year  of  the  proclamation  of 
the  short  peace,  and  they  were  recalled.  It  had  then  become 
T^ell  known  to  thousands  of  men,  that  wherever  Captain  Taunton, 
with  the  dark,  briglit  eyes,  led,  there,  close  to  him,  ever  at  his 
side,  firm  as  a  rock,  true  as  the  sun,  and  brave  as  !Mars,  would  be 
certain  to  be  found,  while  life  boat  in  their  hearts,  that  famous 
soldier,  Sergeant  Richard  Doublodiok. 

Eighteen  hundred  and  five,  besides  being  the  great  year  of 
Trafalgar,  was  a  year  of  hard  lighting  in  Imlia.  That  year  saw 
such  wonders  done  by  a  Sergeant- Major,  who  cut  his  way  single- 
handed  through  a  solid  mass  of  men,  recovered  the  colours  ot  his 
regiment,  whioli  had  been  seized  from  the  hantl  of  a  poor  boy  shot 
through  the  heart,  and  rescued  his  wounded  Captain,  who  was 
down,  and  in  a  very  jungle  of  horses'  hoofs  and  sabres, — saw  such 
wonders  done,  I  say,  by  this  brave  Sorgoant-Mojor,  that  he  was 
specially  made  the  bearer  of  the  colours  he  had  won ;  and  Ensign 
Richard  Doubledick  had  risen  trom  the  ranks. 
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Sorely  cut  up  in  every  battle,  but  always  reinforced  by  the 
bravest  of  men, — for  the  fame  of  following  the  old  colours,  shot 
through  and  through,  which  Ensign  Richard  Doubledick  had 
saved,  inspired  all  breasts, — this  regiment  fought  its  way  through 
the  Peninsular  war,  up  to  the  investment  of  Badajos  in  eighteen 
hundred  and  twelve.  Again  and  again  it  had  been  cheered 
through  the  British  ranks  until  the  tears  had  sprung  into  men's 
eyes  at  the  mere  hearing  of  the  mighty  British  voice,  so  exultant 
in  their  valour ;  and  there  was  not  a  drummer-boy  but  knew  the 
legend,  that  wherever  the  two  friends.  Major  Taunton,  with  the 
dark,  bright  eyes,  and  Ensign  Richard  Doubledick,  who  was  de- 
voted to  him,  were  seen  to  go,  there  the  boldest  spirits  in  the 
English  army  became  wild  to  follow. 

One  day,  at  Badajos, — not  in  the  great  storming,  but  in  re- 
pelling a  hot  sally  of  the  besieged  upon  our  men  at  work  in  the 
trenches,  who  had  given  way, — the  two  officers  found  themselves 
hurrying  forward,  face  to  face,  against  a  party  of  French  infantry, 
who  made  a  stand.  There  was  an  officer  at  their  head,  encourag- 
ing his  men, — a  courageous,  handsome,  gallant  officer  of  five-and- 
thirty,  whom  Doubledick  saw  hurriedly,  almost  momentarily,  but 
saw  well.  He  particularly  noticed  this  officer  waving  his  sword, 
and  rallying  his  men  with  an  eager  and  excited  cry,  when  they 
fired  in  obedience  to  his  gesture,  and  Major  Taunton  dropped. 

It  was  over  in  ten  minutes  more,  and  Doubledick  returned  to 
the  spot  where  he  had  laid  the  best  friend  man  ever  had  on  a  coat 
spread  upon  the  wet  clay.  Major  Taunton's  uniform  was  opened 
at  the  breast,  and  on  his  shirt  were  three  little  spots  of  blood.' 

'  Dear  Doubledick,'  said  he,  '  I  am  dying.' 

*  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  no  !'  exclaimed  the  other,  kneeling 
down  beside  him,  and  passing  his  arm  round  his  neck  to  raise  his 
head.  '  Taunton !  My  preserver,  my  guardian  angel,  my  wit- 
ness I  Dearest,  truest,  kindest  of  human  beings  !  Taunton  !  Fur 
God's  sake !' 

The  bright,  dark  eyes — so  very,  very  dark  now,  in  the  pale 
face — smiled  upon  him ;  and  the  hand  he  had  kissed  thirteen 
years  ago  laid  itself  fondly  on  his  breast. 

'  Write  to  my  mother.  You  will  see  Home  again.  Tell  her 
how  we  became  friends.     It  will  comfort  her,  as  it  comforts  me.' 

He  spoke  no  more,  but  faintly  signed  for  a  moment  towards 
his  hair  as  it  fluttered  in  the  wind.  The  Ensign  understood  him. 
He  smiled  again  when  he  saw  that,  and,  gently  turning  his  face 
over  on  the  supporting  arm  as  if  for  rest,  died,  with  his  hand  upon 
the  breast  in  which  he  Lad  revived  a  soul. 
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No  dry  eye  looked  on  Ensign  Eicliard  Doubledick  that  melan- 
choly day.  He  buried  his  friend  on  the  field,  and  became  a  lone, 
bereaved  man.  Beyond  his  duty  he  appeared  to  have  but  two  re- 
maining cares  in  life, — one,  to  preserve  the  Uttle  packet  of  hair  he 
was  to  give  to  Taunton's  mother;  the  other,  to  encounter  that 
French  officer  who  had  rallied  the  men  under  whose  fire  Taunton 
fell.  A  new  legend  now  began  to  circulate  among  our  troops ; 
and  it  was,  that  when  he  and  the  French  oliicer  came  face  to  face 
once  more,  there  would  be  weeping  in  France. 

The  war  went  on — aud  through  it  went  the  exact  picture  of 
the  French  officer  on  the  one  side,  and  the  bodily  reality  upon  the 
other — until  the  Battle  of  Toulouse  was  fought.  In  the  returns 
sent  home  appeared  these  words:  '  Severely  wounded,  but  not 
dangerously.  Lieutenant  Richard  Doubledick.' 

At  Midsummer-time,  in  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and  fonr- 
teen,  Lieutenant  Eichard  Doubledick,  now  a  browned  soldier, 
seven-and-thirty  years  of  age,  came  home  to  England  invalided. 
He  brought  the  hair  with  him,  near  his  heart.  Many  a  French 
officer  had  he  seen  since  that  day;  many  a  dreadful  night,  in 
searching  with  men  and  lanterns  for  his  wounded,  had  he  relieved 
French  officers  lying  disabled;  but  the  mental  picture  and  the 
reality  had  never  come  together. 

Though  he  was  weak  and  suffered  pain,  he  lost  not  an  hour 
in  getting  down  to  Frome  in  Somersetshire,  where  Taunton's  mo- 
ther lived.  In  the  sweet,  compassionate  words  that  naturally  pre- 
sent themselves  to  the  mind  to-night,  '  he  was  the  only  sou  of  his 
mother,  and  she  was  a  widow.' 

It  was  a  Sunday  evening,  and  the  lady  sat  at  her  quiet  garden- 
window,  reading  the  Bible ;  reading  to  herself,  in  a  trembling  voice, 
that  very  passage  in  it,  as  I  have  lieard  him  tell.  He  heard  the 
words  :   '  Young  man,  I  say  unto  thee,  arise  !' 

He  had  to  pass  tlie  window  ;  and  the  bright,  dark  eyes  of  his 
debased  time  seemed  to  look  at  him.  Her  heart  told  her  who  he 
was;   she  came  to  tlie  door  quickly,  and  fell  upon  his  neck. 

'  He  saved  me  from  ruin,  made  me  a  human  creature,  won  me 
from  infamy  and  slianio.  O,  God  for  ever  bless  him  !  As  He  will, 
He  will !' 

*  lie  will  !'  the  lady  answered.  '  I  know  he  is  in  Heaven  1' 
Then  she  pitcously  cried,  '  But  0,  my  darling  boy,  my  darling  boy  !' 

Never  from  the  hour  when  Private  Richard  Doubledick  en- 
listed at  Chatham  had  the  Private,  Corporal,  Sergeant,  Sergeant- 
Major,  Ensign,  or  Lieutenant  breathed  his  right  name,  or  the 
name  of  Mary  Marshall,  or  a  word  of  the  story  of  his  life,  into 
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any  ear  except  his  reclaimer's.  That  previous  scene  in  his  exist- 
ence was  closed.  He  had  firmly  resolved  that  his  expiation  should 
be  to  live  unknown ;  to  disturb  no  more  the  peace  that  had  long 
grown  over  his  old  offences ;  to  let  it  be  revealed,  when  he  was 
dead,  that  he  had  striven  and  suffered,  and  had  never  forgotten : 
and  then,  if  they  could  forgive  him  and  believe  him — well,  it  would 
be  time  enough — time  enough  ! 

But  that  night,  remembering  the  words  he  had  cherished  for 
two  years, '  Tell  her  how  we  became  friends.  It  will  comfort  her, 
as  it  comforts  me,'  he  related  everything.  It  gradually  seemed  to 
him  as  if  in  his  maturity  he  had  recovered  a  mother;  it  gradually 
seemed  to  her  as  if  in  her  bereavement  she  had  found  a  son.  Dur- 
ing his  stay  in  England,  the  quiet  garden  into  which  he  had  slowly 
and  painfully  crept,  a  stranger,  became  the  boundary  of  his  home; 
when  he  was  able  to  rejoin  his  regiment  in  the  spring,  he  left  the 
garden,  thinking  was  this  indeed  tlie  first  time  he  had  ever  turned 
his  face  towards  the  old  colours  with  a  woman's  blessing  1 

He  followed  them — so  ragged,  so  scarred  and  pierced  now, 
that  they  would  scarcely  hold  together — to  Quatre  Bras  and  Ligny. 
He  stood  beside  them,  in  an  awful  stillness  of  many  men,  shadowy 
through  the  mist  and  drizzle  of  a  wet  June  forenoon,  on  the  field 
of  Waterloo.  And  down  to  that  hour  the  picture  in  his  mind  of 
the  French  officer  had  never  been  compared  with  the  reality. 

The  famous  regiment  was  in  action  early  in  the  battle,  and 
received  its  first  check  in  many  an  eventful  year,  when  he  was  seen 
to  fall.  But  it  swept  on  to  avenge  him,  and  left  behind  it  no 
such  creature  in  the  world  of  consciousness  as  Lieutenant  Richard 
Doubledick. 

Through  pits  of  mire,  and  pools  of  rain  ;  along  deep  ditches, 
once  roads,  that  were  pounded  and  ploughed  to  pieces  by  artillery, 
heavy  wagons,  tramp  of  men  and  horses,  and  the  struggle  of  every 
wheeled  thing  that  could  carry  wounded  soldiers;  jolted  among 
the  dying  and  the  dead,  so  disfigured  by  blood  and  mud  as  to  be 
hardly  recognisable  for  humanity;  undisturbed  by  the  mc.aning  of 
men  and  the  shrieking  of  horses,  which,  newly  taken  from  the 
peaceful  pursuits  of  life,  could  not  endure  the  sight  of  the  strag- 
glers lying  by  the  wayside,  never  to  resume  their  toilsome  journey ; 
dead,  as  to  any  sentient  life  that  was  in  it,  and  yet  alive, — the  form 
that  had  been  Lieutenant  Richard  Doubledick,  with  whose  praises 
England  rang,  was  conveyed  to  Brussels.  There  it  was  tenderly 
laid  down  in  liospital ;  and  there  it  lay,  week  after  week,  through 
the  long  bright  summer  days,  until  the  harvest,  spared  by  war,  had 
ripened  and  was  gathered  in. 
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Over  and  over  again  the  sun  rose  and  set  upon  the  crowded 
city ;  over  and  over  again  the  moonlight  nights  were  quiet  on  the 
plains  of  Waterloo :  and  all  that  time  was  a  blank  to  what  had 
been  Lieutenant  Richard  Doubledick.  Rojoicing  troops  marched 
into  Brussels,  and  marched  out;  brotliers  and  fathers,  sisters, 
mothers,  and  wives,  came  thronging  thither,  drew  their  lots  of  joy 
or  agony,  and  departed ;  so  many  times  a  day  the  bells  rang ;  so 
many  times  the  shadows  of  the  great  buildings  changed  ;  so  many 
lights  sprang  up  at  dusk ;  so  many  feet  passed  here  and  there 
upon  the  pavements  ;  so  many  hours  of  sleep  and  cooler  air  of 
night  succeeded  :  indifferent  to  all,  a  marble  face  lay  on  a  bed, 
like  the  face  of  a  recumbent  statue  on  the  tomb  of  Lieutenant 
Lichard  Doubledick. 

Slowly  labouring,  at  last,  through  a  long  heavy  dream  of  con- 
fused time  and  place,  presenting  faint  glimpses  of  army  surgeons 
whom  he  knew,  and  of  faces  that  had  been  familiar  to  his  youth, 
— dearest  and  kindest  among  them,  ]\lury  IMarshall's,  with  a  soli- 
citude upon  it  more  like  reuHty  than  anything  he  could  discern, — 
Lieutenant  Richard  Doubledick  came  back  to  life.  To  the  beau- 
tiful life  of  a  calm  autumn  evening  sunset,  to  the  peaceful  life  of 
a  fresh  quiet  rcmm  with  a  large  window  standing  open  ;  a  balcony 
beyond,  in  which  were  moving  leaves  and  sweet-smelling  flowers; 
beyond,  again,  the  clear  sky,  with  the  sun  full  in  his  sight,  pour- 
ing its  golueu  radiance  on  his  bed. 

It  was  so  tranquil  and  so  lovely  that  he  thought  he  had  passed 
into  another  world.  And  he  said  in  a  faint  voice, '  Taunton,  are 
you  near  me  V 

A  face  bent  over  liira.     Not  his,  his  mother's. 

'  I  came  to  nurse  you.  We  have  nursed  you  many  weeks. 
You  were  moved  here  long  ago.     Do  you  remember  nothing  ?' 

'  Nothing.' 

The  lady  kissed  his  cheek,  and  hold  his  hand,  soothing  him. 

'  Where  is  the  regiment  1  What  has  happened  1  Let  me  call 
you  mother.     What  has  happened,  mother  ]' 

*  A  groat  victory,  dear.  The  war  is  over,  and  the  regiment 
was  the  bravest  in  tlie  tiohl.' 

His  eyes  kindled,  bis  lips  trembled,  he  sobbed,  and  the  tears 
ran  duwu  his  lace.  He  was  very  weak,  too  weak  to  move  his 
hand. 

'  Was  it  dark  just  now  f  he  asked  presently. 

♦  No; 

*  It  was  only  dark  to  me  1  Something  passed  away,  like  a 
black  shadow.     But  as  it  went,  and  the  sun — O  the  blessed  sun, 
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how  beautiful  it  is ! — touched  my  face,  I  thought  I  saw  a  light 
white  cloud  pass  out  at  the  door.  Was  there  nothing  that  went 
outr 

She  shook  her  head,  and  in  a  little  while  he  fell  asleep,  she 
still  holding  his  hand,  and  soothing  him. 

From  that  time,  he  recovered.  Slowly,  for  he  had  been  des- 
perately wounded  in  the  head,  and  had  been  shot  in  the  body,  but 
making  some  little  advance  every  day.  When  he  had  gained  suf- 
ficient strength  to  converse  as  he  lay  in  bed,  he  soon  began  to 
remark  that  Mrs.  Taunton  always  brought  him  back  to  his  own 
history.  Then  he  recalled  his  preserver's  dying  words,  and  thought, 
'  It  comforts  her.' 

One  day  he  awoke  out  of  a  sleep,  refreshed,  and  asked  her  to 
read  to  him.  But  the  curtain  of  the  bed,  softening  the  light, 
which  she  always  drew  back  v/hen  he  awoke,  that  she  might  see 
him  from  her  table  at  the  bedside  where  she  sat  at  work,  was 
held  undrawn ;  and  a  woman's  voice  spoke,  whieli  was  not  hers. 

*  Can  you  bear  to  see  a  stranger?'  it  said  solily.  '  Will  you 
like  to  see  a  stranger  ?' 

*  Stranger  1'  he  repeated.  The  voice  awoke  old  memories, 
before  the  days  of  Private  Richard  Doubledick. 

'  A  stranger  now,  but  not  a  stranger  once,'  it  said  in  tones 
that  thrilled  hiin.  '  Eichard,  dear  Eichard,  lost  through  so  many 
years,  my  name — ' 

He  cried  out  her  name,  'Mary,'  and  she  held  him  in  her  arms, 
and  his  head  lay  on  her  bosom. 

*  I  am  not  breaking  a  rash  vow,  Richard.  These  are  not 
Mary  Marshall's  lips  that  speak.     1  have  another  name.' 

She  was  married. 

*  I  have  another  name,  Richard.     Did  you  ever  hear  it  ?' 
'Never!' 

He  looked  into  her  face,  so  pensively  beautiful,  and  wondered 
at  the  smile  upon  it  through  her  tears. 

*  Think  again,  Richard.  Are  you  sure  you  never  Ixeard  my 
altered  name?' 

'  Never  !' 

*  Don't  move  your  head  to  look  at  me,  dear  Richard.  Let  it 
lie  here,  while  I  tell  my  story.  I  loved  a  generous,  noble  man ; 
loved  him  with  my  whole  huart ;  loved  him  for  years  and  years ; 
loved  him  faithfully,  devotedly;  loved  him  with  no  hope  of  return; 
loved  him,  knowing  nothing  of  his  highest  qualities — not  even 
knowing  that  he  was  alive,  lie  was  a  l)rave  soldier.  He  was 
hououred  and  beloved  by  thuusauds  of  thousands,  when  tlie  mo- 
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ther  of  liis  dear  friend  found  me,  and  showed  me  that  in  all  his 
triumphs  he  had  never  forgotten  me.  He  was  wounded  in  a  great 
battle.  He  was  brought,  dying,  here,  into  Brussels.  I  came  to 
watch  and  tend  him,  as  I  would  have  joyfully  gone,  with  such  a 
purpose,  to  the  dreariest  ends  of  the  earth.  When  he  knew  no 
one  else,  he  knew  me.  When  he  suffered  most,  he  bore  his  suffer- 
ings barely  murmuring,  content  to  rest  his  head  where  yours  rests 
now.  When  he  lay  at  the  point  of  death,  he  married  me,  that  he 
might  call  me  Wife  before  he  died.  And  the  name,  my  dear  love, 
that  I  took  on  that  forgotten  night — ' 

'  I  know  it  now  !'  he  sobbed.  '  The  shadowy  remembrance 
strengthens.  It  is  come  back.  I  thank  Heaven  that  my  mind 
is  quite  restored  !  My  Mary,  kiss  me ;  lull  this  weary  head  to 
rest,  or  I  shall  die  of  gratitude.  His  parting  words  were  fulfilled. 
I  see  Home  again  !' 

Well !  They  were  happy.  It  was  a  long  recovery,  but  they 
were  happy  through  it  all.  The  snow  had  melted  on  the  ground, 
and  the  birds  were  singing  in  the  leafless  thickets  of  the  early 
sjiring,  when  those  three  were  first  able  to  ride  out  together,  and 
when  people  flocked  about  the  open  carriage  to  cheer  and  con- 
gratulate Captain  Richard  Doubledick. 

But  even  then  it  became  necessary  for  the  Captain,  instead  of 
returning  to  England,  to  complete  his  recovery  in  the  climate  of 
Southern  France.  They  found  a  spot  upon  the  Ehone,  within  a 
ride  of  the  old  town  of  Avignon,  and  within  view  of  its  broken 
bridge,  which  was  all  they  could  desire;  they  lived  there,  together, 
six  months;  then  returned  to  England.  !Mrs.  Taunton,  growing 
old  after  three  years — though  not  so  old  as  that  her  bright,  dark 
eyes  were  dimmed — and  remembering  that  her  strength  had  been 
benefited  by  the  change,  resolved  to  go  back  for  a  year  to  those 
parts.  So  she  went  with  a  faithful  servant,  who  had  often  carried 
her  son  in  his  arms ;  and  she  was  to  be  rejoined  and  escorted 
home,  at  the  year's  end,  by  Captain  Richard  Doubledick. 

She  wrote  regularly  to  her  children  (as  she  called  them  now), 
and  they  to  her.  She  went  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Aix ;  and 
here,  in  their  own  chateau  near  the  farmer's  house  she  rented, 
she  grew  into  iutiinacy  with  a  family  belonging  to  that  part  of 
France.  The  intimacy  began  in  her  often  meeting  among  the 
vineyards  a  pretty  child,  a  girl  with  a  most  compassionate  heart, 
who  was  never  tired  of  listening  to  the  solitary  English  lady's 
stories  of  her  poor  son  and  the  cruel  wars.  The  family  were  as 
gentle  as  the  child,  and  at  length  she  came  to  know  them  so  well 
that  she  accepted  their  invitation  to  pass  the  last  month  of  her 
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residence  abroad  under  their  roof.  All  this  intelligence  she  wrote 
home,  piecemeal  as  it  came  about,  from  time  to  time ;  and  at  last 
enclosed  a  polite  note  from  the  head  of  the  chateau,  soliciting,  on 
the  occasion  of  his  approaching  mission  to  that  neighbourhood, 
the  honour  of  the  company  of  cet  homme  si  justement  celebre, 
Monsieur  le  Capitaine  Richard  Doubledick. 

Captain  Doubledick,  now  a  hardy,  handsome  man  in  the  full 
vigour  of  life,  broader  across  the  chest  and  shoulders  than  he  had 
ever  been  before,  dispatched  a  courteous  reply,  and  followed  it  in 
person.  Travelling  through  all  that  extent  of  country  after  three 
years  of  Peace,  he  blessed  the  better  days  on  which  the  world  had 
fallen.  The  corn  was  golden,  not  drenched  in  unnatural  red ;  was 
bound  in  sheaves  for  food,  not  trodden  underfoot  by  men  in  mortal 
fight.  The  smoke  rose  up  from  peaceful  hearths,  not  blazing  ruins. 
The  carts  were  laden  with  the  fair  fruits  of  the  earth,  not  with 
wounds  and  death.  To  him  who  had  so  often  seen  the  terrible 
reverse,  these  things  were  beautiful  indeed  ;  and  they  brought 
hira  in  a  softened  spirit  to  the  old  chateau  near  Aix  upon  a  deep 
blue  evening. 

It  was  a  large  chateau  of  the  genuine  old  ghostly  kind,  with 
round  towers,  and  extinguishers,  and  a  high  leaden  roof,  and  more 
windows  than  Aladdin's  Palace.  The  lattice  blinds  were  all  thrown 
open,  after  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  there  were  glimpses  of  ram- 
bling walls  and  corridors  within.  Then  there  were  immense  out- 
buildings fallen  into  partial  decay,  masses  of  dark  trees,  terrace- 
gardens,  balustrades;  tanks  of  water,  too  weak  to  play  and  too  dirty 
to  work ;  statues,  weeds,  and  thickets  of  iron  railing  that  seemed 
to  have  overgrown  themselves  like  the  shrubberies,  and  to  have 
branched  out  in  all  manner  of  wild  shapes.  The  entrance  doors 
stood  open,  as  doors  often  do  in  that  country  when  the  heat  of 
the  day  is  past ;  and  the  Captain  saw  no  bell  or  knocker,  and 
walked  in. 

He  walked  into  a  lofty  ston«  hall,  refreshingly  cool  and  gloomy 
after  the  glare  of  a  Southern  day's  travel.  Extending  along  the 
four  sides  of  this  hall  was  a  gallery,  leading  to  suites  of  rooms ; 
and  it  was  lighted  from  the  top.     IStill  no  bell  was  to  be  seen. 

'  Faith,'  said  the  Captain  halting,  ashamed  of  the  clanking  of 
his  boots,  '  this  is  a  ghostly  beginning  !' 

He  started  back,  and  felt  his  face  turn  white.  In  the  gallery, 
looking  down  at  him,  stood  the  French  officer — the  officer  whose 
picture  he  had  carried  in  his  mind  so  long  and  so  far.  Compared 
with  the  original,  at  last — in  every  lineament  how  like  it  was  ! 

He  moved,  and  disappeared,  and  Captain  Iiichard  Doubledick 
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heard  his  steps  coming  quickly  down  into  the  hall.  Tie  entered 
through  an  archway.  There  was  a  bright,  sudden  look  upon  his 
face,  much  such  a  look  as  it  had  worn  in  that  fatal  moment. 

Monsieur  le  Capitaine  Kichard  Doubledick  1  Enchanted  to 
receive  him  !  A  thousand  apologies  !  The  servants  were  all  out 
in  the  air.  There  was  a  little  fete  among  them  in  the  garden.  In 
effect,  it  was  the  fete  day  of  my  daughter,  the  little  cherished  and 
protected  of  Madame  Taunton, 

He  was  so  gracious  and  so  fraiik  that  Monsieur  le  Capitaine 
Richard  Doubledick  could  not  withhold  his  hand.  '  It  is  the  hand 
of  a  brave  Englishman,'  said  the  French  officer,  retaining  it  while 
he  spoke.  *  I  could  respect  a  brave  Englisliman,  even  as  my  foe, 
how  much  more  as  my  friend  !   I  also  am  a  soldier.' 

'  He  has  not  remembered  me,  as  I  have  remembered  him ;  he 
did  not  take  such  note  of  my  face,  that  day,  as  I  took  of  his,' 
thought  Captain  Richard  Doubledick.      '  How  shall  I  tell  him?' 

The  French  officer  conducted  his  guest  into  a  garden  and  pre- 
sented him  to  his  wife,  an  engaging  and  beautiful  woman,  sitting 
with  Mrs.  Taunton  in  a  whimsical  old-fashioned  pavilion.  His 
daughter,  her  fair  young  face  beaming  with  joy,  came  running  to 
embrace  him ;  and  there  was  a  boy-baby  to  tumble  down  among 
the  orange-trees  on  the  broad  steps,  in  making  for  his  father's 
legs.  A  multitude  of  children  visitors  were  dancing  to  sprightly 
tnusic ;  and  all  the  servants  and  peasants  about  the  chateau  were 
dancing  to.  It  was  a  scene  of  innocent  happiness  that  might  have 
been  invented  for  the  climax  of  the  scenes  of  peace  which  had 
soothed  the  Captain's  journey. 

He  looked  on,  greatly  troubled  in  his  mind,  until  a  resounding 
bell  rang,  and  the  French  officer  begged  to  show  him  his  rooms. 
They  went  up-stairs  into  the  gallery  from  which  the  officer  had 
looked  down ;  and  IMonsieur  le  Capitaine  Richard  Doubledick  was 
cordially  welcomed  to  a  grand  outer  chamber,  and  a  smaller  one 
within,  all  clocks,  and  draperies,  and  hearths,  and  brazen  dogs, 
and  tiles,  and  cool  devices,  and  elegance,  and  vastness. 

'  You  were  at  Waterloo,'  said  the  French  officer. 

*  I  was,'  said  Captain  Richard  Doubledick.    '  And  at  Badajos.' 

Left  alone  with  the  sound  of  his  own  stern  voice  in  his  ears, 
he  sat  down  to  consider.  What  shall  I  do,  and  how  shall  I  tell 
him  1  At  that  time,  unhappily,  many  deplorable  duels  had  been 
fought  between  English  and  French  officers,  arising  out  of  the 
recent  war ;  and  these  duels,  and  how  to  avoid  this  officer's  hos- 
pitality, were  the  uppermost  thought  in  Captain  Richard  Double- 
dick's  mind. 
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He  was  thirikincr,  and  letting  the  time  run  out  in  which  he 
should  have  dressed  for  dinner,  when  Mrs.  Taunton  spoke  to  him 
outside  the  door,  asking  if  he  could  give  her  the  letter  he  had 
brought  from  Mary.  '  His  mother,  above  all,'  the  Captain  thought. 
'  How  shall  I  tell  her?' 

'  You  will  form  a  friendship  with  your  host,  I  hope,'  said  Mrs. 
Taunton,  whom  he  hurriedly  admitted,  'that  will  last  for  Hfe. 
He  is  so  true-hearted  and  so  generous,  Richard,  that  you  can 
hardly  fail  to  esteem  one  another.  If  He  had  been  spared,'  she 
kissed  (not  without  tears)  the  locket  in  which  she  wore  his  hair, 
'  he  would  have  appi-eciated  him  with  his  own  magnanimity,  and 
would  have  been  truly  happy  that  the  evil  days  were  past  which 
made  such  a  man  his  enemy.' 

She  left  the  room ;  and  the  Captain  walked,  first  to  one  win- 
dow, whence  he  could  see  the  dancing  in  the  garden,  then  to  an- 
other window,  whence  he  could  see  the  smiling  prospect  and  the 
peaceful  vineyards. 

'  Spirit  of  my  departed  friend,'  said  he,  '  is  it  through  thee 
these  better  thoughts  are  rising  in  my  mind  1  Is  it  thou  who  hast 
shown  me,  all  the  way  I  have  been  drawn  to  meet  this  man,  the 
blessings  of  the  altered  time  ?  Is  it  thou  who  hast  sent  thy 
stricken  mother  to  me,  to  stay  my  angry  hand  1  Is  it  from  thee 
the  whisper  comes,  that  this  man  did  his  duty  as  thou  didst, — and 
as  I  did,  through  thy  guidance,  which  has  wholly  saved  me  here 
on  earth, — and  that  he  did  no  more  ?' 

He  sat  down,  with  his  head  buried  in  his  hands,  and,  when  he 
rose  up,  made  the  second  strong  resolution  of  his  life, — that 
neither  to  the  French  officer,  nor  to  the  mother  of  his  departed 
friend,  nor  to  any  soul,  while  either  of  the  two  was  living,  would 
he  breathe  what  only  he  knew.  And  when  he  touched  that 
French  officer's  glass  with  his  own,  that  day  at  dinner,  he  secretly 
forgave  him  in  the  name  of  the  Divine  Forgiver  of  injuries. 

Here  I  ended  my  story  as  the  first  Poor  Traveller.  But,  if 
I  had  told  it  now,  I  could  have  added  that  the  time  has  since 
come  when  the  son  of  Major  Richard  Doubledick,  and  the  son  of 
that  French  officer,  friends  r.s  their  fathers  were  before  them, 
fought  side  by  side  in  one  cause,  with  their  respective  nations,  like 
long-divided  brothers  whom  the  butter  times  have  brought  to- 
gether, fast  united. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  ROAD. 

My  story  being  finished,  and  the  Wassail  too,  we  broke  np  as 
the  Cathedral  bell  struck  Twelve.  I  did  not  take  leave  of  my 
Travellers  that  night ;  for  it  had  come  into  my  head  to  reappear, 
in  conjunction  with  some  hot  coffee,  at  seven  in  the  morning. 

As  I  passed  along  the  High-street,  I  heard  the  Waits  at  a 
dis-tance,  and  struck  off  to  find  them.  They  were  playing  near 
one  of  the  old  gates  of  the  City,  at  the  corner  of  a  wonderfully 
quaint  row  of  red-brick  tenements,  which  the  clarionet  obligingly 
informed  me  were  inhabited  by  the  Minor- Canons.  They  had 
odd  little  porches  over  the  doors,  like  sounding-boards  over  old 
pulpits ;  and  I  thought  I  should  like  to  see  one  of  the  Minor- 
Canons  come  out  upon  his  top  step,  and  favour  us  with  a  little 
Christmas  discourse  about  the  poor  scholars  of  Rochester ;  taking 
for  his  text  the  words  of  his  Master,  relative  to  the  devouring  of 
Widows'  houses. 

The  clarionet  was  so  communicative,  and  my  inclinations  were 
(as  they  generally  are)  of  so  vagabond  a  tendency,  that  I  accom- 
jianied  the  Waits  across  an  open  green  called  the  Vines,  and  as- 
sihted — in  the  French  sense — at  the  performance  of  two  waltzes, 
two  polkas,  and  three  Irish  melodies,  before  I  thought  of  my  inn 
any  more.  However,  I  returned  to  it  then,  and  found  a  fiddle  in 
the  kitchen,  and  Ben,  the  wall-eyed  young  man,  and  two  chamber- 
maids, circling  round  the  great  deal  table  with  the  utmost  anima- 
tion. 

I  had  a  very  bad  night.  It  cannot  have  been  owing  to  the 
turkey  or  the  beef, — and  the  Wassail  is  out  of  the  question, — but 
in  every  endeavour  that  I  made  to  get  to  sleep  I  failed  most  dis- 
mally. I  was  never  asleep ;  and  in  whatsoever  unreasonable 
direction  my  mind  rambled,  the  efiSgy  of  Master  Richard  Watts 
Iterpetually  embarrassed  it. 

In  a  word,  I  only  got  out  of  the  Worshipful  Master  Richard 
Watts's  way  by  getting  out  of  bed  in  the  dark  at  six  o'clock,  and 
tumbling,  as  my  custom  is,  into  all  the  cold  water  that  could  be 
accumulated  for  the  purpose.  The  outer  air  was  dull  and  cold 
eiKnigh  in  the  street,  when  I  came  down  there ;  and  the  one 
candle  in  our  supper-rocjm  at  Watts's  Charity  looked  as  pale  in  the 
burning  as  if  it  had  had  a  bad  night  too.  Rut  my  Travellers  had 
all  slept  soundly,  and  they  took  to  the  hot  cofiee,  and  the  piles  of 
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bread-and-butter,  which  Ben  had  arranged  like  deals  in  a  timber- 
yard,  as  kindly  as  I  could  desire. 

While  it  was  yet  scarcely  daylight,  we  all  came  out  into  the 
street  together,  and  there  shook  hands.  The  widow  took  the 
little  sailor  towards  Chatham,  where  he  was  to  find  a  steamboat 
for  Sheemess ;  the  lawyer,  with  an  extremely  knowing  look,  went 
his  own  way,  without  committing  himself  by  announcing  his  in- 
tentions ;  two  more  struck  off  by  the  cathedral  and  old  castle  for 
Maidstone  ;  and  the  book-pedler  accompanied  me  over  the  bridge. 
As  for  me,  I  was  going  to  walk  by  Cobham  Woods,  as  far  upon 
my  way  to  London  as  I  fancied. 

When  I  came  to  the  stile  and  footpath  by  which  I  was  to 
diverge  from  the  main  road,  I  bade  farewell  to  my  last  remaining 
Poor  Traveller,  and  pursued  my  way  alone.  And  now  the  mists 
began  to  rise  in  the  most  beautiful  manner,  and  the  sun  to  shine ; 
and  as  I  went  on  through  the  bracing  air,  seeing  the  hoar-frost 
sparkle  everywhere,  I  felt  as  if  all  Nature  shared  in  the  joy  of  the 
great  Birthday, 

Going  through  the  woods,  the  softness  of  my  tread  upon  the 
mossy  ground  and  among  the  brown  leaves  enhanced  the  Christ- 
mas sacredness  by  which  I  felt  surrounded-  As  the  whitened 
stems  environed  me,  I  thought  how  the  Founder  of  the  time  had 
never  raised  his  benignant  hand,  save  to  bless  and  heal,  except  in 
the  case  of  one  unconscious  tree.  By  Cobham  Hall,  I  came  to 
the  village,  and  the  churchyard  where  the  dead  had  been  quietly 
buried,  '  in  the  sure  and  certain  hope'  which  Christmas  time  in- 
spired. What  children  could  I  see  at  play,  and  not  be  loving  of, 
recalling  who  had  loved  them  !  Ko  garden  that  I  passed  was  out 
of  unison  with  the  day,  for  I  remembered  that  the  tomb  was  in  a 
garden,  and  that  '  she,  supposing  him  to  be  the  gardener,'  had 
said,  '  Sir,  if  thou  have  borne  him  hence,  tell  me  where  thou  hast 
laid  him,  and  I  will  take  him  away.'  In  time,  the  distant  river 
with  the  ships  came  full  in  view,  and  with  it  pictures  of  the  poor 
fishermen,  mending  their  nets,  who  arose  and  followed  him, — of 
the  teaching  of  the  people  from  a  ship  pushed  off  a  little  way  from 
shore,  by  reason  of  the  multitude, — of  a  majestic  figure  walking 
on  the  water,  in  the  loneliness  of  night.  My  very  shadow  on  the 
ground  was  eloquent  of  Christmas ;  for  did  not  the  people  lay 
their  sick  where  the  mere  shadows  of  the  men  who  had  heard  and 
seen  him  might  fall  as  they  passed  along  ? 

Thus  Christmas  begirt  me,  far  and  near,  until  I  had  come  to 
Blackheath,  and  had  walked  down  the  long  vista  of  gnarled  old 
trees  in  Greenwich  Park,  and  was  being  steam-rattled  through 
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the  mists  now  closing  in  once  more,  towards  the  lights  of  London. 
Brightly  they  shone,  but  not  so  brightly  as  my  own  fire,  and  the 
brighter  faces  around  it,  when  we  came  together  to  celebrate  the 
day.  And  there  I  told  of  worthy  Master  Richard  Watts,  and  of 
my  supper  with  the  Six  Poor  Travellers  who  were  neither  Rogues 
nor  Proctors,  and  from  that  hour  to  this  1  have  never  seen  one  of 
them  agaii^. 


THE  HOLLY-TKEK 


THE  HOLLY-TREE. 

THREE  BRANCHES. 


FIRST  BRANCH. 


I  HAVE  kept  one  secret  in  the  course  of  my  life.  I  am  a  bashful 
man.  Nobody  would  suppose  it,  nobody  ever  does  suppose  it, 
nobody  ever  did  suppose  it,  but  I  am  naturally  a  bashful  man. 
This  is  the  secret  which  I  have  never  breathed  until  now. 

I  might  greatly  move  the  reader  by  some  account  of  the  innu- 
merable places  I  have  not  been  to,  the  innumerable  people  I  have 
not  called  upon  or  received,  the  innumerable  social  evasions  I  have 
been  guilty  of,  solely  because  I  am  by  original  constitution  and 
character  a  bashful  man.  But  I  will  leave  the  reader  unmoved, 
and  proceed  with  the  object  before  me. 

That  object  is  to  give  a  plain  account  of  my  travels  and  dis- 
coveries in  the  Holly-Tree  Inn  ;  in  which  place  of  good  entertain- 
ment for  man  and  beast  I  was  once  snowed  up. 

It  happened  in  the  memorable  year  when  I  parted  for  ever  from 
Angela  Leath,  whom  I  was  shortly  to  have  married,  on  making 
the  discovery  that  she  preferred  my  bosom  friend.  From  our 
school-days  I  had  freely  admitted  Edwin,  in  my  own  mind,  to  be 
tar  superior  to  myself;  and,  though  I  was  grievously  wounded  at 
heart,  I  felt  the  preference  to  be  natural,  and  tried  to  forgive  them 
both.  It  was  under  these  circnmstances  that  I  resolved  to  go  to 
America — on  my  way  to  the  Devil. 

Communicating  my  discovery  neither  to  Angela  nor  to  Edwin, 
but  resolving  to  write  each  of  them  an  affecting  letter  conveying 
my  blessing  and  forgiveness,  which  the  steam-tender  for  shore 
should  carry  to  the  post  when  I  myself  should  be  bound  lor  the 
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New  World,  far  beyond  recall, — I  say,  locking  up  my  grief  in  my 
own  breast,  and  consoling  myself  as  I  could  with  the  prospect  of 
being  generous,  I  quietly  left  all  I  held  dear,  and  started  on  the 
desolate  journey  I  have  mentioned. 

The  dead  winter-time  was  in  full  dreariness  when  I  left  my 
chambers  for  ever,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning.  I  had  shaved 
by  candle-light,  of  course,  and  was  miserably  cold,  and  experienced 
tliat  general  all-pervading  sensation  of  getting  up  to  be  hanged 
which  I  have  usually  found  inseparable  from  untimely  rising  under 
such  circumstances. 

How  well  I  remember  the  forlorn  aspect  of  Fleet-street  when 
I  came  out  of  the  Temple !  The  street-lamps  flickering  in  the 
gusty  north-east  wind,  as  if  the  very  gas  were  contorted  with  cold  ; 
the  white-topped  houses ;  the  bleak,  star-lighted  sky  ;  the  market 
people  and  other  early  stragglers,  trotting  to  circulate  their  almost 
frozen  blood;  the  hospitable  light  and  warmth  of  the  few  coffee- 
shops  and  public-houses  that  were  open  for  such  customers ;  the 
hard,  dry,  frosty  rime  with  whicL  the  air  was  charged  (the  wind 
had  already  beaten  it  into  every  crevice)^  and  which  lashed  my 
face  like  a  steel  whl}.. 

It  wanted  uiue  uay;^  to  tne  end  of  Ttie  uK-ntL,  and  end  of  the 
year,  Tlie  Post-office  packet  for  the  United  States  was  to  depart 
from  Liverpool,  weather  permitting,  on  the  first  of  the  ensunig 
month,  and  1  had  the  intervening  time  on  my  hands.  1  had  taken 
tliis  into  consideration,  and  had  resolved  to  make  a  visit  to  a 
certain  spot  (which  1  need  not  name)  on  the  farther  borders  of 
Yorkshire.  It  was  endeared  to  me  by  my  having  first  seen  Angela 
at  a  farmhouse  in  that  place,  and  my  melancholy  was  gratified  by 
the  idea  of  taking  a  wintry  leave  of  it  before  my  expatriation.  I 
ought  to  expliiin,  that,  to  avoid  being  sodght  out  before  my  reso- 
lution should  have  been  rendered  irrevocable  by  being  carried  int<") 
full  efl'ect,  I  had  written  to  Angela  overnight,  in  my  usual  manner, 
lamenting  that  urgent  business,  of  which  she  should  know  all  par- 
ticulars by  and  by  —  took  me  unexpectedly  away  from  her  for  a 
week  or  ten  days. 

There  was  no  Northern  Railway  at  that  time,  nnd  in  its  place 
there  were  stage-coaches  ;  wliieh  I  occasionally  find  myself,  in 
common  with  some  other  jjeople,  aflectiiig  to  lament  now,  but  which 
everybody  dreatled  as  a  very  serious  penance  then.  1  had  secured 
the  box-seat  on  the  fastest  of  these,  and  my  business  in  Fleet- 
street  was  to  get  into  a  cab  with  my  portmanteau,  so  to  make  the 
best  of  my  way  to  the  Peacock  at  Islington,  where  I  was  to  join 
tliis  coach,     liut  when  one  of  our  Temple  watchmen,  wlio  carried 
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niy  portmanteau  into  Fleet-street  for  me,  told  me  about  the  huge 
blocks  cf  ice  that  had  for  some  days  past  been  floating  in  the 
river,  having  closed  up  in  the  night,  and  made  a  walk  from  the 
Temple  Gardens  over  to  the  Surrey  shore,  I  began  to  ask  myself 
the  question,  whether  the  box-seat  would  not  be  likely  to  put  a 
sudden  and  a  frosty  end  to  my  unhappiness.  I  was  heart-broken, 
it  is  true,  and  yet  I  was  not  quite  so  far  gone  as  to  wish  to  be 
frozen  to  death. 

When  I  got  ap  to  the  Feacock, — where  I  found  everybody 
drinking  hot  purl,  in  self-preservation, —  I  asked  if  there  were  an 
inside  seat  to  spare.  I  then  discovered  that,  inside  or  out,  I  was 
the  only  passenger.  This  gave  me  a  still  livelier  idea  of  the  great 
inclemency  of  the  weather,  since  that  coach  always  loaded  parti- 
cularly well.  However,  I  took  a  little  purl  (which  1  found  un- 
commonly good),  and  got  into  the  coach.  When  I  was  seated, 
they  built  me  up  with  straw  to  the  waist,  and,  conscious  of  making 
a  rather  ridiculous  appearance,  I  began  my  journey. 

It  was  still  dark  when  we  left  the  Peacock.  For  a  little  while 
pale,  uncertain  ghosts  of  houses  and  trees  appeared  and  vanished 
and  then  it  was  hard,  black,  frozen  day.  People  vvere  lighting 
their  fires  ;  smoke  was  mouuling  straight  up  high  into  the  rarefied 
air ;  and  we  were  ratthng  for  Highgate  Archway  over  the  hardest 
ground  I  have  ever  heard  the  ring  of  iron  shoes  on.  As  we  got 
into  the  country,  everything  seemed  to  have  grown  old  and  gray. 
The  roads,  the  trees,  thatched  roofs  of  cottages  and  homesteads, 
the  ricks  in  farmers'  yards.  Out-door  work  was  abandoned, 
horse-tronghs  at  roadside  inns  were  frozen  hard,  no  stragglers 
lounged  about,  doors  were  close  shut,  little  turnpike  houses  had 
blazing  fires  inside,  and  children  (even  turnpike  people  have  chil- 
dren, and  seem  to  like  them)  rubbed  the  frost  from  the  little  panes 
of  glass  with  their  chubby  arms,  that  their  bright  eyes  might  catch 
a  glimpse  of  the  solitary  coach  going  by.  I  don"t  know  when  the 
snow  began  to  set  in;  but  I  know  that  we  wete  changing  horses 
somewhere  when  I  heard  the  guard  remark,  '  That  the  old  lady  up 
in  the  sky  was  picking  her  geese  pretty  hard  to-day.'  Then,  in- 
deed, I  found  the  white  down  falling  fast  and  thick. 

The  lonely  day  wore  on,  and  I  dozed  it  out,  as  a  lonely  traveller 
does.  I  was  warm  and  valiant  after  eating  and  drinking, — parti- 
cularly after  dinner ;  cold  and  depressed  at  all  other  times.  I  was 
always  bewildered  as  to  time  and  place,  and  always  more  or  less 
out  of  my  senses.  The  coach  and  horses  seemed  to  execufe  in 
chorus  Auld  Lang  Syne,  without  a  moment's  intermission.  They 
kept  the  time  and  tune  wilh  the  gicaletil  ri'^jularily,  and  rose  inio 


32  THE  HOLLY-TREE.    • 

the  swell  at  the  beginning  of  the  Refrain,  with  a  precision  that 
worried  me  to  death.  While  we  changed  horses,  the  guard  and 
coachman  went  stumping  up  and  down  the  road,  printing  off  their 
shoes  in  the  snow,  and  poured  so  much  liquid  consolation  into 
themselves  without  being  any  the  worse  for  it,  that  I  began  to 
confound  them,  as  it  darkened  again,  with  two  great  white  casks 
standing  on  end.  Our  horses  tumbled  down  in  solitary  places, 
and  we  got  them  up, — which  was  the  pleasantest  variety  /  had, 
for  it  warmed  me.  And  it  snowed  and  snowed,  and  still  it  snowed, 
and  never  left  off  snowing.  All  night  long  we  went  on  in  this 
manner.  Thus  we  came  round  the  clock,  upon  the  Great  North 
Road,  to  the  performance  of  Auld  Lang  Syne  by  day  again.  And 
it  snowed  and  snowed,  and  still  it  snowed,  and  never  left  off 
snowing. 

I  forget  now  whore  we  were  at  noon  on  the  second  day,  and 
where  we  ought  to  have  been ;  but  I  know  that  we  were  scores  of 
miles  behindhand,  and  that  our  case  was  growing  worse  every 
hour.  The  drift  was  becoming  prodigiously  deep ;  landmarks  were 
getting  snowed  out;  the  road  and  the  fields  were  all  one;  instead 
of  having  fences  an.,  hedge-rows  to  guide  us,  we  went  crunching 
on  over  an  unbroken  surface  of  ghastly  white  that  might  sink 
beneath  xis  at  any  moment  and  drop  us  down  a  whole  hillside. 
Still  the  coachman  and  guard — who  kept  together  on  the  box, 
always  in  council,  and  looking  well  about  them — made  out  the 
track  with  astonishing  sagacity. 

When  we  came  in  sight  of  a  town,  it  looked,  to  my  fancy, 
like  a  large  drawing  on  a  slate,  with  abundance  of  slate-pencil 
expended  on  the  churches  and  houses  where  the  snow  lay  thickest. 
When  we  came  Avithin  a  town,  and  found  the  church  clocks  all 
stopped,  the  dial-faces  choked  with  snow,  and  the  inn-signs  blotted 
out,  it  seemed  as  if  the  wliole  place  were  overgrown  with  white 
moss.  As  to  tlie  coach,  it  was  a  mere  snowball ;  similarly,  the 
men  and  boys  who  ran  along  beside  us  to  the  town's  end,  turning 
our  clogged  wheels  and  encouraging  our  horses,  were  men  and  boys 
of  snow ;  and  the  bleak  wild  solitude  to  which  they  at  last  dis- 
missed us  was  a  snowy  Sahara.  One  would  have  thought  this 
enough  :  notwithstanding  which,  I  pledge  my  word  that  it  snowed 
and  snowed,  and  still  it  snowed,  and  never  left  off  snowing. 

We  pert'ormed  Auld  Lang  Syne  the  whole  day ;  seeing  no- 
thing, out  of  towns  and  villages,  but  the  track  of  stoats,  hares,  and 
foxes,  and  sometimes  of  birds.  At  nine  o'clock  at  night,  on  a 
Yorkshire  moor,  a  cheerful  burst  from  uur  horn,  and  a  welcome 
Kouud  of  talking,  with  a  glimmering  aud  moving  about  of  laatcvus, 
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roosed  me  from  my  drowsy  state.     I  found  that  we  were  going  to 
change. 

They  helped  me  out,  and  I  said  to  a  waiter,  whosp  bare  head 
became  as  white  as  King  Lear's  iu  a  single  minute.  '  What  Inn  is 
this  V 

'  The  Holly-Tree,  sir,'  said  he. 

'  Upon  my  word,  I  believe,'  said  I,  apologetically,  to  the  guard 
and  coachman,  'that  I  must  stop  here.' 

]N^ow  the  landlord,  and  the  landlady,  and  the  ostler,  and  the 
postboy,  and  all  the  stable  authorities,  had  already  asked  the  coach- 
man, to  the  wide-eyed  interest  of  all  the  rest  of  the  establishment, 
if  he  meant  to  go  on.  The  coachman  had  already  replied,  '  Yes, 
he'd  take  her  through  it,' — meaning  by  Her  the  coach, — '  if  so  be 
as  George  would  stand  by  him.'  George  was  the  guard,  and  he 
had  already  sworn  that  he  would  stand  by  him.  So  the  heljiers 
were  already  getting  the  horses  out. 

My  declaring  myself  beaten,  after  this  parley,  was  not  an 
announcement  without  preparation.  Indeed,  but  for  the  way  to 
the  announcement  being  smoothed  by  the  parley,  I  more  than 
doubt  whether,  as  an  innately  bashful  man,  I  should  have  had  the 
confidence  to  make  it.  As  it  was,  it  received  the  approval  even 
of  the  guard  and  coachman.  Therefore,  with  many  confirmations 
of  my  inclining,  and  many  remarks  from  one  bystander  to  another, 
that  the  gentleman  could  go  for'ard  by  the  mail  to-  morrow,  whereas 
to-night  he  would  only  be  froze,  and  where  was  the  good  of  a  gen- 
tleman being  froze, — ah,  let  alone  buried  alive  (which  latter  clause 
was  added  by  a  humorous  helper  as  a  joke  at  my  expense,  and 
was  extremely  well  received),  I  saw  my  portmanteau  got  out  stifi, 
hke  a  frozen  body ;  did  the  handsome  thing  by  the  guard  and 
coachman;  wished  them  good-night  and  a  prosperous  journey; 
and,  a  little  ashamed  of  myself,  after  all,  for  leaving  them  to  fight 
it  out  alone,  followed  the  landlord,  landlady,  and  waiter  of  the 
Holly-Tree  up-stairs. 

I  thought  I  had  never  seen  such  a  large  room  as  that  into  which 
tliey  showed  me.  It  had  five  windows,  with  dark  red  curtains 
that  would  have  absorbed  the  light  of  a  general  illumi:aation ; 
and  there  were  complications  of  drapery  at  the  top  of  the  curtains, 
that  went  wandering  about  the  wall  in  a  most  extraordinary 
manner.  I  asked  for  a  smaller  room,  and  they  told  me  there  was 
no  smaller  room.  They  could  screen  me  in,  however,  the  land- 
lord said.  They  brought  a  great  old  japanned  screen,  with  tiatives 
(Japanese,  I  suppose)  engaged  in  a  variety  of  idiotic  pursuits  all 
over  it;  and  left  me  roasting  whole  before  an  immense  fitv. 
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My  bedroom  was  some  quarter  of  a  mile  off,  up  a  great  stair- 
case, at  the  end  of  a  long  gallery ;  and  nobody  knows  what  a 
misery  this  is  to  a  bashful  man  who  would  rather  not  meet  people 
on  the  stairs.  It  was  the  grimmest  room  I  have  ever  had  the 
nightmare  in ;  and  all  the  furniture,  from  the  four  posts  of  the 
bed  to  the  two  old  silver  candlesticks,  was  tall,  high- shouldered, 
and  spindle-waisted.  Below,  in  my  sitting-room,  if  I  looked  round 
my  screen,  the  wind  rushed  at  me  like  a  mad  bull ;  if  I  stuck  to 
my  arm-chair,  the  fire  scorched  me  to  the  colour  of  a  new  brick. 
The  chimney-piece  was  very  high,  and  there  was  a  bad  glass — 
what  I  may  call  a  wavy  glass — above  it,  which,  when  I  stood  up, 
just  showed  me  my  anterior  phrenological  developments, —  and 
these  never  look  well,  in  any  subject,  cui.  short  oft'  at  the  eyebrow. 
If  I  stood  with  my  back  to  the  fire,  a  gloomy  vault  of  darkness 
above  and  beyond  the  screen  insisted  on  being  looked  at ;  and,  in 
its  dim  remoteness,  the  drapery  of  the  ten  curtains  of  the  five 
windows  went  twisting  and  creeping  about,  like  a  nest  of  gigantic 
worms. 

I  suppose  that  what  I  observe  in  myself  must  be  observed  by 
some  other  men  of  similar  character  in  themselves  ;  therefore  I  am 
emboldened  to  mention,  that,  when  I  travel,  I  never  arrive  at  a 
]ilace  but  I  immediately  want  to  go  away  from  it.  Before  I  had 
finished  my  supper  of  broiled  fowl  and  mulled  port,  I  had  im- 
pressed upon  the  waiter  in  detail  my  arrangements  for  departure 
in  the.  morning.  Breakfast  and  bill  at  eight.  Fly  at  nine.  Two 
horses  or,  if  needful,  even  four. 

Tired  though  I  was,  the  night  appeared  about  s  week  long. 
In  oases  of  nightmare,  I  thought  of  Angela,  and  felt  more  de- 
pressed than  ever  by  the  reflection  that  I  was  on  the  shortest  road 
to  Gretna  Green.  What  had  1  to  do  with  Gretna  Green  %  I  was 
not  going  tlmt  way  to  the  Devil,  but  by  the  American  route,  I 
remarked,  in  my  bitterness. 

In  the  morning  I  found  that  it  was  snowing  still,  that  it  had 
snowed  all  night,  and  that  I  was  snowed  up.  Nothing  could  get 
out  of  that  spot  on  the  moor,  or  could  come  at  it,  until  the  road 
bad  been  cut  out  by  labourers  from  the  market-town.  When  they 
might  cut  their  way  to  the  Holly-Tree,  nobody  could  tell  me. 

It  was  now  Christmas-eve,  I  should  have  had  a  dismal 
(Jhristmas-time  of  it  anywhere,  and  consequently  that  did  not  so 
much  matter ;  still,  being  snoM'ed  up  was  like  dying  of  frost,  a 
ttiing  I  had  not  bargained  for.  I  felt  very  lonely.  Yet  I  could 
no  more  liave  proposed  to  the  landlord  and  landlady  to  admit  me 
to  their  society  (though  I  should  have  liked  it  very  much)  thau  I 
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conld  have  asked  them  to  present  me  with  a  piece  of  plate.  Here 
uiy  great  secret,  the  real  bashfiilness  of  my  character,  is  to  be 
observed.  Like  most  bashful  men,  1  judge  of  other  people  as  if 
they  were  bashful  too.  Besides  being  far  too  shamefaced  to  make 
tlie  proposal  myself,  I  really  had  a  delicate  misgiving  that  it  would 
be  in  the  last  degree  disconcerting  to  them. 

Trying  to  settle  down,  therefore,  in  my  solitude,  I  first  of  all 
asked  what  books  there  were  in  the  house.  The  waiter  brought 
me  a  Book  of  Boads,  two  or  three  old  Newspapers,  a  little  Sor.g- 
Book,  terminating  in  a  collection  of  Toasts  and  iSentimeiits,  a  lii  lie 
Jest- Book,  an  odd  volume  of  Peregrine  Pickle,  and  the  Senti- 
mental Journey.  I  knew  every  word  of  the  two  last  already,  but 
1  read  them  through  again,  then  tried  to  hum  all  the  songs  ( Auld 
Lang  Syne  was  among  them)  ;  went  entirely  through  the  jokes, — 
in  which  I  found  a  fund  of  melancholy  adapted  to  my  state  u{ 
mind ;  proposed  all  the  toasts,  enunciated  all  the  sentiments,  and 
mastered  the  papers.  The  latter  had  nothing  in  them  but  stock 
advertisements,  a  meetuig  about  a  county  rate,  and  a  highway  rob- 
bery. As  I  am  a  greedy  reader,  I  could  not  make  this  supply 
bold  out  until  night ;  it  was  exhausted  by  tea-time.  Being  then 
entirely  cast  upon  my  own  resources,  I  got  through  an  hour  in 
considering  what  to  do  next.  Ultimately,  it  came  into  my  head 
(from  which  I  was  anxious  by  any  means  to  exclude  Angela  and 
Edwin),  that  I  would  endeavour  to  recall  my  experience  of  Inns, 
and  would  try  how  long  it  lasted  me.  I  stirred  the  fire,  moved 
my  chair  a  little  to  one  side  of  the  screen, — not  daring  to  go  far, 
for  I  knew  the  wind  was  waiting  to  make  a  rush  at  me,  I  could 
hear  it  growling, — and  began. 

My  first  impressions  of  an  Inn  dated  from  the  Nursery  ;  con- 
sequently I  went  back  to  the  Nursery  for  a  starting- pomt,  and 
found  myself  at  the  knee  of  a  sallow  woman  with  a  fishy  eye,  an 
aquiline  nose,  and  a  green  gown,  whose  specialty  was  a  dismal 
narrative  of  a  landlord  by  the  roadside,  whose  visitors  unaccount- 
ably disappeared  for  many  years,  until  it  was  discovered  that  the 
pursuit  of  his  life  had  been  to  convert  them  into  pies.  For  the 
better  devotion  of  himself  to  this  branch  of  industry,  he  had  con- 
structed a  secret  door  behind  the  head  of  the  bed  ;  and  when  the 
visitor  (oppressed  with  pie)  had  fallen  asleep,  this  wicked  landlord 
would  look  softly  in  with  a  lamp  in  one  hand  and  a  knife  in  the 
other,  would  cut  his  throat,  and  would  make  him  into  pies ;  for 
which  purpose  he  had  coppers,  underneath  a  trap-door,  always 
boiling ;  and  rolled  out  his  pastry  in  the  dead  of  the  night.  Yet 
even  he  was  not  iuaeusible  to  the  btings  of  conscience,  for  he  uevfr 
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went  to  sleep  without  being  heard  to  mutter,  *  Too  much  pepper!' 
which  was  eventually  the  cause  of  his  being  brought  to  justice.  I 
had  no  sooner  disposed  of  this  criminal  than  there  started  up  an- 
other of  the  same  period,  whose  profession  was  originally  house- 
breaking ;  in  the  pursuit  of  which  art  he  had  had  his  right  ear 
chopped  off  one  night,  as  he  was  burglariously  getting  in  at  a  win- 
dow, by  a  brave  and  lovely  servant-maid  (whom  the  aquiline-nosed 
woman,  though  not  at  all  answering  the  description,  always  myste- 
riously implied  to  be  herself).  After  several  years,  this  brave  and 
lovely  servant-maid  was  married  to  the  landlord  of  a  country  Inn ; 
which  landlord  had  this  remarkable  characteristic,  that  he  always 
wore  a  silk  nightcap,  and  never  would  on  any  consideration  take  it 
off.  At  last,  one  night,  when  he  was  fast  asleep,  the  brave  and  lovely 
woman  lifted  up  his  silk  nightcap  on  the  right  side,  and  found 
that  he  had  no  ear  there ;  upon  which  she  sagaciously  perceived 
that  he  was  the  clipped  housebreaker,  who  had  married  her  with 
the  intention  of  putting  her  to  death.  She  immediately  heated 
the  poker  and  terminated  his  career,  for  which  she  was  taken  to 
King  George  upon  his  throne,  and  received  the  compliments  of 
royalty  on  her  great  discretion  and  valour.  This  same  narrator, 
who  had  a  Ghoulish  pleasure,  I  have  long  been  persuaded,  in  terri- 
fying me  to  the  utmost  confines  of  my  reason,  had  another 
authentic  anecdote  within  her  own  experience,  founded,  I  now  be- 
lieve, upon  Raymond  and  Agnes,  or  the  Bleeding  Nun.  She  said 
it  happened  to  her  brother-in-law,  who  was  immensely  rich, — 
which  my  father  was  not ;  and  immensely  tall, — which  my  father 
was  not.  It  was  always  a  point  with  this  Ghoul  to  present  my 
dearest  relations  and  friends  to  my  youthful  mind  under  circum- 
stances of  disparaging  contrast.  The  brother-in-law  was  riding 
once  through  a  forest  on  a  magnificent  horse  (we  had  no  magnifi- 
cent horse  at  our  house),  attended  by  a  favourite  and  valuable 
jS^ewfoundland  dog  (we  had  no  dog),  when  he  found  himself  be- 
nighted, and  came  to  an  Inn.  A  dark  woman  opened  the  door, 
and  he  asked  her  if  he  could  have  a  bed  there.  She  answered  yes, 
and  put  his  horse  in  the  stable,  and  took  him  into  a  room  where 
there  were  two  dark  men.  While  he  was  at  supper,  a  parrot  in 
the  room  began  to  talk,  saying,  '  Blood,  blood  !  Wipe  up  the 
blood!'  Upon  which  one  of  the  dark  men  wrung  the  jiarrot's 
neck,  and  said  he  was  fond  of  roasted  parrots,  and  he  meant  to 
Mcive  this  one  for  breakfast  in  the  morning.  After  eating  and 
^Jimking  heartily,  the  immensely  rich,  tall  brother-in-law  went  up 
r.o  bed ;  but  he  was  rather  vexed,  because  they  had  shut  his  dog 
xii  the  stable,  saying  that  they  never  allowed  dogs  in  the  house. 
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He  sat  very  quiet  for  more  than  an  hour,  thinking  and  thinking, 
when,  just  as  his  candle  was  burning  out,  he  heard  a  scratch  at  the 
door.  He  opened  the  door,  and  there  was  the  Newfoundland  dog  ! 
The  dog  came  softly  in,  smelt  about  him,  went  straight  to  some 
straw  in  the  corner  which  the  dark  men  had  said  covered  apple?:, 
tore  the  straw  away,  and  disclosed  two  sheets  steeped  in  blood. 
Just  at  that  moment  the  candle  went  out,  and  the  brother-in-law, 
looking  through  a  chink  in  the  door,  saw  the  two  dark  men  steal- 
ing up -stairs ;  one  armed  with  a  dagger  that  long  (about  five  feet) ; 
the  other  carrying  a  chopper,  a  sack,  and  a  spade.  Having  no 
remembrance  of  the  close  of  this  adventure,  I  suppose  my  faculties 
to  have  been  always  so  frozen  with  terror  at  this  stage  of  it,  that  the 
power  of  listening  stagnated  within  me  for  some  quarter  of  an  hour. 

These  barbarous  stories  carried  me,  sitting  there  on  the  Holly- 
Tree  hearth,  to  the  Roadside  Inn,  renowned  in  my  time  in  a  six- 
penny book  with  a  folding  plate,  representing  in  a  central  compart- 
ment of  oval  form  the  portrait  of  Jonathan  Bradford,  and  in  four 
corner  compartments  four  incidents  of  the  tragedy  with  which  the 
name  is  associated, — coloured  with  a  hand  at  once  so  free  and 
economical,  that  the  bloom  of  Jonathan's  complexion  passed  with- 
out any  pause  into  the  breeches  of  the  ostler,  and,  smearing  itself 
off  into  the  next  division,  became  rum  in  a  bottle.  Then  I  re- 
membered how  the  landlord  was  found  at  the  murdered  traveller's 
bedside,  with  his  own  knife  at  his  feet,  and  blood  upon  his  hand ; 
bow  he  was  hanged  for  the  murder,  notwithstanding  his  protesta- 
tion that  he  had  indeed  come  there  to  kill  the  traveller  for  his 
saddle-bags,  but  had  been  stricken  motionless  on  finding  him 
already  slain ;  and  how  the  ostler,  years  afterwards,  owned  the 
deei  By  this  time  I  had  made  myself  quite  uncomfortable.  I 
stirred  the  fire,  and  stood  with  my  back  to  it  as  long  as  I  could 
bear  the  heat,  looking  up  at  the  darkness  beyond  the  screen,  and 
at  the  wormy  curtains  creeping  in  and  creeping  out,  like  the  worms 
in  the  ballad  of  Alonzo  the  Brave  and  the  Fair  Imogene. 

There  was  an  Inn  in  the  cathedral  town  where  I  went  to 
school,  which  had  pleasanter  recollections  about  it  than  any  of 
these.  I  took  it  next.  It  was  the  Inn  where  friends  used  to  put 
up,  and  where  we  used  to  go  to  see  parents,  and  to  have  salmon 
and  fowls,  and  be  tipped.  It  had  an  ecclesiastical  sign, — the 
Mitre, — and  a  bar  that  seemed  to  be  the  nest  best  thing  to  a 
bishopric,  it  was  so  snug.  I  loved  the  landlord's  youngest 
daughter  to  distraction, — but  let  that  pass.  It  was  in  this  Inn 
that  I  was  cried  over  by  my  rosy  little  sister,  because  I  had 
acquired  a  black  eye  in  a  fi^hfc.     And  though  she  had  been,  that 
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Holly-Tree  night,  for  many  a  long  year  where  all  tears  are  dried, 
the  Mitre  softened  me  yet. 

'  To  be  continued  to-morrow,'  said  I,  when  I  took  my  candle 
to  go  to  bed.  But  my  bed  took  it  upon  itself  to  continue  the 
train  of  thought  that  night.  It  carried  me  away,  like  the  en- 
chanted carpet,  to  a  distant  place  (though  still  in  England),  and 
there,  alighting  from  a  stage-coach  at  another  Inn  in  the  snow,  as 
I  had  actually  done  some  years  before,  I  repeated  in  my  sleep  a 
curious  experience  I  had  really  had  there.  More  than  a  year 
before  I  made  the  journey  in  the  course  of  which  I  put  up  at  that 
Inn,  I  had  lost  a  very  near  and  dear  friend  by  death.  Every 
night  since,  at  home  or  away  from  home,  1  had  dreamed  of  that 
friend ;  sometimes  as  still  living ;  sometimes  as  returning  from 
the  world  of  shadows  to  comfort  me;  always  as  being  beautiful, 
placid,  and  happy,  never  in  association  with  any  approach  to  fear 
or  distress.  It  was  at  a  lonely  Inn  in  a  wide  moorland  place,  that 
I  halted  to  pass  the  night.  When  I  had  looked  from  my  Iwdroona 
window  over  the  waste  of  snow  on  which  the  moon  was  shining,  I 
sat  down  by  my  fire  to  write  a  letter.  I  had  always,  until  that 
hour,  kept  it  within  my  own  breast  that  I  dreamed  every  night  of 
the  dear  lost  one.  But  in  the  letter  that  I  wrote  I  recorded  the 
circumstance,  and  added  that  1  felt  much  interested  in  proving 
whether  the  subject  of  my  dream  would  still  l>e  faithful  to  me, 
travel-tired,  and  in  that  remote  place.  No.  I  lost  the  beloved 
figure  of  my  vision  in  parting  with  the  secret.  My  sleep  has 
never  looked  upon  it  since,  in  sixteen  years,  but  once.  I  was  in 
Italy,  and  awoke  (or  seemed  to  awake),  the  well-remembered  voice 
distinctly  in  my  ears,  conversing  with  it.  I  entreated  it,  as  it  rose 
above  my  bed  and  soared  up  to  the  vaulted  roof  of  the  old  room, 
to  answer  me  a  question  I  had  asked  touching  the  Future  Life, 
My  hands  were  still  outstretched  towards  it  as  it  vanished,  when  I 
heard  a  bell  ringing  by  the  garden  wall,  and  a  voice  in  the  deep 
stiUness  of  the  night  calling  on  all  good  Christians  to  pray  for  the 
souls  of  the  dead  ;  it  being  All  Souls'  Eve. 

To  return  to  the  Holly-Tree.  When  I  awoke  next  day,  it  was 
freezing  hard,  and  the  lowering  sky  threatened  more  snow.  My 
lu-eakfast  cleared  away,  I  drew  my  chair  into  its  former  place,  and, 
with  the  fire  getting  so  much  the  l)etter  of  the  landscape  that  I  sat 
in  twilight,  resumed  my  Inn  reaienibrances. 

That  was  a  good  Inn  down  in  Wiltshire  where  I  put  np  once, 
in  the  days  of  tlie  hard  Wiltshire  ale,  and  before  all  beer  was 
bitterness.  It  was  on  the  skirts  of  Salisbury  Plain,  and  the  mid- 
night wind  that  rattled  my  lattice  window  came  moaning  at  me 
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from  Stonehenge.  There  was  a  hanger-on  at  that  establishment 
(a  supematurally  preserved  Druid  I  beUeve  him  to  have  been,  and 
to  be  still),  with  long  white  hair,  and  a  flinty  blue  eye  always  look- 
ing afar  off;  who  claimed  to  have  been  a  shepherd,  and  who  seemed 
to  be  ever  watching  fur  the  reappearance,  on  the  verge  of  the  horizon, 
of  some  ghostly  flock  of  sheep  that  had  been  mutton  for  many  age». 
He  was  a  man  with  a  weird  belief  in  him  that  no  one  could  count 
the  stones  of  Stonehenge  twice,  and  make  the  same  number  of 
them ;  likewise,  that  any  one  who  counted  them  three  times  nine 
times,  and  then  stood  in  the  centre  and  said,  *  I  dare  !'  would  be- 
hold a  tremendous  apparition,  and  be  stricken  dead.  He  pretended 
to  have  seen  a  bustard  (I  suspect  him  to  have  been  familiar  with 
the  dodo),  in  manner  following :  He  was  out  upon  the  plain  at  the 
close  of  a  late  autumn  day,  when  he  dimly  discerned,  going  on  before 
him  at  a  curious  fitfully  bounding  pace,  what  he  at  first  supposed 
to  be  a  gig-umbrella  that  had  been  blown  from  some  conveyance, 
but  what  he  presently  believed  to  be  a  lean  dwarf  man  upon  a  little 
pony.  Having  followed  this  object  for  some  distance  without 
gaining  on  it,  and  having  called  to  it  many  times  without  receiv- 
ing any  answer,  he  pursued  it  for  miles  and  miles,  when,  at  length 
coming  up  with  it,  he  discovered  it  to  be  the  last  bustard  in  Great 
Britain,  degenerated  into  a  wingless  state,  and  running  along  the 
ground.  Resolved  to  capture  him  or  perish  in  the  attempt,  he 
closed  with  the  bustard ;  but  the  bustard,  who  had  formed  a 
counter-resolution  that  he  should  do  neither,  threw  him,  stunned 
him,  and  was  last  seen  making  off  due  west.  This  weird  man,  at 
that  stage  of  metempsychosis,  may  have  been  a  sleep-walker  or  an 
enthusiast  or  a  robber ;  but  1  awoke  one  night  to  find  him  in  the. 
dark  at  my  bedside,  repeating  the  Athanasian  Creed  in  a  terrific 
voice.  I  paid  my  bill  next  day,  and  retired  from  the  county  with 
all  possible  precipitation. 

That  was  not  a  commonplace  story  which  worked  itself  out  at 
a  little  Inn  in  Switzerland,  while  I  was  staying  there.  It  was  a 
very  homely  place,  in  a  village  of  one  narrow,  zigzag  street,  among 
mountains,  and  you  went  in  at  the  main  door  through  the  cow- 
house, and  among  the  mules  and  the  dogs  and  the  fowls,  before 
ascending  a  great  bare  staircase  to  the  rooms ;  which  were  all  of 
unpainted  wood,  without  plastering  or  papering, —  like  rough 
packing-cases.  Outside  there  was  nothing  but  the  straggling 
street,  a  little  toy  church  with  a  copper-coloured  steeple,  a  pine 
forest,  a  torrent,  mists,  and  mountain-sides.  A  young  man  be- 
longing to  this  Inn  had  disappeared  eight  weeks  before  (it  was 
winter-time"),  and  was  supposed  to  have  had  some  undiscovered 
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love  affair,  and  to  liave  gone  for  a  soldier.  lie  had  got  up  in  the 
night,  and  dropped  into  the  village  street  from  the  loft  in  vfhich 
he  slept  with  another  man;  and  he  had  done  it  so  quietly,  that 
his  companion  and  fellow-labourer  had  heard  no  movement  when 
he  was  awakened  in  the  morning,  and  they  said,  *  Lf)uis,  where  is 
Henri  V  They  looked  for  him  high  and  low,  in  vain,  and  gave 
him  up.  Now,  outside  this  Inn,  there  stood,  as  there  stood  out- 
side every  dwelhng  in  the  village,  a  stack  of  firewood  ;  but  the 
stack  belonging  to  the  Inn  was  higher  than  any  of  the  rest,  be- 
cause the  Inn  was  the  richest  house,  and  burnt  the  most  fuel.  It 
began  to  be  noticed,  while  they  were  looking  high  and  low,  that  a 
Bantam  cock,  part  of  the  live  stock  of  the  Inn,  put  himself  won- 
derl'iilly  out  of  his  way  to  get  to  the  top  of  this  wood-stack ;  and 
that  he  would  stay  there  for  hours  and  hours,  crowing,  until  he 
appeared  in  danger  of  splitting  himself.  Five  weeks  went  on, — 
six  weeks, — and  still  this  terrible  Bantam,  neglecting  his  domestic 
affairs,  was  always  on  the  top  of  the  wood-stack,  crowing  the  very 
eyes  out  of  his  liead.  By  this  time  it  was  perceived  that  Louis 
had  become  inspired  with  a  violent  animosity  towards  the  terrible 
Bantam,  and  one  morning  he  was  seen  by  a  woman,  who  sat  nurs- 
ing her  goitre  at  a  little  window  in  a  gleam  of  sun,  to  catch  up 
a  rough  billet  of  wood,  with  a  great  oath,  hurl  it  at  the  terrible 
Bantam  crowing  on  the  wood-stack,  and  bring  him  down  dead. 
Hereupon  the  woman,  with  a  sudden  light  in  her  mind,  stole  round 
to  the  back  of  the  wood- stack,  and,  being  a  good  climber,  as  all 
those  women  are,  climbed  up,  and  soon  was  seen  upon  the  summit, 
screaming,  looking  down  the  hollow  within,  and  crying,  '  hfeize 
Louis,  the  murderer !  King  the  church  bell !  Here  is  the  body  !' 
1  saw  the  murderer  that  day,  and  I  saw  him  as  I  sat  by  my  tire 
at  the  Hully-Ti'ee  Inn,  and  1  see  him  now,  lying  shackled  with 
cords  on  the  stable  litter,  among  the  mild  eyes  and  the  smoking 
breath  of  the  cows,  waiting  to  be  taken  away  by  the  police,  and 
stared  at  by  the  fearful  village.  A  heavy  aninuil, — the  dvdlest 
animal  in  the  stables, — wiih  a  stupid  head,  and  a  lumpish  face 
devoid  of  any  trace  of  sensibility,  who  had  been,  within  the  know- 
ledge of  the  murdered  youth,  an  embezzler  of  certain  small  moneys 
belonging  to  his  master,  and  who  had  taken  this  hopeful  mode  »tf 
putting  a  possible  accuser  out  of  his  way.  All  of  which  he  ci:!- 
fesscd  next  day,  like  a  sulky  wretch  who  couldn't  be  troubled  any 
more,  now  that  they  had  got  hold  of  him,  and  meant  to  make  an 
end  of  him.  I  saw  him  once  again,  on  the  day  of  my  departure 
from  the  Inn.  In  that  Canton  the  headsman  still  does  his  office 
with  a  sword ;  and  I  came  upon  this  murderer  sitiiug  bound  to  a 
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chair,  with  his  eyes  bandaged,  on  a  scaffold  in  a  little  market- 
place. In  that  instant,  a  great  sword  (loaded  with  qiiiclcsilver  in 
the  thick  part  of  the  blade),  swept  round  liini  like  a  gust  of  wind 
or  fire,  and  there  was  no  such  creature  in  the  world.  My  wonder 
was,  not  that  he  was  so  suddenly  dispatched,  but  that  any  head 
was  left  unreaped,  within  a  radius  of  fifty  yards  of  that  tremendous 
sickle. 

That  was  a  good  Inn,  too,  with  the  kind,  cheerful  landlady  and 
the  honest  landlord,  where  I  lived  in  the  shadow  of  Mont  Blanc, 
and  where  one  of  the  apartments  has  a  zoological  papering  on  the 
walls,  not  so  accurately  joined  but  that  the  elephant  occasionally 
rejoices  in  a  tiger's  hind  legs  and  tail,  while  the  lion  puts  on  ji 
trunk  and  tusks,  and  the  bear,  moulting  as  it  were,  appears  as  to 
portions  of  himself  like  a  leopard.  I  made  several  American 
friends  at  that  Inn,  who  all  called  Mont  Blanc  Mount  Blank, — 
except  one  good-humoured  gentleman,  of  a  very  sociable  nature, 
who  became  on  such  intimate  terms  with  it  that  he  spoke  of  it 
familiarly  as  '  Blank ;'  observing,  at  breakfast,  '  Blank  looks  pretty 
tall  this  morning;'  or  considerably  doubting  in  the  courtyard  in 
the  evening,  whether  there  warn't  some  go-ahead  naters  in  our 
country,  sir,  that  would  make  out  the  top  of  Blank  in  a  couple  of 
hours  from  first  start — now  ! 

Once  I  passed  a  fortnight  at  an  Inn  in  the  North  of  England, 
where  I  was  haunted  by  the  ghost  of  a  tremendous  pie.  It  was  a 
Yorkshire  pie,  like  a  fort, — an  abandoned  fort  with  nothing  in  it ; 
but  the  waiter  had  a  fixed  idea  that  it  was  a  point  of  ceremony  at 
every  meal  to  put  the  pie  on  the  table.  After  some  days  I  tried 
to  hint,  in  several  delicate  ways,  that  I  considered  the  pie  done 
.vith ;  as,  for  example,  by  emptying  fag-ends  of  glasses  of  wine 
into  it ;  putting  cheese-plates  and  spoons  into  it,  as  into  a  basket ; 
putting  wine-bottles  into  it,  as  into  a  cooler;  but  always  in  vain, 
the  pie  being  invariably  cleaned  out  again  and  brought  up  as  be- 
fore. At  last,  beginning  to  be  doubtful  whether  1  was  not  the 
victim  of  a  spectral  illusion,  and  whether  my  health  and  spirits 
might  not  sink  under  the  horrors  of  an  imaginary  pie,  I  cut  a 
triangle  out  of  it,  fully  as  large  as  the  musical  instrument  of  that 
name  in  a  powerful  orchestra.  Human  prevision  could  not  have 
foreseen  the  result — but  the  waiter  mended  the  pie.  With  some 
effectual  species  of  cement,  he  adroitly  fitted  the  triangle  in  again, 
and  I  paid  my  reckoning  and  fled. 

The  II(jlly-Tree  was  getting  rather  dismal,  I  made  an  over- 
land expedition  beyond  the  screen,  and  ])enetrated  as  far  as  the 
foui Lh  window.     Here  I  was  diiven  back  by  bUess  of  weather. 
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Arrived  at  my  winter- quarteis  once  more,  I  made  up  the  fire,  and 
took  another  Inn. 

It  was  in  the  remotest  part  of  Cornwall.  A  great  annual 
Miners'  Feast  was  being  bolden  at  tlie  Inn,  when  1  and  my  tra- 
velling companions  presented  ourselves  at  night  among  the  wild 
crowd  that  were  dancing  before  it  by  torchlight.  We  had  had  a 
break-down  in  the  dark,  on  a  stony  morass  some  miles  away;  and  I 
had  the  honour  of  leading  one  of  the  unharnessed  post-horses.  If 
any  lady  or  gentleman,  on  perusal  of  the  present  lines,  will  take 
any  very  tall  post-horse  with  his  traces  hanging  about  his  legs,  and 
will  conduct  him  by  the  bearing-rein  into  the  heart  of  a  country 
dance  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  couples,  that  lady  or  gentleman  will 
then,  and  only  then,  form  an  adequate  idea  of  the  extent  to  which 
that  post-horse  will  tread  on  his  conductor's  toes.  Over  and  above 
wliich,  the  post-horse,  finding  three  hundred  people  whirling  about 
him,  will  probably  rear,  and  also  lash  out  with  his  hind  legs,  in  a 
manner  incompatible  with  dignity  or  self  respect  on  his  conductor's 
part.  With  such  little  drawbacks  on  my  usually  impressive  as- 
pect, I  appeared  at  this  Cornish  Inn,  to  the  unutterable  wonder  of 
the  Cornish  Miners.  It  was  full,  and  twenty  times  full,  and  no- 
body could  be  received  but  the  post-horse, — though  to  get  rid  of 
that  noble  animal  was  something.  While  my  fellow-travellers  and 
I  were  discussing  how  to  pass  the  night  and  so  much  of  the  next 
day  as  nnist  intervene  before  the  jovial  blacksmith  and  the  jovial 
wheelwright  would  be  in  a  condition  to  go  out  on  the  morass  and 
mend  the  coach,  an  honest  man  stepped  forth  from  the  crowd  and 
proposed  his  unlet  floor  of  two  rooms,  with  supper  of  eggs  and 
bacon,  ale  and  punch.  We  joyfully  accompanied  him  home  to  the 
strangest  of  clean  houses,  where  we  were  well  entertained  to  the 
satisfaction  of  all  parties.  But  the  novel  feature  of  the  entertain- 
ment was,  that  our  host  was  a  chair-maker,  and  that  the  chairs 
assigned  to  us  were  mere  frames,  altogether  without  bottoms  of 
any  sort ;  so  that  we  passed  the  evening  on  perches.  Nor  was 
this  the  absurdest  consequence ;  for  when  we  iinhent  at  supper, 
and  any  one  of  us  gave  way  to  laughter,  he  forgot  the  peculiarity 
of  his  position,  and  instantly  disappeared.  I  myself,  doubled  up 
into  an  attitude  from  which  self-extrication  was  impossible,  was 
taken  out  of  my  frame,  like  a  clown  in  a  comic  pantomime  who 
has  tumbled  into  a  tub,  five  times  by  the  taper's  light  during  the 
eggs  and  bacon. 

The  IIolly-Trec  was  fast  reviving  witliin  me  a  sense  of  loneli- 
ness. I  began  to  feel  conscioiis  that  my  subject  would  never  carry 
en  until  I  was  dug  out.     I  might  be  a  week  here, — weeks  I 
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There  was  a  story  •with  a  singular  idea  in  it,  connected  with 
an  Inn  I  once  passed  a  night  at  in  a  picturesque  old  town  on  tba 
Welsh  border.  In  a  large  double-bedded  room  of  this  Inn  there 
had  been  a  suicide  committed  by  poison,  in  one  bed,  while  a  tired 
traveller  slept  unconscious  in  the  other.  After  that  time,  the  sui- 
cide bed  was  never  used,  but  the  other  constantly  was  ;  the  disused 
bedstead  remaining  in  the  room  empty,  though  as  to  all  other  re- 
spects in  its  old  state.  The  story  ran,  that  whosoever  slept  in  tliis 
room,  though  never  so  entire  a  stranger,  from  never  so  far  off, 
was  invariably  observed  to  come  down  in  the  morning  with  an 
impression  that  he  smelt  Laudanum,  and  that  his  mind  always 
turned  upon  the  subject  of  suicide;  to  which,  whatever  kind  of 
man  he  might  be,  he  was  certain  to  make  some  reference  if  he 
conversed  with  any  one.  This  went  on  for  years,  until  it  at  lengtli 
induced  the  landlord  to  take  the  disused  bedstead  down,  and 
bodily  burn  it, — bed,  hangings,  and  all.  The  strange  influence 
(this  was  the  story)  now  changed  to  a  fainter  one,  but  never 
changed  afterwards.  The  occupant  of  that  room,  with  occasional 
but  very  rare  exceptions,  would  come  down  in  the  morning,  trying 
to  recall  a  forgotten  dream  he  had  had  in  the  night.  The  land- 
lord, on  his  mentioning  his  perplexity,  would  suggest  various  com- 
monplace subjects,  not  one  of  which,  as  he  very  well  knew,  was 
the  true  subject.  But  the  moment  the  landlord  suggested  '  Poi- 
son,' the  traveller  started,  and  cried,  '  Yes  !'  He  never  failed  to 
accept  that  suggestion,  and  he  never  recalled  any  more  of  the 
dream. 

This  reminiscence  brought  the  "Welsh  Inns  in  general  before 
me ;  with  the  women  in  their  round  hats,  and  the  harpers  with 
their  white  beards  (venerable,  but  humbugs,  I  am  afraid),  playing 
outside  the  door  while  I  took  my  dinner.  The  transition  was  na- 
tural to  the  Highland  Inns,  with  the  oatmeal  bannocks,  the  honey, 
the  venison  steaks,  the  trout  from  the  loch,  the  whisky,  and  per- 
haps (having  the  materials  so  temptingly  at  hand)  the  Athol 
brose.  Once  was  I  coming  south  from  the  Scottish  Highlands  in 
hot  haste,  hoping  to  change  quickly  at  the  station  at  the  bottom 
of  a  certain  wild  historical  glen,  when  these  eyes  did  with  mortifi- 
cation see  the  landlord  come  out  with  a  telescope  and  sweep  the 
whole  prospect  for  the  horses ;  which  horses  were  away  picking 
up  their  own  living,  and  did  not  heave  in  sight  imder  four  hours. 
Having  thought  of  the  loch-trout,  I  was  taken  by  quick  associa- 
tion to  the  Anglers'  Inns  of  England  (I  have  assisted  at  innumer- 
able feats  of  angling  by  lying  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  whole 
bummer  days,  doing  nothing  with  the  greatest  perseverance;  which 


44:  THE  HOLLY-TREE. 

I  have  generally  found  to  be  as  effectual  towards  the  laking  of 
fish  as  the  finest  tackle  and  the  utmost  science),  and  to  the  plea- 
sant white,  clean,  flower-pot-decorated  bedrooms  of  those  inns, 
overlooking  the  river,  and  the  ferry,  and  the  green  ait,  and  the 
church-spire,  and  the  country  bridge ;  and  to  the  peerless  Emma 
with  the  bright  eyes  and  the  pretty  smile,  who  waited,  bless  her ! 
with  a  natural  grace  that  would  have  converted  Blue-Beard.  Cast- 
ing my  eyes  upon  my  Holly-Tree  fire,  I  next  discerned  among  the 
glowing  coals  the  pictures  of  a  score  or  more  of  those  wonderful 
English  posting-inns  which  we  are  all  so  sorry  to  have  lost,  which 
were  so  large  and  so  comfortable,  and  which  were  such  monu- 
ments of  British  submission  to  rapacity  and  extortion.  He  who 
would  see  these  houses  pining  away,  let  him  walk  from  Basing- 
stoke, or  even  Windsor,  to  London,  by  way  of  Hounslow,  and 
moralise  on  their  perishing  remains ;  the  stables  crumbling  to 
dust;  unsettled  labourers  and  wanderers  bivouacking  in  the  out- 
houses ;  grass  growing  in  the  yards ;  the  rooms,  where  erst  so 
many  hundred  beds  of  down  were  made  up,  let  off  to  Irish  lodgers 
at  eighteenpence  a  week;  a  little  ill-looking  beer-shop  shrinking 
in  the  tap  of  former  days,  burning  coach-house  gates  for  firewood, 
having  one  of  its  two  windows  bunged  up,  as  if  it  had  received 
punishment  in  a  fight  with  the  Eaih-oad ;  a  low,  bandy-legged, 
brick-making  bulldog  standing  in  the  doorway.  What  could  I  next 
see  in  my  fire  so  naturally  as  the  new  railway-house  of  these  times 
near  the  dismal  country  station;  with  nothing  particular  on  draught 
but  cold  air  and  damp,  nothing  worth  mentioning  in  the  larder  lint 
new  mortar,  and  no  business  doing  beyond  a  conceited  affectation 
of  luggage  in  the  hall?  Then  I  came  to  the  Inns  of  Paris,  with 
the  pretty  apartment  of  four  pieces  up  one  hundred  and  seventy- 
five  waxed  .stairs,  the  privilege  of  ringing  the  bell  all  day  long 
without  influcuoing  anybody's  mind  or  body  but  your  own,  and 
the  not-too-mucli-for-dinner,  considering  the  price.  Next  to  the 
provincial  Inns  of  France,  with  the  great  church-tower  rising  above 
the  courtyard,  the  horse-bells  jingling  merrily  up  and  down  the 
street  beyond,  and  the  clocks  of  all  descriptions  in  all  the  rooms, 
which  are  never  right,  unless  taken  at  the  precise  minute  when,  by 
getting  exactly  twelve  hours  too  fast  or  too  slow,  they  uninten- 
tionally become  so.  Away  I  went,  next,  to  the  lesser  roadside 
Inns  of  Italy ;  where  all  the  dirty  clothes  in  the  house  (not  ia 
wear)  are  always  lying  in  your  anteroom ;  where  the  mosquitoes 
make  a  raisin  pudiiing  of  your  face  in  sunnner,  and  the  cold  bites 
it  blue  in  winter;  where  you  get  what  yon  can,  and  forget  what 
you  C4in't ;  where  1  should  again  like  to  be  boiling  my  tea  in  a 
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pocket-handkerchief  dnmpling,  for  want  of  a  teapot.  So  to  tlie 
old  palace  Inns  and  old  monastery  Inns,  in  towns  and  cities  of  tlie 
same  bright  country  ;  with  their  massive  quadrangular  staircases, 
whence  you  may  look  from  among  clustering  pillai-s  high  into  the 
blue  vault  of  heaven ;  with  their  stately  banqueting-rooms,  and 
vast  refectories ;  with  their  labyrinths  of  ghostly  bedchambers,  and 
their  glimpses  into  gorgeous  streets  that  have  no  a})pearance  of 
reality  or  possibility.  So  to  the  close  little  Inns  of  the  Malaria  dis- 
tricts, with  their  pale  attendants,  and  their  peculiar  smell  of  never 
letting  in  the  air.  So  to  the  immense  fantastic  Inns  of  Venice, 
with  the  cry  of  the  gondolier  below,  as  he  skims  the  comer;  the 
grip  of  the  watery  odours  on  one  particular  little  bit  of  the  bridge 
of  your  nose  (which  is  never  released  while  you  stay  th(;re)  ;  and 
the  great  bell  of  St.  Mark's  Cathedral  tolling  midnight  Next  I 
put  up  for  a  minute  at  the  restless  Inns  upon  the  Eh  me,  where 
your  going  to  bed,  no  matter  at  what  hour,  appears  to  be  the 
tocsin  for  everybody  else's  getting  up ;  and  where,  in  the  tabkv 
d'hote  room  at  the  end  of  the  long  table  (with  several  Towers  of 
Babel  on  it  at  the  other  end,  all  made  of  white  plates),  one  knot 
of  stoutish  men,  entirely  dressed  in  jewels  and  dirt,  an  i  having 
nothing  else  upon  them,  toill  remain  all  night,  clinking  gUsses,  and 
singing  about  the  river  that  flows,  and  the  grape  that  gi  jws,  and 
llhiue  wine  that  beguiles,  and  Rhine  woman  that  smilos  and  hi 
drink  drink  my  friend  and  ho  drink  drink  my  brother,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it.  I  departed  thence,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  other  Ger- 
man Inns,  "where  all  the  eatables  are  soddened  down  to  the  same 
flavour,  and  where  the  mind  is  disturbed  by  the  apparitii-n  of  hot 
puddings,  and  boiled  cherries,  sweet  and  slab,  at  awfully  unex- 
jjected  periods  of  the  repast.  After  a  draught  of  sparkling  beer 
from  a  foaming  glass  jug,  and  a  glance  of  recognition  thniugh  the 
windows  of  the  student  beer-houses  at  Heidelberg  and  elsewhere, 
I  put  out  to  sea  for  the  Inns  of  America,  with  their  four  hundred 
beds  apiece,  and  their  eight  or  nine  hundred  ladies  and  gentlemen 
at  dinner  every  day.  Again  I  stood  in  the  bar-rooms  thereof, 
taking  my  evening  cobbler,  julep,  sling,  or  cocktail.  Again  I 
listened  to  my  friend  the  General, — whom  I  had  known  for  five 
minutes,  in  the  course  of  which  period  he  had  made  me  intimate 
for  life  with  two  Majors,  who  again  had  made  me  intimate  for  lite 
with  three  Colonels,  wdio  again  had  made  me  brother  to  twenty- 
two  civilians, — again,  I  say,  I  listened  to  my  friend  the  General, 
leisurely  expounding  the  resources  of  the  establishment,  as  to 
gentlemen's  morning-room,  sir;  ladies' morning- room,  sir;  gen'le- 
luea'ti  evening-room,  sir;   ladies'  evening-room,  sir;   ladies'  cad 
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gentlemen's  evening  renniting-room,  sir;  music-room,  sir;  read- 
ing-room, sir ;  over  four  hundred  sleeping-rooms,  sir ;  and  the 
entire  planned  and  finited  within  twelve  calendar  months  from  the 
first  clearing  oflf  of  the  old  encumbrances  on  the  plot,  at  a  cost  of 
five  hundred  thousand  dollar.-^,  sir.  Again  I  found,  as  to  my  indi- 
vidual way  of  thinking,  that  the  greater,  the  more  gorgeous,  and 
the  more  doUarous  the  establishment  was,  the  less  desirable  it  was. 
Nevertheless,  again  I  drank  my  cobbler,  julep,  sling,  or  cocktpil 
in  all  good-will,  to  my  friend  the  General,  and  my  friends  the 
IJajors,  Colonels,  and  civilians  all;  full  well  knowing  that,  what- 
ever little  motes  my  beamy  eyes  may  have  descried  in  theirs,  they 
belong  to  a  kind,  generous,  large-hearted,  and  great  people. 

I  bad  been  going  on  lately  at  a  quick  pace  to  keep  my  solitude 
out  of  my  mind ;  but  here  I  broke  down  for  good,  and  gave  up 
the  subject.  What  was  I  to  do?  What  was  to  become  of  me? 
Into  what  extremity  was  I  submissively  to  sink  ?  Supposing  that, 
like  Baron  Trenck,  I  looked  out  for  a  mouse  or  spider,  and  found 
one,  and  beguiled  my  imprisonment  by  training  it?  Even  that 
might  be  dangerous  with  a  view  to  the  future.  I  might  be  so  far 
gone  when  the  road  did  come  to  be  cut  through  the  snow,  that,  on 
my  way  forth,  I  might  burst  into  tears,  and  beseech,  like  the  pri- 
soner who  was  released  in  his  old  age  from  the  Bastille,  to  be 
taken  back  again  to  the  five  windows,  the  ten  curtains,  and  the 
sinuous  drapery. 

A  desperate  idea  came  into  my  head.  Under  any  other  cir- 
cumstances I  should  have  rejected  it ;  but,  in  the  strait  at  which 
I  was,  I  held  it  fast.  Could  I  so  far  overcome  the  inherent  bash- 
fulness  which  withheld  me  from  the  landlord's  table  and  the 
company  I  might  find  there,  as  to  call  up  the  Boots,  and  ask  him 
to  take  a  chair, — and  something  in  a  liquid  form, —  and  talk  to 
me  ?     I  could.     I  would,     I  did. 


SECOND  BRANCH. 

THE  BOOTS. 

WuERE  had  he  been  in  his  time?  he  repeated,  when  I  asked 
him  the  question.  Lord,  he  had  been  everywhere  !  And  what  had 
he  been?  Bless  you,  he  had  been  everything  you  could  mcutiun 
a'most ! 
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Seen  a  good  deal  ?  Why,  of  course  he  had.  I  should  say  so, 
he  could  assure  me,  if  I  only  knew  about  a  twentieth  part  of  what 
had  come  in  his  way.  Why,  it  would  be  easier  for  him,  he  ex- 
pected, to  tell  what  he  hadn't  seen  than  what  he  had.  Ah  !  A 
deal,  it  would. 

What  was  the  curiousest  thing  he  had  seen]  Well!  He  didn't 
know.  He  couldn't  momently  name  what  was  the  curiousest  thing 
he  had  seen, — unless  it  was  a  Unicorn, — and  he  see  him  once  at  a 
Fair.  But  supposing  a  young  gentleman  not  eight  year  old  was 
to  run  away  with  a  fine  young  woman  of  seven,  might  I  think  that 
a  queer  start  ?  Certainly.  Then  that  was  a  start  as  he  himself 
had  had  his  blessed  eyes  on,  and  he  hail  cleaned  the  shoes  they 
ran  away  in — and  they  was  so  little  that  he  couldn't  get  his  hand 
into  'em. 

Master  Harry  Walmer's  father,  you  see,  he  lived  at  the  Elmses, 
down  away  by  Shooter's  Hill  there,  six  or  seven  miles  from  Lun- 
non.  He  was  a  gentleman  of  spirit,  and  good-looking,  and  held 
his  head  up  when  he  walked,  and  had  what  you  may  call  Fire 
about  him.  He  wrote  poetry,  and  he  rode,  and  he  ran,  and  he 
cricketed,  and  he  danced,  and  he  acted,  and  he  done  it  all  equally 
beautiful.  He  was  uncommon  proud  of  Master  Harry  as  was  his 
only  child;  but  he  didn't  spoil  liim  neither.  He  was  a  gentleman 
that  had  a  will  of  his  own  and  a  eye  of  his  own,  and  that  would 
be  minded.  Consequently,  thongh  he  made  quite  a  companion  of 
the  fine  bright  boy,  and  was  delighted  tu  see  him  so  fond  of  read- 
ing his  fairy  books,  and  was  never  tired  of  hearing  him  say  my 
name  is  Norval,  or  hearing  him  sing  his  songs  about  Young  May 
Moons  is  beaming  love,  and  When  he  as  adores  thee  has  left  but 
the  name,  and  that ;  still  he  kept  the  command  over  the  child,  and 
the  child  ivas  a  child,  and  it's  to  be  wished  more  of  'em  was  I 

How  did  Boots  happen  to  know  all  this  1  Why,  through  being 
under-gardener.  Of  course  he  couldn't  be  under-gardener,  and  be 
always  about,  in  the  summer-time,  near  the  windows  on  the  lawn, 
a  mowing,  and  sweeping,  and  weeding,  and  pruning,  and  this  and 
that,  without  getting  acquainted  with  the  ways  of  the  family.  Even 
supposing  Master  Harry  hadn't  come  to  him  one  morning  early, 
and  said,  '  Cobbs,  how  should  you  spell  Norah,  if  you  was  asked  V 
and  then  began  cutting  it  in  print  all  over  the  fence. 

He  couldn't  say  he  had  taken  particalar  notice  of  children 
before  that ;  but  really  it  was  pretty  to  see  them  two  mites  a  going 
a)x)ut  the  place  together,  deep  in  love.  And  the  courage  of  the 
boy  !  Bless  your  soul,  he'd  have  throwed  off  his  little  hat,  and 
tucked  up  his  little  sleeves,  and  gone  in  at  a  Lion,  he  wuuld,  if 
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they  liad  happened  to  meet  one,  and  she  had  been  friglitened  of 
him.  One  day  he  stops,  along  with  her,  where  Boots  was  hoeing 
weeds  in  the  gravel,  and  says,  speaking  up,  '  Cobbs,'  he  says,  '  1 
like  you.''  'Do  you,  sir?  I'm  proud  to  hear  it.'  '  Yes,  I  do,  Cobbs. 
Why  do  I  like  you,  do  you  think,  Cobbs  ]'  '  Don't  know.  Master 
Harry,  I  am  sure.'  '  Because  Norah  likes  you,  Cobbs.'  '  Indeed, 
sir  ?  That's  very  gratifying.'  '  Gratifying,  Cobbs  1  It's  better  than 
millions  of  the  brightest  diamonds  to  be  liked  by  Norah.'  '  Cer- 
tainly, sir.'  'You're  going  away,  ain't  yon,  Cobbs?'  *  Y'es,  sir.' 
'  Would  you  like  aiaother  situation,  Cobbs?'  '  Well,  sir,  I  shouldn't 
object,  if  it  was  a  good  'un.'  '  Then,  Cobbs,'  says  he, '  you  shall  be 
our  Head  Gardener  when  we  are  married.'  And  he  tucks  her,  in 
her  little  sky-blue  mantle,  under  his  arm,  and  walks  away. 

Boots  could  assure  me  that  it  was  better  than  a  picter,  and 
equal  to  a  play,  to  see  them  babies,  with  their  long,  bright,  curl- 
ing hair,  their  sparkling  eyes,  and  their  beautiful  light  ti'ead,  a 
rambling  about  the  garden,  deep  in  love.  Boots  was  of  opinion 
tliat  the  birds  believed  they  was  birds,  and  kept  up  with  'em,  sing- 
ing to  please  'em.  Sometimes  they  would  creep  under  the  Tulip- 
tree,  and  would  sit  there  with  their  arms  round  one  another's 
necks,  and  their  soft  cheeks  touching,  a  reading  about  the  Prince 
and  the  Dragon,  and  the  good  and  bad  enchanters,  and  the  king's 
fair  daughter.  Sometimes  he  would  hear  them  planning  about 
having  a  house  in  a  forest,  keeping  bees  and  a  cow,  and  living 
entirely  on  milk  and  honey.  Once  he  came  upon  them  by  the 
pond,  and  heard  jMaster  Harry  say,  '  Adorable  Norah,  kiss  me, 
and  say  you  love  me  to  distraction,  or  I'll  jump  in  head-foremost.' 
And  Boots  made  no  question  he  would  have  done  it  if  she  hadn't 
compHcd.  On  the  whole.  Boots  said  it  had  a  tendency  to  make 
him  feel  as  if  he  was  in  love  himself— only  he  didn't  exactly  know 
who  with. 

*  Cobbs,'  said  Master  Harry,  one  evening,  when  Cobbs  was 
watering  the  flowers,  '  I  am  going  on  a  visit,  this  present  Mid- 
summer, to  my  grandmamuia's  at  York.' 

'  Are  you  indeed,  sir]    I  hope  you'll  have  a  pleasant  time.     I 
am  going  into  Yorkshire,  myself,  when  I  leave  here.' 
'  Are  you  going  to  your  grandmamma's,  Cobbs  V 

*  No,  sir.     I  haven't  got  such  a  thing.' 
'  Not  as  a  grandmamma,  Cobbs  V 

*  No,  sir.' 

The  boy  looked  on  at  the  watering  of  the  flowers  for  a  little 
while,  and  then  said,  *  I  shall  be  very  glad  indeed  to  go,  Cobbs, — 
Norah's  uoiup:.' 
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*  You'll  be  all  right  then,  sir,'  says  Cobbs,  *  with  your  beautiful 
sweetheart  by  your  side.' 

'  Cobbs,'  returned  the  boy,  flushing, '  I  never  let  anybody  joke 
about  it,  when  I  can  prevent  them.' 

*  It  wasn't  a  joke,  sir,'  says  Cobbs,  with  humility, — '  wasn't  so 
meant.' 

'  I  am  glad  of  that,  Cobbs,  because  I  like  you,  you  know,  and 
you're  going  to  live  with  us. — Cobbs  !' 

*  Sir.' 

*  "What  do  you  think  my  grandmamma  gives  me  when  I  go 
down  there  f 

*  I  couldn't  so  much  as  make  a  guess,  sir.' 

'  A  Bank  of  England  five-pound  note,  Cobbs.' 
'  Whew  !'  says  Cobbs,  '  that's  a  spanking  sum  of  money,  Mas- 
ter Harry.' 

*  A  person  could  do  a  good  deal  with  such  a  sum  of  money  as 
that, — couldn't  a  person,  Cobbs?' 

'  I  believe  you,  sir  !' 

*  Cobbs,'  said  the  boy,  *  I'll  tell  you  a  secret.  At  Norah's 
house,  they  have  been  joking  her  about  me,  and  pretending  ti> 
laugh  at  our  being  engaged, — pretending  to  make  game  of  it, 
Cobbs !' 

'  Such,  sir,'  says  Cobbs,  '  is  the  depravity  of  human  natur.' 

The  boy,  looking  exactly  like  his  father,  stood  for  a  few  minutes 
with  his  glowing  face  towards  the  sunset,  and  then  departed  with, 
'  Good-night,  Cobbs.     I'm  going  in.' 

If  I  was  to  ask  Boots  how  it  happened  that  he  was  a  going  to 
leave  that  place  just  at  that  present  time,  well,  he  couldn't  rightly 
answer  me.  He  did  suppose  he  might  have  stayed  there  till  now 
if  he  had  been  anyways  inclined.  But,  you  see,  he  was  younger 
then,  and  he  wanted  change.  That's  what  he  wanted, — change. 
Mr.  Walraers,  he  said  to  him  when  he  gave  him  notice  of  his 
intentions  to  leave,  '  Cobbs,'  he  says,  '  have  you  anythink  to  com- 
plain of?  I  make  the  inquiry  because  if  1  find  that  any  of  my 
people  really  has  anythink  to  complain  of,  I  wish  to  make  it  right 
if  I  can.'  '  No,  sir,'  says  Cobbs  ;  '  thanking  you,  sir,  I  find  my- 
self as  well  sitiwated  here  as  I  could  hope  to  be  anywheres.  The 
truth  is,  sir,  that  I'm  a  going  to  seek  my  fortun.'  '  O,  indeed, 
Cobbs !'  he  says  ;  *  I  hope  you  may  find  it.'  And  Boots  could 
assure  me — which  he  did,  touching  his  hair  with  his  bootjack,  as 
a  salute  in  the  way  of  his  present  calling — that  he  hadn't  found 
it  yet. 

Well,  sir  !     Boots  left  the  Elmses  ?ihen  his  time  was  up, 
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and  Master  Harry,  he  went  down  to  the  old  lady's  at  York,  which 
old  lady  would  have  given  that  child  the  teeth  out  of  her  head  (if 
she  had  had  any),  she  was  so  wrapped  up  in  him.  What  does 
that  Infant  do, — for  Infant  you  may  call  him  and  be  within  the 
mark, — but  cut  away  from  that  old  lady's  with  his  Norah,  on  a 
expedition  to  go  to  Gretna  Green  and  be  married  ! 

Sir,  Boots  was  at  this  identical  Holly-Tree  Inn  (having  left  it 
several  times  since  to  better  himself,  but  always  come  back  through 
one  thing  or  another),  when,  one  summer  afternoon,  the  coach 
drives  up,  and  out  of  the  coach  gets  them  two  children.  The 
Guard  says  to  our  Governor,  '  I  don't  quite  make  out  these  little 
passengers,  but  the  young  gentleman's  words  was,  that  they  was 
to  be  brought  here.'  The  young  gentleman  gets  out ;  hands  his 
lady  out;  gives  the  Guard  something  for  himself;  says  to  our 
Governor,  '  We're  to  stop  here  to-night,  please.  Sitting-room 
and  two  bedrooms  will  be  required.  Chops  and  cherry-pudding 
for  two !'  and  tucks  her,  in  her  little  sky-blue  mantle,  under  his 
arm,  and  walks  into  the  house  much  bolder  than  Brass. 

Boots  leaves  me  to  judge  what  the  amazement  of  that  esta- 
blishment was,  when  these  two  tiny  creatures  all  alone  by  them- 
selves was  marched  into  the  Angel, — much  more  so,  when  he, 
who  had  seen  them  without  their  seeing  him,  give  the  Governor 
his  views  of  the  expedition  they  was  upon.  '  Cobbs,'  says  the 
(iovernor,  '  if  this  is  so,  I  must  set  off  myself  to  York,  and  quiet 
their  friends'  minds.  In  which  case  you  must  keep  your  eye  upon 
'em,  and  humour  'em,  till  I  come  back.  But  before  I  take  these 
measures,  Cobbs,  I  should  wish  you  to  find  from  themselves  whe- 
ther your  opinions  is  correct.'  '  Sir,  to  you,'  says  Cobbs,  '  that 
shall  be  done  directly.' 

So  Boots  goes  up-stairs  to  the  Angel,  and  there  he  finds  Master 
Harry,  on  a  e-normous  sofa, — immense  at  any  time,  but  looking 
like  the  Great  Bed  of  Ware,  compared  with  him, —  a  drying  the 
eyes  of  Miss  Norah  with  his  pocket-hankeehcr.  Their  little  legs 
was  entirely  olf  the  ground,  of  course,  and  it  really  is  not  possible 
for  Boots  to  express  to  me  how  small  them  children  looked. 

'  It's  Cobbs  !  It's  Cobbs  !'  cries  Master  Harry,  and  comes 
running  to  him,  and  catching  hold  of  his  hand.  Miss  Norah  comes 
running  to  him  ou  t'other  side  and  catching  hold  of  his  t'other 
hand,  and  they  both  jump  for  joy. 

*  I  see  you  a  getting  out,  sir,'  says  Cobbs.  'I  thought  it  was 
yoii.  I  thought  I  couldn't  be  mistaken  in  your  height  and  figure. 
What's  the  object  of  your  journey,  sir? — Matrimonial.' 

'  We  are  going  to  be  married,  Cobbs,  at  Gretna  Greeu,'  re- 
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turned  the  boy.  *  We  have  run  away  on  purpose.  Norah  lias 
been  in  rather  low  spirits,  Cobbs ;  but  she'll  be  happy,  now  we 
have  found  you  to  be  our  friend.' 

'  Thank  you,  sir,  and  thank  you,  miss,'  says  Cobbs,  '  for  your 
good  opinion.     Did  you  bring  any  luggage  with  you,  sir  ?' 

If  I  will  believe  Boots  when  he  gives  me  his  word  and  honour 
upon  it.  the  lady  had  got  a  parasol,  a  smelling-bottle,  a  round  and 
a  half  of  cold  buttered  toast,  eight  peppermint  drops,  and  a  hair- 
brush,— seemingly  a  doU's.  The  gentleman  had  got  about  half  a 
dozen  yards  of  string,  a  knife,  three  or  four  sheets  of  writing- 
paper  folded  up  surprising  small,  a  orange,  and  a  Chaney  mug 
with  his  name  upon  it. 

'  What  may  be  the  exact  natur  of  your  plans,  sir?'  says  Cobbs. 

'To  go  on,'  replied  the  boy, — which  the  courage  of  that  boy 
was  something  wonderful ! — 'in  the  morning,  and  be  married  to- 
morrow.' 

'  Just  so,  sir,'  says  Cobbs.  '  Would  it  meet  your  views,  sir, 
if  I  was  to  accompany  you  T 

When  Cobbs  said  this,  they  both  jumped  for  joy  again,  and 
cried  out,  *  0  yes,  yes,  Cobbs  !     Yes  !' 

'  Well,  sir,'  says  Cobbs.  '  If  you  will  excuse  my  having  the 
freedom  to  give  an  opinion,  what  I  should  recommend  would  be 
this.  I'm  acquainted  with  a  pony,  sir,  which,  put  in  a  pheayton 
that  I  could  borrow,  would  take  you  and  Mrs.  Harry  Walmers, 
Junior,  (myself  driving,  if  you  approved,)  to  the  end  of  your 
journey  in  a  very  short  space  of  time.  I  am  not  altogether  sure, 
(«ir,  that  this  pony  will  be  at  liberty  to-morrow,  but  even  if  you 
had  to  wait  over  to-morrow  for  him,  it  might  be  worth  your  while. 
As  to  the  small  account  here,  sir,  in  case  you  was  to  find  yourself 
running  at  all  short,  that  don't  signify ;  because  I'm  a  part  pro- 
prietor of  this  inn,  and  it  could  stand  over.' 

Boots  assures  me  that  when  they  clapped  their  hands,  and 
jumped  for  joy  again,  and  called  him  '  Good  Cobbs  !'  and  '  Dear 
Cobbs  !'  and  bent  across  him  to  kiss  one  another  in  the  .delight 
of  their  confiding  hearts,  he  felt  himself  the  meanest  rascal  for 
deceiving  'em  that  ever  was  born. 

'Is  there  anything  you  want  just  at  present,  sir?'  says  Cobbs, 
mortally  ashamed  of  himself. 

'  We  should  like  some  cakes  after  dinner,'  answered  Master 
Harry,  folding  his  arms,  putting  out  one  leg,  and  looking  straight 
at  him,  '  and  two  apples, — and  jam.  With  dinner  we  should  like 
to  have  toast- and --water.  But  Korah  has  always  been  accustomed 
to  half  a  glass  of  current  wine  at  dessert.     And  so  have  I.' 
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'  It  shall  be  ordered  at  the  bar,  sir,'  says  Cobbs ;  and  away  he 
went. 

Boots  has  the  feeling  as  fresh  upon  him  at  this  minnte  of 
speaking  as  he  had  then,  that  he  would  far  rather  have  had  it  out 
in  half  a  dozen  rounds  with  the  Governor  than  have  combined 
with  him ;  and  that  he  wished  with  all  his  heart  there  was  any 
impossible  place  where  those  two  babies  could  make  an  impossible 
marriage,  and  live  impossibly  happy  ever  afterwards.  However, 
as  it  couldn't  be,  he  went  into  the  Governor's  plans,  and  the  Gover- 
nor set  off  for  York  in  half  an  hour. 

The  way  in  which  the  women  of  that  house — without  excep- 
tion— every  one  of  'em — married  and  single — took  to  that  boy 
when  they  heard  the  story,  Boots  considers  surprising.  It  was  as 
much  as  he  could  do  to  keep  'em  from  dashing  into  the  room  and 
kissing  him.  They  climbed  up  all  sorts  of  places,  at  the  risk  of 
their  lives,  to  look  at  him  through  a  pane  of  glass.  They  was 
seven  deep  at  the  keyhole.  They  was  out  of  their  minds  about 
him  and  his  bold  spirit. 

In  the  evening,  Boots  went  into  the  room  to  see  how  the  run- 
away couple  was  getting  on.  The  gentleman  was  on  the  window- 
seat,  supporting  the  lady  in  his  arms.  She  had  tears  upon  her 
face,  and  was  lying,  very  tired  and  half  asleep,  with  her  head  upon 
his  shoulder. 

'  ]\[rs.  Harry  Walmers,  Junior,  fatigued,  sir?'  says  Cobbs. 

'  Yes,  she  is  tired,  Cobbs ;  but  she  is  not  used  to  be  away 
from  home,  and  she  has  been  in  low  spirits  again,  Cobbs,  do  you 
think  you  could  bring  a  biffin,  please?' 

'  I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,'  says  Cobbs.     '  What  was  it  you — V 

'  I  think  a  Norfolk  biffin  would  rouse  her,  Cobbs.  She  is  very 
iond  of  them.' 

Boots  withdrew  in  search  of  the  required  restorative,  and, 
when  he  brought  it  in,  the  gentleman  handed  it  to  the  lady,  and 
fed  her  with  a  spoon,  and  took  a  little  himself;  the  lady  being 
heavy  with  sleep,  and  rather  cross.  '  What  should  you  think, 
sir,'  says  Cobbs,  '  of  a  chamber  candlestick  ?'  The  gentleman 
aj^proved;  the  chambermaid  went  first,  up  the  great  staircase; 
tlie  lady,  in  her  sky-blue  mantle,  followed,  gallantly  escorted  by 
the  gentleman ;  the  gentleman  embraced  her  at  her  door,  and  re- 
tired to  his  own  apartment,  where  Boots  soflly  locked  him  up. 

Boots  couldn't  but  feel  with  increased  acuteness  what  a  base 
deceiver  he  was,  when  they  consulted  him  at  breakfast  (they  had 
ordered  sweet  milk-and-water,  and  toast  and  currant  jelly,  over- 
night) about  the  puny.     It  really  was  as  much  as  he  could  do,  he 
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don't  mind  confessing  to  me,  to  look  them  two  yonng  things  in 
the  face,  and  think  what  a  wicked  old  father  of  lies  he  had  grown 
up  to  be.  Howsomever,  he  went  on  a  lying  like  a  Trojan  about 
the  pony.  He  told  'em  that  it  did  so  unfort'nately  happen  that 
the  pony  was  half  clipped,  you  see,  and  that  he  couldn't  be  taken 
out  in  that  state,  for  fear  it  should  strike  to  his  inside.  But  that 
he'd  be  finished  clipping  in  the  course  of  the  day,  and  that  to- 
morrow morning  at  eight  o'clock  the  pheayton  would  be  ready. 
Boots's  view  of  the  whole  case,  looking  back  on  it  in  my  room,  is, 
that  Mrs.  Harry  Walmers,  Junior,  was  beginning  to  give  in.  She 
hadn't  had  her  hair  curled  when  she  went  to  bed,  and  she  didn't 
seem  quite  up  to  brushing  it  herself,  and  its  getting  in  her  eyes 
put  her  out.  But  nothing  put  out  Master  Harry.  He  sat  behind 
his  breakfast-cup,  a  tearing  away  at  the  jelly,  as  if  he  had  been 
his  own  father. 

After  breakfast,  Boots  is  inclined  to  consider  that  they  drawed 
soldiers, — at  least,  he  knows  that  many  such  was  found  in  the 
fireplace,  all  on  horseback.  In  the  course  of  the  morning.  Master 
Harry  rang  the  bell, — it  was  surprising  how  that  there  boy  did 
carry  on, — and  said,  in  f*  sprightly  way,  '  Cobbs,  is  there  any  good 
walks  in  this  neighbourhood  f 

*  Yes,  sir,'  says  Cobbs.     *  There's  Love-lane.' 

*  Get  out  with  you,  Cobbs  !' — that  was  that  there  boy's  expres- 
sion,— *  you're  joking.' 

*  Begging  your  pardon,  sir,'  says  Cobbs,  '  there  really  is  Love- 
lane.  And  a  pleasant  walk  it  is,  and  proud  shall  I  be  to  show  it 
to  yourself  and  Mrs.  Harry  Walmers,  Junior.' 

*  i«rorah,  dear,'  said  Master  Harry,  '  this  is  curious.  We  really 
ought  to  see  Love-lane.  Put  on  your  bonnet,  my  sweetest  darling, 
and  we  will  go  there  with  Cobbs.' 

Boots  leaves  me  to  judge  what  a  Beast  he  felt  himself  to  be, 
when  that  young  pair  told  him,  as  they  all  three  jogged  along  to- 
gether, that  they  had  made  up  their  minds  to  give  him  two  thou- 
sand guineas  a  year  as  head-gardener,  on  accounts  of  his  being  so 
true  a  friend  to  'em.  Boots  could  have  wished  at  the  moment  that 
the  earth  would  have  opened  and  swallowed  him  up,  he  felt  so 
mean,  with  their  beaming  eyes  a  looking  at  him,  and  l)elieving  him. 
Well,  sir,  he  turned  the  conversation  as  well  as  he  could,  and  he 
took  'em  down  Love-lane  to  the  water-meadows,  and  there  Master 
Harry  would  have  drowned  himself  in  half  a  moment  more,  a 
getting  out  a  water-lily  for  her, — but  nothing  daunted  that  boy. 
Well,  sir,  they  was  tired  out.  All  being  so  new  and  strange  to 
'em,  they  was  tired  as  tired  could  be.     And  they  laid  down  on  a 
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bank  of  daisies,  like  the  children  in  the  wood,  leastways  meadows, 
and  fell  asleep. 

Boots  don't  know — perhaps  I  do, — but  never  mind,  it  don't 
signify  either  way — why  it  made  a  man  fit  to  make  a  fool  of  him- 
self to  see  them  two  pretty  babies  a  lying  there  in  the  clear  still 
sunny  day,  not  dreaming  half  so  hard  when  they  was  asleep  as 
they  done  when  they  was  awake.  But,  Lord  !  when  you  come  to 
think  of  yourself,  you  know,  and  what  a  game  you  have  been  up 
to  ever  since  you  was  in  your  own  cradle,  and  what  a  poor  sort  of 
a  chap  you  are,  and  how  it's  always  either  Yesterday  with  you, 
or  else  To-morrow,  and  never  To-day,  that's  where  it  is ! 

Well,  sir,  they  woke  up  at  last,  and  then  one  thing  was  get- 
ting pretty  clear  to  Boots,  namely,  that  Mrs.  Harry  Walmerses, 
Junior's,  temper  was  on  the  move.  When  Master  Harry  took  her 
round  the  waist,  she  said  he  'teased  her  so;'  and  when  he  says, 
'  Norah,  my  young  May  Moon,  your  Harry  tease  you  ?'  she  tells 
him,  '  Yes ;   and  I  want  to  go  home  !' 

A  biled  fowl,  and  baked  bread-and-butter  pudding,  brought 
Mrs.  Walmers  up  a  little;  but  Boots  coukl  have  wished,  he  must 
privately  own  to  me,  to  have  seen  her  more  sensible  of  the  woice 
of  love,  and  less  abandoning  of  herself  to  currants.  However,  Mas- 
ter Harry,  he  kept  up,  and  his  noble  heart  was  as  fond  as  ever. 
Mrs.  Walmers  turned  very  sleepy  about  dusk,  and  began  to  cry. 
Tlierefore,  Mrs.  Walmers  went  off  to  bed  as  per  yesterday ;  and 
Master  Harry  ditto  repeated. 

About  eleven  or  twelve  at  night  comes  back  the  Governor  in  a 
chaise,  along  with  Mr.  Walmers  and  a  elderly  lady.  Mr.  Walmers 
looks  amused  and  very  serious,  both  at  once,  and  says  to  our 
missis,  '  We  are  much  indebted  to  you,  ma'am,  for  your  kind  care 
of  our  little  children,  which  we  can  never  sufficiently  acknowledge. 
Pray,  ma'am,  where  is  my  boy  ?'  Our  missis  says,  '  Cobbs  has  the 
dear  child  in  charge,  sir.  Cobbs,  show  Forty  !'  Then  he  says  to 
Cobbs,  '  Ah,  Cobbs,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  !  I  understood  you 
was  here !'  And  Cobbs  says,  '  Yes,  sir.  Your  most  obedient, 
sir.' 

I  may  be  surprised  to  hear  Boots  say  it,  perhaps ;  but  Boots 
assures  me  that  his  heart  boat  like  a  hammer,  going  up-stairs.  '  I 
beg  your  pardon,  sir,'  says  he,  while  unlocking  the  door ;  '  I  hope 
you  are  not  angry  with  Master  Harry,  For  ]\Iaster  Harry  is  a 
tine  boy,  sir,  and  will  do  you  credit  and  honour.'  And  Boots 
signifies  to  me,  that,  if  the  fine  boy's  father  had  contradicted  hira 
in  the  daring  state  of  mind  in  which  he  then  was,  he  thinks  he 
should  have  '  fetched  him  a  crack,'  and  taken  the  consequences. 
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But  Mr.  Walmers  only  says,  '  No,  Cobbs.  No,  my  good  fel- 
low.    Thank  you  !'     And,  the  door  being  opened,  goes  in. 

Boots  goes  in  too,  holding  the  light,  and  he  sees  Mr.  Walmers 
go  up  to  the  bedside,  bend  gently  down,  and  kiss  the  little  sleeji- 
ing  face.  Theu  he  stands  looking  at  it  for  a  minute,  looking  won- 
derfully like  it  (they  do  say  he  ran  away  with  Mrs.  Walmers) ; 
and  then  he  gently  shakes  the  little  shoulder. 

'  Harry,  my  dear  boy  !   Harry  !' 

Master  Harry  starts  up  and  looks  at  him.  Looks  at  Cobbs 
too.  Such  is  the  honour  of  that  mite,  that  he  looks  at  Cobbs,  to 
see  whether  he  has  brought  him  into  trouble. 

'  I  am  not  angry,  my  child.  I  only  want  you  to  dress  yourself 
and  come  home.' 

'  Yes,  pa.' 

Master  Harry  dresses  himself  quickly.  His  breast  begins  to 
swell  when  he  has  nearly  finished,  and  it  swells  more  and  more  as 
he  stands,  at  last,  a  looking  at  his  father :  his  father  standing  a 
looking  at  him,  the  quiet  image  of  him. 

'  Please  may  I' — the  spirit  of  that  little  creatur,  and  the  way 
he  kept  his  rising  tears  down  S — '  please,  dear  pa — may  I — kins 
Norah  before  I  go  f 

'  You  may,  my  child.' 

So  he  takes  Master  Harry  in  his  hand,  and  Boots  leads  the 
way  with  the  candle,  and  they  come  to  that  other  bedroom,  where 
the  elderly  lady  is  seated  by  the  bed,  and  poor  little  Mrs.  Harry 
Walmers,  Junior,  is  fast  asleep.  There  the  father  lifts  the  child 
up  to  the  pillow,  and  he  lays  his  little  face  down  for  an  instant  by 
the  little  warm  face  of  poor  unconscious  little  Mrs.  Harry  Wal- 
mers, Junior,  and  gently  draws  it  to  him, — a  sight  so  touching  to 
the  chambermaids  who  are  peeping  through  the  door,  that  one  of 
them  calls  out,  '  It's  a  shame  to  part  'em  !'  But  this  chambermaid 
was  always,  as  Boots  informs  me,  a  soft-hearted  one.  Not  that 
there  was  any  harm  in  that  girl.     Far  from  it. 

Finally,  Boots  says,  that's  all  about  it.  Mr.  Walmers  drove 
away  in  the  chaise,  having  hold  of  Master  Harry's  hand.  The 
elderly  lady  and  Mrs.  Harry  Walmers,  Junior,  that  was  never  to 
be  (she  married  a  Captain  long  afterwards,  and  died  in  India), 
went  off  next  day.  In  conclusion.  Boots  put  it  to  me  whether  I 
hold  with  him  in  two  opinions :  firstly,  that  there  are  not  many 
couples  on  their  way  to  be  married  who  are  half  as  innocent  of 
guile  as  those  two  children  ;  secondly,  that  it  would  be  a  jolly  good 
thing  for  a  great  many  couples  on  their  way  to  be  married,  if  they 
eouid  only  be  stopped  in  time,  and  brought  back  separately. 
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THIRD  BRANCH, 

THE   BILL. 

I  HAD  been  snowed  up  a  whole  week.  Tlie  time  had  hnng  so 
lightly  on  my  hands,  that  I  should  have  been  in  great  doiibt  of 
the  fact  but  for  a  piece  of  documentary  evidence  that  lay  upon  my 
table. 

The  road  had  been  dug  out  of  the  snow  on  the  previons  day, 
and  the  document  in  question  was  my  Bill.  It  testified  emphatic- 
ally to  my  having  eaten  and  drunk,  and  warmed  myself,  and  slept 
among  the  sheltering  branches  of  the  Holly-Tree,  seven  days  and 
nights. 

I  had  yesterday  allowed  the  road  twenty-four  hours  to  improve 
itself,  finding  that  I  required  that  additional  margin  of  time  for 
the  completion  of  my  task.  I  had  ordered  my  Bill  to  be  upon  the 
table,  and  a  chaise  to  be  at  the  door,  '  at  eight  o'clock  to-morrow 
evening.'  It  was  eight  o'clock  to-morrow  evening  when  I  buckled 
up  my  travelling  writing-desk  in  its  leather  case,  paid  my  Bill,  and 
got  on  my  warm  coats  and  wrappers.  Of  course,  no  time  now 
remained  for  my  travelling  on  to  add  a  frozen  tear  to  the  icicles 
which  were  doubtless  hanging  plentifully  about  the  farmhou^e 
where  I  had  first  seen  Angela.  What  I  had  to  do  was  to  get 
across  to  Liverpool  by  the  shortest  open  road,  there  to  meet  my 
heavy  baggage  and  embark.  It  was  quite  enough  to  do,  and  i 
had  not  an  hour  too  much  time  to  do  it  in, 

I  had  taken  leave  of  all  my  Holly-Tree  friends — almost,  for 
the  time  being,  of  my  bashfulness  too — and  was  standing  for  half 
a  minute  at  the  Inn  door  watching  the  ostler  as  he  took  another 
turn  at  the  cord  which  tied  my  portmanteau  on  the  chaise,  when  I 
saw  lamps  coming  down  towards  the  Holly-Tree.  The  road  was 
so  padded  with  snow  that  no  wheels  were  audible  ;  but  all  of  us 
who  were  standing  at  the  Inn  door  saw  lamps  coming  on,  and  at 
a  lively  rate  too,  between  the  walls  of  snow  that  had  been  heaped 
up  on  either  side  of  the  track.  The  chambermaid  instantly  divined 
how  the  case  stood,  and  called  to  the  ostler.  '  Tom,  this  is  a  Gretna 
job  1'  The  ostler,  knowing  that  her  sex  instinctively  scented  a 
marriage,  or  anything  in  that  direction,  rushed  up  the  yard  bawl- 
ing, '  Next  four  out !'  and  in  a  moment  the  whole  establishment 
was  thrown  into  commotion. 

I  had  a  melancholy  interest  in  seeing  the  happy  man  who 
loved  and  was  beloved ;  and  therefore,  instead  of  driving  off  at 
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once,  I  remained  at  the  Inn  door  when  the  fugitives  drove  up.  A 
bright-eyed  fellow,  muffled  in  a  mantle,  jumped  out  so  briskly  that 
he  almost  overthrew  me.  He  turned  to  agologise,  and,  by  Heaven, 
it  was  Edwin  1 

'  Charley  !'  said  he,  recoiling.  '  Gracious  powers,  what  do  you 
do  here  V 

'  Edwin,'  said  I,  recoiling,  *  gracious  powers,  what  do  t/ou  do 
here  V  I  struck  my  forehead  as  I  said  it,  and  an  insupportable 
blaze  of  light  seemed  to  shoot  before  my  eyes. 

He  hurried  me  into  the  little  parlour  (always  kept  with  a  slow 
fire  in  it  and  no  poker),  where  posting  company  waited  while  their 
horses  were  putting  to,  and,  shutting  the  door,  said : 

*  Charley,  forgive  me !' 

*  Edwin  !'  I  returned.  'Was  this  well?  When  I  loved  her  so 
dearly  !  When  I  had  garnered  up  my  heart  so  long  !'  I  could 
say  no  more. 

He  was  shocked  when  he  saw  how  moved  I  was,  and  made  the 
cruel  observation,  that  he  had  not  thought  I  should  have  taken  it 
so  much  to  heart. 

I  looked  at  him.  I  reproached  him  no  more.  But  I  looked 
at  him. 

*  My  dear,  dear  Charley,'  said  he,  '  don't  think  ill  of  me,  I 
beseech  you  !  I  know  you  have  a  right  to  my  utmost  confidence, 
and,  beheve  me,  you  have  ever  had  it  until  now.  I  abhor  secrecy. 
Its  meanness  is  intolerable  to  me.  But  I  and  my  dear  girl  have 
observed  it  for  your  sake.' 

He  and  his  dear  girl !    It  steeled  mc. 

*  You  have  observed  it  for  my  sake,  sir  V  said  I,  wondering 
how  his  frank  face  could  face  it  out  so. 

'  Yes  ! — and  Angela's,'  said  he. 

I  found  the  room  reeling  round  in  an  uncertain  way,  like  a 
labouring  humming-top.  '  Explain  yourself,'  said  I,  holding  on 
by  one  hand  to  an  arm-chair. 

'  Dear  old  darling  Charley  I'  returned  Edwin,  in  his  cordial 
manner,  *  consider !  When  you  were  going  on  so  happily  witli 
Angela,  why  should  I  compromise  you  with  the  old  gentleman  by 
making  you  a  party  to  our  engagement,  and  (after  he  had  declined 
my  proposals)  to  our  secret  intention  ?  Surely  it  was  better  that 
you  should  be  able  honourably  to  say,  "  He  never  took  counsel 
with  me,  never  told  me,  never  breathed  a  word  of  it."  If  Angela 
suspected  it,  and  showed  me  all  the  favour  and  support  she  could 
— God  bless  her  for  a  precious  creature  and  a  priceless  wife  ! — 
I  couldn't  help  that.     Neither  I  nor  Emmeline  ever  told  her,  any 
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more  than  we  told  you.  And  for  the  same  good  reason,  Cliarley; 
trust  me,  for  the  same  good  reason,  and  no  other  upon  earth  !' 

Emmehne  was  Angela's  cousin.  Lived  with  her.  Had  been 
brought  up  with  her.     Was  her  father's  ward.     Had  property. 

'  Emmeline  is  in  the  chaise,  my  dear  Edwin  !'  said  I,  embracing 
hioi  with  the  greatest  affection. 

'  My  good  fellow  !'  said  he,  *  do  you  suppose  I  should  be  going 
to  Gretna  Green  without  her  ?' 

I  ran  out  with  Edwin,  I  opened  the  chaise  door,  I  took  Eqi- 
meline  in  my  arms,  I  folded  her  to  my  heart.  She  was  wrapped 
in  soft  white  fur,  like  the  snowy  landscape :  but  was  warm,  and 
young,  and  lovely.  1  put  their  leaders  to  with  my  own  hands,  I 
gave  the  boys  a  five-pound  note  apiece,  I  cheered  them  as  they 
drove  away,  I  drove  the  other  way  myself  as  hard  as  I  could  pelt. 

I  never  went  to  Liverpool,  I  never  went  to  America,  I  went 
(Straight  back  to  London,  and  I  married  Angela.  I  have  never 
until  tliis  time,  even  to  her,  disclosed  the  secret  of  my  character, 
and  the  mistrust  and  the  mistaken  journey  into  which  it  led  me. 
When  she,  and  they,  and  oiir  eight  children  and  their  seven — I 
mean  Edwin's  and  Enmieline's,  whose  eldest  girl  is  old  enough 
now  to  wear  white  for  herself,  and  to  look  very  like  her  mother  in 
it — come  to  read  these  pages,  as  of  course  they  will,  I  shall  hardly 
fail  to  be  found  out  at  last.  Never  mind  !  I  can  bear  it.  I  began 
at  the  Holly-Tree,  by  idle  accident,  to  associate  the  Christmas 
time  of  year  with  human  interest,  and  with  some  inquiry  into,  and 
some  care  for,  the  hves  of  those  by  whom  I  find  myself  surrounded. 
I  hope  that  I  am  none  the  worse  for  it,  and  that  no  one  near  me 
or  afar  off  is  the  worse  far  it.  And  I  say.  May  the  green  Hully- 
Tree  flourish,  striking  its  roots  deep  into  our  English  ground,  and 
having  its  germinating  qualities  carried  by  the  birds  of  Heaven 
all  over  the  world  1 


T5E 


WRECK  OF  THE  GOLDEN  MAKY. 

[1856.] 


THE  WRECK  OF  THE  GOLDEN  MARY. 


THE  WRECK. 

I  WAS  apprenticed  to  the  Sea  when  I  was  twelve  years  old,  and  I 
have  encountered  a  great  deal  of  rough  weather,  both  literal  and 
metaphorical.  It  has  always  been  my  opinion  since  I  first  pos- 
sessed such  a  thing  as  an  opinion,  that  the  man  who  knows  only 
one  subject  is  next  tiresome  to  the  man  who  knows  no  subject. 
Therefore,  in  the  course  of  my  life  I  have  taught  myself  whatever 
I  could,  and  although  I  am  not  an  educated  man,  1  am  able,  I  am 
thankful  to  say,  to  have  an  intelligent  interest  in  most  things. 

A  person  might  suppose,  from  reading  the  above,  that  I  am  in 
the  habit  of  holding  forth  about  number  one.  That  is  not  the 
case.  Just  as  if  I  was  to  come  into  a  room  among  strangers,  and 
must  either  be  introduced  or  introduce  myself,  so  I  have  taken  the 
liberty  of  passing  these  few  remarks,  simply  and  plainly  that  it 
may  be  known  who  and  what  I  am.  I  will  add  no  more  of  the 
sort  than  that  ray  name  is  William  George  Ravender,  that  I 
was  born  at  Penrith  half  a  year  after  my  own  father  was  drowned, 
and  that  I  am  on  the  second  day  of  this  present  blessed  Christmas 
week  of  one  thousand  eight  hundred  and  fifty-six,  fifty-six  years 
of  age. 

When  the  rumour  first  went  flying  up  and  down  that  there 
was  gold  in  California — which,  as  most  people  know,  was  before  it 
was  discovered  in  the  British  colony  of  Australia — I  was  in  the 
West  Indies,  trading  among  the  Islands.  Being  in  command  and 
likewise  part-owner  of  a  smart  schooner,  I  had  my  work  cut  out 
for  me,  and  I  was  doing  it.  Consequently,  gold  in  California  was 
no  business  of  mine. 

But,  by  the  time  when  I  came  home  to  England  again,  the 
thing  was  as  clear  as  your  hand  held  up  before  you  at  noon-day. 
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There  was  Californian  gold  in  the  museums  and  in  the  goldsmiths' 
shops,  and  the  very  first  time  1  went  upon  'Change,  1  met  a  friend 
of  mine  (a  seafaring  man  like  myself),  with  a  Californian  nugget 
hanging  to  his  watch-chain.  I  handled  it.  It  was  as  like  a  peeled 
■walnut  with  bits  unevenly  broken  off  here  and  there,  and  then 
electrotyped  all  over,  as  ev^ir  I  saw  anything  in  my  life. 

I  am  a  single  man  Cshe  was  too  good  for  this  world  and  for 
me,  and  she  died  six  weeks  before  our  marriage-day),  so  when  I 
am  ashore,  I  live  in  my  house  at  Poplar.  My  house  at  Poplar  is 
taken  care  of  and  kept  ship-shape  by  an  old  lady  who  was  my 
mother's  maid  before  I  was  born.  She  is  as  handsome  and  as  up- 
right as  any  old  lady  in  the  world.  She  is  as  fond  of  me  as  if  she 
had  ever  had  an  only  son,  and  I  was  he.  Well  do  I  know  wher- 
ever I  sail  that  she  never  lays  down  her  head  at  night  without 
having  said,  '  Merciful  Lord !  bless  and  preserve  William  George 
liavender,  and  send  him  safe  home,  through  Christ  our  Saviour !' 
I  have  thought  of  it  in  many  a  dangerous  moment,  when  it  has 
done  me  no  harm,  I  am  sure. 

In  my  house  at  Poplar,  along  with  this  old  lady,  I  lived  quiet 
for  best  part  of  a  year  :  having  had  a  long  spell  of  it  among  the 
Islands,  and  having  (which  was  very  uncommon  in  me)  taken  the 
fever  rather  badly.  At  last,  being  strong  and  hearty,  and  having 
read  every  book  I  could  lay  hold  of,  right  out,  I  was  wallcing 
down  Leadenhall  Street  in  the  City  of  London,  thinking  of  turn- 
ing-to  again,  when  I  met  what  I  call  Smithick  and  Watersby  of 
Liverpool.  I  chanced  to  lilt  up  my  eyes  from  looking  in  at  a 
ship's  chronometer  in  a  window,  and  I  saw  him  bearing  down  up- 
on me,  head  on. 

It  is,  personally,  neither  Smithick,  nor  Watersby,  that  I  here 
mention,  nor  was  I  ever  acquainted  with  any  man  of  either  of  those 
names,  nor  do  I  think  that  there  has  been  any  one  of  either  of 
those  names  in  that  Liverpool  Hinise  i'or  years  back.  But,  it  is  in 
reality  the  House  itself  that  I  refer  to ;  and  a  wiser  merchant  or 
a  truer  gentleman  never  stepped. 

'  My  dear  Captain  Eavender,'  says  he.  '  Of  all  the  men  on 
earth,  I  wanted  to  see  you  most.     I  was  on  my  way  to  you.' 

'  Well  I'  says  I.  '  That  looks  as  if  you  wei-e  to  see  me,  don't 
it?'  With  that  I  put  my  arm  in  his,  and  we  walked  on  towards 
the  Royal  E.xchange,  and  when  we  got  there,  walked  up  and  down 
at  the  back  of  it  where  the  Clock-Tower  is.  We  walked  an  hour 
and  more,  for  he  had  much  to  say  to  me.  He  had  a  scheme  for 
chartering  a  new  ship  of  their  own  to  take  out  cargo  to  the  dig- 
gers and  emigrants  in  California,  and  to  buy  and  bring  back  gold. 
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Into  the  particulars  of  that  scheme  I  ■will  not  enter,  and  I  have 
no  right  to  enter.  All  I  say  of  it  is,  that  it  was  a  very  original 
one,  a  very  fine  one,  a  very  sound  one,  and  a  very  lucrative  one, 
beyond  doubt. 

He  imparted  it  to  me  as  freely  as  if  I  had  been  a  part  of 
himself.  After  doing  so,  he  made  me  the  handsomest  sharing 
offer  that  ever  was  made  to  me,  boy  or  man — or  I  beheve  to  any 
other  captain  in  the  Merchant  Xavy — and  he  took  this  round  turn 
to  finish  with  : 

'Eavender,  you  are  well  aware  that  the  lawlessness  of  that 
coast  and  country  at  present,  is  as  special  as  the  circumstances  in 
which  it  is  placed.  Crews  of  vessels  outward-bound,  desert  as 
soon  as  they  make  the  land;  crews  of  vessels  homeward-bound, 
ship  at  enormous  wages,  with  the  express  intention  of  murdering 
the  captain  and  seizing  the  gold  freight ;  no  man  can  trust  another, 
and  the  devil  seems  let  loose.  Now,'  says  he,  '  you  know  my 
opinion  of  you,  and  you  know  I  am  only  expressing  it,  and  with 
no  singularity,  when  I  tell  you  that  you  are  almost  the  only  man 
on  whose  integrity,  discretion,  and  energy — '  &c.,  &c.  For,  I 
don't  want  to  repeat  what  he  said,  though  I  was  and  am  sensible 
of  it. 

Notwithstanding  my  being,  as  I  have  mentioned,  quite  ready 
for  a  voyage,  still  I  had  some  doubts  of  this  voyage.  Of  course  I 
knew,  without  being  told,  that  there  were  peculiar  difficulties  and 
dangers  in  it,  a  long  way  over  and  above  those  which  attend  all 
voyages.  It  must  not  be  supposed  that  I  was  afraid  to  face  them  ; 
bat,  in  my  opinion  a  man  has  no  manly  motive  or  sustainment  in 
his  own  breast  for  facing  dangers,  imless  he  has  well  considered 
what  they  are,  and  is  able  quietly  to  say  to  himself,  '  None  of  these 
perils  can  now  take  me  by  surprise ;  I  shall  know  what  to  do  for 
the  best  in  any  of  them ;  all  the  rest  lies  in  the  higher  and  greater 
haads  to  which  I  humbly  commit  myself.'  On  this  principle  I 
have  so  attentively  considered  (regarding  it  as  my  duty)  all  the 
hazards  I  have  ever  been  able  to  think  of,  in  the  ordinary  way  of 
storm,  shipwreck,  and  fire  at  sea,  that  I  hope  I  should  be  prepared 
to  do,  in  any  of  those  cases,  whatever  could  be  done,  to  save  the 
lives  intrusted  to  my  charge. 

As  I  was  thoughtful,  my  good  friend  proposed  that  he  should 
leave  me  to  walk  there  as  long  as  I  liked,  and  that  I  should  dine 
with  him  by  and  by  at  his  club  in  Pall  Mall.  I  accepted  the 
invitation  and  I  walked  up  and  down  there,  quarter-deck  fashion, 
a  matter  of  a  couple  of  hours ;  now  and  then  looking  up  at  the 
weathercock  as  I  might  have  looked  up  aloft ;  and  now  and  then 
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taking  a  look  into  Cornbill,  as  I  might  have  taken  a  look  over  the 
side. 

All  dinner-time,  and  all  after-dinner-time,  we  talked  it  over 
again.  I  gave  him  my  views  of  his  plan,  and  he  very  much  ap- 
proved of  the  same.  I  told  him  I  had  nearly  decided,  but  not 
quite.  *  Well,  well,'  says  he,  '  come  down  to  Liverpool  to-morrow 
with  me,  and  see  the  Golden  Mary.'  I  liked  the  name  (her  name 
was  Mary,  and  she  was  golden,  if  golden  stands  for  good),  so  I 
began  to  feel  that  it  was  almost  done  when  I  said  I  would  go  to 
Liverpool.  On  the  next  morning  but  one  we  were  on  board  the 
Golden  Mary.  I  might  have  known,  from  bis  asking  me  to  come 
down  and  see  her,  what  she  was.  I  declare  her  to  have  been  the 
conipletest  and  most  exquisite  Beauty  that  ever  I  set  my  eyes 
upon. 

We  had  inspected  every  timber  in  her,  and  had  come  back  to 
the  gangway  to  go  asbore  from  the  dock-basin,  when  I  put  out  my 
hand  to  my  friend.  '  T(juch  upon  it,'  says  I, '  and  touch  heartily. 
I  take  command  of  this  sbip,  and  I  am  hers  and  yours,  if  I  can 
get  John  Steadiman  for  my  chief  mate.' 

John  Steadiman  had  sailed  with  me  four  voyages.  The  first 
voyage  John  was  third  mate  out  to  China,  and  came  home  second. 
The  other  three  voyages  he  was  my  first  officer.  At  this  time  of 
chartering  the  Golden  Mary,  he  was  aged  thirty-two.  A  brisk, 
bright,  blue-eyed  fellow,  a  very  neat  figure  and  rather  under  the 
middle  size,  never  out  of  the  way  and  never  in  it,  a  face  that 
pleased  everybody  and  that  all  children  took  to,  a  habit  of  going 
about  singing  as  cheerily  as  a  blackbird,  and  a  perfect  sailor. 

We  were  in  one  of  those  Liverpool  hackney-coaches  in  less 
than  a  minute,  and  we  cruised  about  in  her  upwards  of  three  hours, 
looking  for  John.  John  bad  come  home  from  Van  Diemen's 
Land  barely  a  month  before,  and  I  had  heai'd  of  him  as  taking  a 
fri>.k  in  Liverpool.  We  asked  after  him,  among  many  other 
places,  at  the  two  boarding-houses  he  was  fondest  of,  and  we  found 
he  had  had  a  week's  spell  at  each  of  them ;  but,  he  had  gone  here 
and  gone  there,  and  had  set  oft" '  to  lay  out  on  the  main-to'-gallantr- 
yard  of  the  highest  Welsh  mountain '  (so  he  had  told  the  people 
of  the  house),  and  where  he  might  be  then,  or  when  he  might 
come  back  nobody  could  tell  us.  But  it  was  surprising,  to  be  sure, 
to  see  how  every  face  brightened  the  moment  there  was  mention 
made  of  the  name  of  Mr.  ISteadiman. 

We  were  taken  aback  at  meeting  with  no  better  luck,  and 
we  had  wore  ship  and  put  her  head  for  my  friends,  when  as  we 
were  jogging  through  tlie  streets,  I  clap  my  eyes  on  John  himself 
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coming  out  of  a  toyshop  !  He  was  carrying  a  little  boy,  and  con- 
ducting two  uncommon  pretty  women  to  their  coach,  and  he  told 
me  afterwards  that  he  had  never  in  his  life  seen  one  of  the  three  be- 
fore, but  that  he  was  so  taken  with  them  on  looking  in  at  the  toyshop 
while  they  were  buying  the  child  a  cranky  J^oah's  Ark,  very  much 
down  by  the  head,  that  he  had  gone  in  and  asked  the  ladies'  per- 
mission to  treat  him  to  a  tolerably  correct  Cutter  there  was  in  the 
window,  in  order  that  such  a  handsome  boy  might  not  grow  up 
with  a  lubberly  idea  of  naval  architecture. 

We  stood  off  and  on  until  the  ladies'  coachman  began  to  give 
way,  and  then  we  hailed  John.  On  his  coming  aboard  of  us,  I 
told  him,  very  gravely,  what  I  had  said  to  my  friend.  It  struck 
him,  as  he  said  himself,  amidships.  He  was  quite  shaken  by  it. 
*  Captain  Ravender,'  were  John  Steadiman's  words,  '  such  an 
opinion  from  you  is  true  commendation,  and  I'll  sail  ronnd  the 
world  with  you  for  twenty  years  if  you  hoist  the  signal,  and  stand 
by  you  for  ever  !'  And  now  indeed  I  felt  that  it  was  done,  aud 
that  the  Golden  Mary  was  afloat. 

Grass  never  grew  yet  under  the  feet  of  Smithick  and  Watersby. 
The  riggers  were  out  of  that  ship  in  a  fortnight's  time,  and  we 
had  begun  taking  in  cargo.  John  was  always  aboard,  seeing 
everything  stowed  with  his  own  eyes ;  and  whenever  I  went  aboard 
myself  early  or  late,  whether  he  was  below  in  the  hold,  or  on  deck 
at  the  hatchway,  or  overhauling  his  cabin,  nailing  up  pictures  in 
it  of  the  Blush  Roses  of  England,  the  Blue  Belles  of  Scotland, 
and  the  female  Shamrock  of  Ireland  :  of  a  certainty  I  heard  John 
singing  like  a  blackbird. 

We  had  room  for  twenty  passengers.  Oar  sailing  advertise- 
ment was  no  sooner  out,  than  we  might  have  taken  these  twenty 
times  over.  In  entering  our  men,  I  and  John  (both  together) 
picked  them,  and  we  entered  none  but  good  hands — as  good  as 
were  to  be  found  in  that  port.  And  so,  in  a  good  ship  of  the  best 
build,  well  owned,  well  arranged,  well  ofScered,  well  manned,  well 
found  in  all  respects,  we  parted  with  our  pilot  at  a  quarter  past 
four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  seventh  of  Mai'ch,  one  thou- 
sand eight  hundred  and  hfty-one,  and  stood  with  a  fair  wind  out 
to  sea. 

It  may  be  easily  believed  that  up  to  that  time  I  had  had  no 
leisure  to  be  intimate  with  my  passengers.  The  most  of  them 
were  then  in  their  berths  sea-sick  ;  however,  in  going  among  tliem, 
telling  them  what  was  good  for  them,  persuading  them  not  to  be 
there,  but  to  come  up  on  deck  and  feel  the  breeze,  and  in  rousing 
thein  with  a  joke,  or  a  comfortable  word,  I  made  acquaintance 
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with  them,  perhaps,  in  a  uiore  friendly  am]  contiilential  way  from 
the  first,  tlian  I  iiiiglitliave  done  at  the  cabin  table. 

Of  my  passengers,  1  need  only  particularise,  just  at  present,  a 
bright- eyed  blooming  young  wife  who  was  going  out  to  join  her 
husband  in  California,  taking  with  her  their  only  child,  a  little 
girl  of  three  years  old,  whom  he  had  never  seen  ;  a  seda-te  young 
woman  in  black,  some  five  years  older  (about  thirty  as  I  should 
say),  who  was  going  out  to  join  a  brother;  and  an  old  gentleman, 
a  good  deal  like  a  hawk  if  his  eyes  had  been  better  and  not  bo 
red,  who  was  always  talking,  morning,  noon,  and  night,  about 
the  gold  discovery.  But,  whether  he  was  making  the  \o\sge, 
thinking  his  old  arms  could  dig  for  gold,  or  whether  his  specula- 
tion was  to  buy  it,  or  to  barter  for  it,  or  to  cheat  for  it,  or  to 
snatch  it  anyhow  from  other  people,  was  his  secret.  He  kept  his 
seci'et. 

These  three  and  the  child  were  the  soonest  well.  The  child  was 
a  most  engaging  child,  to  be  sure,  and  very  fond  of  me  :  though  T 
am  bound  to  admit  that  John  Steadinian  and  I  were  borne  on  her 
pretty  little  books  in  reverse  order,  and  that  he  was  caj)tain  there, 
and  I  was  mate.  It  was  beautiful  to  watch  her  with  .John,  and  it 
was  beautiful  to  watch  John  with  her.  Few  would  have  thought 
it  possible,  to  see  John  playing  at  bo-peep  round  the  mast,  that 
he  was  the  man  who  had  caught  up  an  iron  bar  and  struck  a 
Malay  and  a  Maltese  dead,  as  they  were  gliding  with  their  knives 
down  the  cabin  stair  aboard  the  barque  Old  England,  when  the 
captain  lay  ill  in  his  cot,  ofl"  Saugar  Point.  But  he  was ;  and 
give  him  his  back  against  a  bulwark,  he  would  have  done  the 
same  by  half  a  dozen  of  them.  The  name  of  the  young  mother 
was  Mrs.  Atherfield,  the  name  of  the  young  lady  in  black  was 
Miss  Coleshaw,  and  the  name  of  the  old  gentleman  was  Mr. 
Rarx. 

As  the  child  had  a  quantity  of  shining  fair  hair,  clustering  in 
curls  all  ab6ut  her  face,  and  as  her  name  was  T^ucy,  Steadiman 
gave  her  the  name  of  the  Golden  Lucy.  So,  we  had  the  Golden 
Lucy  and  the  Golden  ]\Iary ;  and  John  kept  up  the  idea  to  that 
extent  as  he  and  the  child  went  [^la^-ing  about  the  decks,  that  I 
believe  she  used  to  think  the  ship  was  alive  somehow — a  sister 
or  comp:inion,  going  to  the  same  place  as  herself,  She  liked 
to  be  by  the  wheel,  and  in  tine  weather,  I  have  often  stood  by  the 
man  who^e  trick  it  was  at  the  wheel,  only  to  hear  her,  sitting  near 
my  feet,  talking  to  the  ship.  Never  had  a  child  such  a  doll  before, 
I  suppose ;  but  she  made  a  doll  of  the  Golden  Mary,  and  used  to 
dress  her  up  by  tying  ribbons  and  little  bits  of  finery  to  the  belay- 
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ing-pins ;  and  nobody  ever  moved  them,  unless  it  was  to  save  them 
from  being  blown  away. 

Of  course  I  took  charge  of  the  two  young  women,  and  I  called 
them  '  my  dear,'  and  they  never  minded,  knowing  that  whatever  I 
said  was  said  in  a  fatherly  and  protecting  spirit.  I  gave  them 
their  places  on  each  side  of  me  at  dinner,  Mrs.  Athcrtield  on  my 
right  and  Miss  Coleshaw  on  my  left;  and  I  directed  the  un- 
married lady  to  serve  out  the  breakfast,  and  the  married  lady  to 
serve  out  the  tea.  Likewise  I  said  to  my  black  steward  in  their 
presence,  '  Tom  Snow,  these  two  ladies  are  equally  the  mistresses 
of  this  house,  and  do  you  obey  their  orders  equally  ;'  at  which  Tom 
laughed,  and  they  all  laughed. 

Old  Mr.  Rarx  was  not  a  pleasant  man  to  look  at,  nor  yet  to 
talk  to,  or  to  be  with,  for  no  one  could  help  seeing  that  he  was  a 
sordid  and  selfish  character,  and  that  he  had  warped  further  and 
further  out  of  the  straight  with  time.  Xot  but  what  he  was  on 
his  best  behaviour  with  us,  as  everybody  was ;  for  we  had  no  bicker- 
ing among  us,  for'ard  or  aft.  I  only  mean  to  say,  he  was  not 
the  man  one  would  have  chosen  for  a  messmate.  If  choice  there 
had  been,  one  might  even  have  gone  a  few  points  out  of  one's 
course,  to  say,  '  No  !  Xot  him  !'  But,  there  was  one  curious  in- 
consistency in  Mr.  Rarx.  Tiiat  was,  that  he  took  an  astonishing 
interest  in  the  child.  He  looked,  and  I  may  add,  he  was,  one  of 
the  last  of  men  to  care  at  all  for  a  child,  or  to  care  much  for  any 
human  creature.  Still,  he  went  so  far  as  to  be  habitually  uneasy,  if 
the  cliild  was  long  on  deck,  out  of  his  sight.  He  was  always 
afraid  of  her  falling  overboard,  or  falling  down  a  hatchway,  or  of 
a  block  or  what  not  coming  down  upon  her  from  the  rigging  in  the 
working  of  the  ship,  or  of  her  getting  some  hurt  or  other.  He 
used  to  look  at  her  and  touch  her,  as  if  she  was  something  precious 
to  him.  He  was  always  solicitous  about  her  not  injuring  her 
health,  and  constantly  entreated  her  mother  to  be  careful  of  it. 
This  was  so  much  the  more  curious,  because  the  child  did  not  hke 
him,  but  used  to  shrink  away  from  him,  and  would  not  even  put 
out  her  hand  to  him  without  coaxing  from  others.  I  beheve  that 
every  soul  on  board  frequently  noticed  this,  and  not  one  of  us  un- 
derstood it.  However,  it  was  such  a  plain  fact,  that  John 
Steadiman  said  more  than  once  when  old  ]\Ir.  Rarx  was  not  within 
ear>hot,  that  if  the  Golden  Mary  felt  a  tenderness  for  the  dearokl 
gentleman  she  carried  in  her  lap,  she  must  be  bitterly  jealous  of 
Llie  (iolden  Lucy. 

Before  I  go  any  further  with  this  narrative,  I  will  state  that 
our  ship  vva.s  a  barque  of  three  hundred  lon.s,  carrjuig  a  crew  of 
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eighteen  men,  a  second  mate  in  addition  to  John,  a  carpenter,  an 
armourei  or  smuii.  and  two  apprentices  (one  a  Scotch  boy,  poor 
little  fellow).  We  had  three  boats;  the  Loiig-h)at,  capable  of 
carrying  twenty  live  men;  the  Cutter,  capable  of  carrying  tifteen  ; 
and  the  tSiirf-boat,  capable  of  carrying  ton.  I  put  down  the  capa- 
city of  these  boats  according  to  the  numbers  they  were  really 
meant  to  hold. 

We  had  tastes  of  bad  weather  and  head-winds,  of  conrse;  but, 
on  the  whole  we  had  as  fine  a  run  as  any  reasonable  man  could  ex- 
pect, for  sixty  days.  I  then  began  to  enter  two  remarks  in  the 
ship's  Log  and  in  my  Journal ;  first,  that  there  was  an  unusual 
and  amazing  quantity  of  ice;  second,  that  the  nights  were  most 
wonderfully  dark,  in  spite  of  the  ice. 

For  rive  days  and  a  half,  it  seemed  quite  useless  and  hopeless 
to  alter  the  ship's  course  so  as  to  stand  out  of  the  way  of  this  ice. 
I  made  what  southing  I  could  ;  but,  all  that  time,  we  were  beset 
by  it.  Mrs.  Atherfield  after  standing  by  me  on  deck  once,  looking 
for  some  time  in  an  awed  manner  at  the  great  bergs  that  sur- 
rounded us,  said  in  a  whisper,  '  O  !  Captain  Kavender,  it  looks  as 
if  the  whole  solid  earth  had  changed  into  ice,  and  broken  up !' 
I  said  to  her,  laughing,  '  I  don't  wonder  that  it  does,  to  your 
inexperienced  eyes,  my  dear.'  But  I  had  never  seen  a  twentieth 
part  of  the  quantity,  and,  in  reality,  I  was  j^retty  nuich  of  her  opinion. 

However,  at  two  P.M.  on  the  afternoon  of  the  sixth  day,  that  is 
to  say,  when  we  were  sixty-six  days  out,  John  Steadiman  who  had 
gone  aloft,  sang  out  from  the  top,  that  the  sea  was  clear  ahead. 
Before  four  p.m.  a  strong  breeze  springing  up  right  astern,  we  were 
in  open  water  at  sunset.  The  breeze  then  freshening  into  half  a 
gale  of  wind,  and  the  Golden  ^lary  being  a  very  fast  sailer,  ■we 
went  before  the  wind  merrily,  all  night. 

I  had  thought  it  impossible  that  it  could  be  darker  than  it  had 
been,  until  the  sun.  moon,  and  stars  should  fall  out  of  the  Heavens, 
and  Time  should  be  destroyed;  but,  it  had  been  next  to  light,  in 
comparison  with  whac  it  was  now.  The  darkness  was  so  profound, 
that  looking  into  it  was  painful  and  oppressive — like  looking, 
without  a  ray  of  light,  into  a  dense  black  bandage  put  as  close  be- 
fore the  eyes  as  it  could  be,  without  touching  them.  I  doubled 
the  look-out,  and  John  and  I  stood  in  the  bow  side-by-side,  never 
leaving  it  all  night.  Yet  I  should  no  more  have  known  that  he 
was  near  me  when  he  was  silent,  without  putting  out  my  arm  and 
touching  him,  than  I  should  if  he  had  turned  in  and  been  fast  asleep 
below.  We  were  not  so  much  looking  out,  all  of  us,  as  listening 
to  the  utmost,  both  with  our  eyes  and  ears. 
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Next  day,  I  found  that  the  mercury  in  the  baroraeter,  which 
had  risen  steadily  since  we  cleared  the  ice,  remained  steady.  I 
had  had  very  good  observations,  with  now  and  then  the  interrup 
tion  of  a  day  or  so,  since  our  departure.  I  got  the  sun  at  noon, 
and  found  that  we  were  in  Lat.  58°  S.,  Long.  60°  W.,  off  New 
South  Shetland  ;  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Cape  Horn.  We  were 
sixty-seven  days  out,  that  day.  The  ship's  reckoning  was  accu- 
rately worked  and  made  up.  The  ship  did  her  duty  admirably,  all 
on  board  were  well,  and  all  hands  were  as  smart,  efficient,  and 
contented,  as  it  was  possible  to  be. 

When  the  night  came  on  again  as  dark  as  before,  it  was  the 
eighth  night  I  had  been  on  deck.  Nor  had  I  taken  more  than  a 
very  little  sleep  in  the  day-time,  my  station  being  always  near  the 
liehn,  and  often  at  it,  while  we  were  among  the  ice.  Few  but 
those  who  have  tried  it  can  imagine  the  difficulty  and  pain  of 
only  keeping  the  eyes  open — physically  open — under  such  circum- 
stances, in  such  darkness.  They  get  struck  by  the  darkness,  and 
blinded  by  the  darkness.  They  make  patterns  in  it,  and  they 
flash  in  it,  as  if  they  had  gone  out  of  your  head  to  look  at  yon. 
( )n  the  turn  of  midnight,  John  Steadiuian,  who  was  alert  and 
fresh  (for  I  had  always  made  him  turn  in  by  day),  said  to  me, 
'  Captain  Eavender,  I  entreat  of  you  to  go  below.  I  am  sure  you 
can  hardly  stand,  and  your  voice  is  getting  weak,  sir.  Go  below, 
and  take  a  little  rest,  I'll  call  you  if  a  block  chafes.'  I  said  to 
Juhn  in  answer,  '  Well,  well,  John  !  Let  us  wait  till  the  turn  of 
one  o'clock,  before  we  talk  about  that.'  I  had  just  had  one  of 
the  ship's  lanterns  held  up,  that  I  might  see  how  the  night  went 
by  my  watch,  and  it  was  then  twenty  minutes  after  twelve. 

At  five  minutes  before  one,  John  sang  out  to  the  boy  to  bring 
the  lantern  again,  and  when  I  told  him  once  more  what  the  time 
was,  entreated  and  prayed  of  me  to  go  below.  '  Captain  Ravender,' 
says  he,  '  all's  well ;  we  can't  afford  to  have  you  laid  up  for  a  single 
hour;  and  I  respectfully  and  earnestly  beg  of  you  to  go  below.' 
The  end  of  it  was,  that  I  agreed  to  do  so,  on  the  understanding 
that  if  I  failed  to  come  up  of  my  own  accord  within  three  hours, 
I  was  to  be  punctually  called.  Having  settled  that,  I  left  John  in 
charge.  But  I  called  him  to  me  once  afterwards,  to  ask  him  a 
question.  I  had  been  to  look  at  the  barometer,  and  had  seen  the 
mercury  still  perfectly  steady,  and  had  come  up  the  companion 
ajjain  to  take  a  last  look  about  me — if  I  can  use  such  a  word  in 
reterence  to  such  darkness — when  I  thought  that  the  waves,  as 
the  Golden  !Mary  parted  them  and  shook  them  off,  had  a  hollow 
?ound  in  them;  something  that  I  fancied  was  a  rather  miusual 
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reverberation.  I  was  standing  by  the  quarter-deck  rail  on  the 
Btarboard  side,  when  I  called  John  aft  to  me,  and  bade  him  listen. 
He  did  so  with  the  greatest  attention.  Turning  to  me  he  then 
said,  *  Rely  upon  it.  Captain  Eavender,  you  have  been  without 
rest  too  long,  and  the  novelty  is  oidy  in  the  state  of  your  sense  of 
hearing.'  I  thought  so  too  by  that  time,  and  I  think  so  now, 
though  I  can  never  know  for  absolute  certain  in  this  world,  whe- 
ther it  was  or  not. 

When  I  left  fTohn  Stoadiman  in  charge,  the  ship  was  still 
going  at  a  great  rate  through  the  water.  The  wind  still  blew 
right  astern.  Though  she  was  luaking  great  way,  she  was  under 
shortened  sail,  and  had  no  more  than  she  could  easily  carry.  All 
was  snug,  and  nothing  complained.  There  was  a  pretty  sea  run- 
ning, but  not  a  very  high  sea  neither,  nor  at  all  a  confused 
one. 

I  turned  in,  as  we  seamen  say,  all  standing.  The  meaning  of 
that  is,  I  did  not  pull  my  clothes  off — no,  not  even  so  much  as  my 
coat:  though  I  did  my  shoes,  for  my  feet  were  badly  swelled  with 
the  deck.  There  was  a  little  swing-lamp  alight  hi  my  cabin.  I 
thought,  as  I  looked  at  it  before  shutting  my  eyes,  that  I  was  so 
tired  of  darkness,  and  troubled  by  darkness,  that  I  could  have 
gone  to  sleep  best  in  the  midst  of  a  million  of  flaming  gas-lights. 
That  was  the  last  thought  I  had  before  I  went  off,  except  the  pre- 
vailing thought  that  I  should  not  be  able  to  get  to  sleep  at  all. 

I  dreamed  that  I  was  back  at  Penrith  again,  and  was  trying 
to  get  round  the  church,  which  had  altered  its  shape  very  much 
since  I  last  saw  it,  and  was  cloven  all  down  the  middle  of  the 
steej^le  in  a  most  singular  manner.  Why  I  wanted  to  get  round 
the  church,  I  don't  know ;  but  I  was  as  anxious  to  do  it  as  if  my 
life  depended  on  it.  Indeed,  I  believe  it  did,  in  the  dream.  For 
all  that,  I  could  not  get  round  the  church.  I  was  still  trying, 
when  I  came  against  it  with  a  violent  shock,  and  was  flung  out  of 
my  cot  against  the  ship's  siile.  Shrieks  and  a  territic  outcry 
struck  me  far  harder  than  the  bruising  timbers,  and  amidst  sounds 
of  grinding  and  crashing,  and  a  heavy  rushing  and  breaking  of 
water — sounds  I  understood  too  well — I  made  my  way  on  deck. 
It  was  not  an  easy  thing  to  do,  for  the  ship  heeled  over  fright- 
fully, and  was  beating  in  a  furious  manner. 

I  could  not  see  the  men  as  I  went  forward,  but  I  could  hear 
that  they  were  hauling  in  sail,  in  disorder.  I  had  my  trumpet  in 
my  hand,  and,  after  ilirecting  and  encouraging  them  in  this  till  it 
was  done,  I  hailed  first  John  Steadiman,  and  then  my  second 
mate,  Mr.  William  Rames.     Both  answered  clearly  and  steadily. 
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Kow,  I  had  practised  them  and  all  my  crew,  as  I  have  ever  made 
it  a  custom  to  practise  all  who  sail  with  me,  to  take  certain  sta- 
tions and  wait  my  orders,  in  case  of  any  unexpected  crisis.  When 
my  voice  was  heard  hailing,  and  their  voices  were  heard  answer- 
ing, I  was  aware,  through  all  the  noises  of  the  ship  and  sea,  and 
all  the  crying  of  the  passengers  below,  that  there  was  a  pause. 
'  Are  you  ready,  liames  V — '  Ay,  ay,  sir  !' — '  Then  light  up,  for 
God's  sake  !'  In  a  moment  he  and  another  were  burning  blue- 
lights,  and  the  ship  and  all  on  board  seemed  to  be  enclosed  in  a 
mist  of  light,  under  a  great  black  dome. 

The  light  shone  up  so  high  that  I  could  see  the  huge  Iceberg 
upon  which  we  had  struck,  cloven  at  the  top  and  down  the  middle, 
exactly  Hke  Penrith  Church  in  my  dream.  At  the  same  moment 
I  could  see  the  watch  la>t  relieved,  crowding  up  and  down  on 
deck;  I  could  see  Mrs.  Atherfield  and  Miss  Coleshaw  thrown 
about  on  the  top  of  the  companion  as  they  struggled  to  bring  the 
child  up  from  below ;  I  could  see  that  the  masts  were  going  with 
the  shock  and  the  beating  of  the  ship;  I  could  see  the  frightful 
breach  stove  in  on  the  starboard  side,  half  the  length  of  the  vessel, 
and  the  sheathing  and  timbers  spirting  up ;  I  could  see  that  the 
Cutter  was  disabled,  in  a  wreck  of  broken  fragments  ;  and  I  could 
see  every  eye  turned  upon  me.  It  is  my  belief  that  if  there  had 
been  ten  thousand  eyes  there,  I  should  have  seen  them  all,  with 
their  different  looks.  And  all  this  in  a  moment.  But  you  must 
consider  what  a  moment. 

I  saw  the  men,  as  they  looked  at  me,  fall  towards  their  ap- 
pointed stations,  like  good  men  and  true.  If  she  had  not  righted, 
they  could  have  done  very  little  there  or  anywhere  but  die — not 
that  it  is  little  for  a  man  to  die  at  his  post — I  mean  they  could 
have  done  nothing  to  save  the  passengers  and  themselves.  Hap- 
pily, however,  the  violence  of  the  shock  with  which  we  had  so  de- 
terminedly borne  down  direct  on  that  fatal  Iceberg,  as  if  it  had 
been  our  destination  instead  of  our  destruction,  had  so  smashed 
and  pounded  the  ship  that  she  got  off  in  this  same  instant  and 
righted.  I  did  not  want  the  carpenter  to  tell  me  she  was  filling 
and  going  down ;  I  could  see  and  hear  that.  I  gave  Eames  the 
wf»rd  to  lower  the  Long-boat  and  the  8urf-boat,  and  I  myself  told 
off  the  men  for  each  duty.  Is'ot  one  hung  back,  or  came  before 
the  other.  I  now  whispered  to  John  8teadiman,  '  John,  I  stand 
at  the  gangway  here,  to  see  every  soul  on  board  safe  over  the 
side.  You  shall  have  the  next  post  of  honour,  and  shall  be  the 
last  but  one  to  leave  the  ship.  Bring  up  the  passengers,  and 
range  them  behind  me ;  and  put  what  provision  and  water  you 
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can  get  at,  in  the  boats.  Cast  your  eye  for'ard,  John,  and  you'U 
see  you  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.' 

My  noble  fellows  got  the  boats  over  the  side  as  orderly  as  I 
ever  sav?  boats  lowered  with  any  sea  running,  and,  when  they 
were  launched,  two  or  three  of  the  nearest  men  in  them  as  they 
held  on,  rising  and  falling  with  the  swell,  called  out,  looking  up  at 
me,  '  Captain  Ravender,  if  anything  goes  wrong  with  us  and  you 
are  saved,  remember  we  stood  by  you  !' — '  We'll  all  stand  by  one 
another  ashore,  yet,  please  God,  my  ladsl'  says  I.  'Hold  on 
bravely,  and  be  tender  with  the  women.' 

The  women  were  an  example  to  us.  They  trembled  very 
much,  but  they  were  quiet  and  perfectly  collected.  '  Kiss  me, 
Captain  Ravender,'  says  ^Irs.  Athertield,  '  and  God  in  heaven 
bless  you,  you  good  man  !'  '  Mj  dear,'  says  I,  *  those  words  are 
better  for  nie  than  a  life-boat.'  I  held  her  child  in  my  arms  till 
she  was  in  the  boat,  and  then  kissed  the  child  and  handed  her 
*afe  down.  I  now  said  to  the  people  in  her,  '  You  have  got  your 
freight,  my  lads,  all  hut  me,  and  I  am  not  coming  yet  awhile. 
I'dli  away  from  the  ship,  and  keep  off !' 

That  was  the  Long-boat.  Old  Mr.  Rarx  was  one  of  her  com- 
plement, and  he  was  the  only  passenger  who  bad  greatly  mis- 
behaved since  the  ship  struck.  Others  had  been  a  little  wild, 
which  was  not  to  be  wondered  at,  and  not  very  blamable;  but. 
In*  liad  made  a  lamentation  and  uproar  which  it  was  dangerous 
for  the  people  to  hear,  as  there  is  always  contagion  in  weakness 
and  selHshness.  His  incessant  cry  had  been  that  he  must  not  be 
separated  from  the  child,  that  lie  couldn't  see  the  child,  and  that 
he  and  the  child  must  go  together.  He  had  even  tried  to  wrest 
the  child  out  of  my  anns,  that  he  might  keep  her  in  his.  '  Mr. 
Rarx,'  said  I  to  him  when  it  came  to  that,  '  I  have  a  loaded  pistol 
in  my  pocket ;  and  if  you  don't  stand  out  of  the  gangway,  and 
keep  perfectly  quiet,  I  shall  shoot  you  through  the  heart,  if  you 
have  got  one.'  Says  he,  '  You  won't  do  murder.  Captain  Raven- 
der !'  *  No,  sir,'  says  I,  '  1  won't  murder  forty-four  people  to 
humour  you,  but  I'll  shoot  you  to  save  them.'  After  that  he  was 
quiet,  and  stood  shivering  a  little  way  ofl',  until  I  named  him  to 
go  over  the  side. 

The  Long-boat  being  cast  off,  the  Surf-boat  was  soon  filled. 
There  only  remained  aboard  the  Golden  ^Liry,  John  Mullion  the 
man  who  had  kept  on  burning  the  blue-lights  (and  who  had  lighted 
every  new  one  at  every  old  one  before  it  went  out,  as  quietly  as  if 
he  had  been  at  an  illumination);  John  Steadiman;  and  myself. 
I  hurried  those  two  into  the  Surf-boat,  called  to  them  to  keep  off, 
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and  waited  with  a  grateful  and  relieved  heart  for  the  Long-boat 
to  come  and  take  me  in,  if  she  could.  I  looked  at  my  watch,  and 
it  showed  me,  by  the  blue-light,  ten  minutes  past  two.  They  lost 
no  time.  As  soon  as  she  was  near  enough,  I  swung  myself  in  to 
her,  and  called  to  the  men,  '  With  a  will,  lads !  [She's  reeling  !* 
We  were  not  an  inch  too  far  out  of  the  inner  vortex  of  her  going 
down,  when,  by  the  blue-light  which  John  jMullion  still  burnt  iu 
the  bow  of  the  Surf-boat,  we  saw  her  lurch,  and  plunge  to  the 
bottom  head-foremost.  The  child  cried,  weeping  wildly,  '  O  the 
dear  Golden  Mary  1  O  look  at  her  !  Save  her  !  Save  the  poor 
Golden  Isl&ry  !'  And  then  the  light  burnt  out,  and  the  black 
dome  seemed  to  come  down  upon  us. 

I  suppose  if  we  had  all  stood  a-top  of  a  mountain,  and  seen 
the  whole  remainder  of  the  world  sink  away  from  under  us,  we 
could  hardly  have  felt  more  shocked  and  solitary  than  we  did  when 
we  knew  we  were  alone  on  the  wide  ocean,  and  that  the  beautiful 
ship  in  which  most  of  us  had  been  securely  asleep  within  half  an 
hour  was  gone  for  ever.  There  was  an  awful  silence  in  our  boat, 
and  such  a  kind  of  palsy  on  the  rowers  and  the  man  at  the  rudder, 
that  I  felt  they  were  scarcely  keeping  her  before  the  sea.  I  spoke 
out  then,  and  said,  '  Let  every  one  here  thank  the  Lord  for  our 
preservation  ?  All  the  voices  answered  (even  the  child's),  '  We 
thank  the  Lord  !'  I  then  said  the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  all  hands 
said  it  after  me  with  a  solemn  murmuring.  Then  I  gave  the  word 
'  Cheerily,  0  men,  Cherrily  !'  and  I  felt  that  they  were  handling 
the  boat  again  as  a  boat  ought  to  be  handled. 

The  Surf-boat  now  burnt  another  blue-light  to  show  us  where 
they  were,  and  we  made  for  her,  and  laid  ourselves  as  nearly  along- 
side of  her  as  we  dared.  I  had  always  kept  my  boats  with  a  coil  or 
two  of  good  stout  stuff  in  each  of  them,  so  both  boats  had  a  rope  at 
hand.  We  made  a  shift,  with  much  labour  and  trouble,  to  get  near 
enough  to  one  another  to  divide  the  blue-lights  (they  were  no  use 
after  that  night,  for  the  sea-water  soon  got  at  them),  and  to  get  a 
tow-rope  out  between  us.  All  night  long  we  kept  together,  some- 
times obliged  to  cast  off  the  rope,  and  sometimes  getting  it  out 
again,  and  all  of  us  wearying  for  the  morning — which  ap[)eared  so 
long  in  coming  that  old  Mr.  Rarx  screamed  out,  in  spite  of  his 
fears  of  me,  '  Tlie  world  is  drawing  to  an  end,  and  the  smi  will 
never  rise  any  more  !' 

When  the  day  broke,  I  found  that  we  were  all  huddled  toge- 
ther in  a  miserable  manner.  We  were  deep  in  the  water;  being, 
as  I  found  on  mustering,  thirty-one  in  number,  or  at  least  six  too 
many.     In  the  Surf- boat  they  were  fourteen  in  number,  being  at 
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least  four  too  many.  The  first  thing  I  did,  was  to  get  myself 
j>assed  to  the  rudder — which  I  took  from  that  time — and  to  get 
Mrs.  Atherfield,  her  chihl,  and  ]\Iiss  Coleshaw,  passed  on  to  sit 
next  me.  As  to  old  Mr.  Ilarx,  I  put  him  in  the  bow,  as  far  from 
us  as  I  could.  And  I  put  some  of  the  best  men  near  us,  in  order 
that  if  I  should  drop,  there  might  be  a  skilful  hand  ready  to  take 
tlie  helm. 

Tlie  sea  moderating  as  the  sun  came  up,  though  the  sky  was 
cloudy  and  wild,  we  spoke  the  other  boat,  to  know  what  stores 
they  had,  and  to  overhaul  what  we  had.  I  had  a  compass  in  my 
pocket,  a  small  telescope,  a  double-barrelled  pistol,  a  knife,  and  a 
fire-box  and  matches.  Most  of  my  men  had  knives,  and  some  had 
a  little  tobacco  :  some,  a  pipe  as  well.  We  had  a  mug  among  us, 
and  an  iron  spoon.  As  to  provisions,  there  were  in  my  boat  two 
bags  of  biscuit,  one  piece  of  raw  beef,  one  piece  of  raw  pork,  a  bag 
of  coffee,  roasted  but  not  ground  (thrown  in,  I  imagine,  by  mistake, 
for  something  else),  two  small  casks  of  water,  and  about  half-a- 
gallon  of  rum  in  a  keg.  The  Surf-boat,  having  rather  more  rum 
than  we,  and  fewer  to  drink  it,  gave  us,  as  I  estimated,  another 
quart  into  our  keg.  In  return,  we  gave  them  three  double  hand- 
fuls  of  coffee,  tied  up  in  a  piece  of  a  handkerchief;  they  reported 
that  they  had  aboard  besides,  a  bag  of  biscuit,  a  piece  of  beef,  a 
small  cask  of  water,  a  small  box  of  lemons,  and  a  Dutch  cheese. 
It  took  a  long  tioie  to  make  these  exchanges,  and  they  were  not 
made  without  risk  to  both  parties;  the  sea  running  quite  high 
enough  to  make  our  approaching  near  to  one  another  very  hazard- 
ous. In  the  bundle  with  the  coffee,  I  conveyed  to  John  Steadiman 
(who  had  a  ship's  conipass  with  him),  a  paper  written  in  pencil, 
and  torn  from  my  pocket-book,  containing  the  course  I  meant  to 
steer,  in  the  hope  of  making  land,  or  being  picked  up  by  some 
vessel — I  say  in  the  hope,  though  I  had  little  hope  of  eitlior  de- 
liverance. I  then  sang  out  to  him,  so  as  all  might  hear,  that  if 
we  two  boats  could  live  or  die  together,  we  would ;  but,  that  if  we 
should  be  parted  by  the  weather,  and  ynn  company  no  more,  they 
should  have  our  prayers  and  blessings,  and  we  asked  for  theirs. 
"We  then  gave  them  three  cheers,  which  they  returned,  and  I  saw  the 
men's  heads  droop  in  both  boats  as  they  fell  to  their  oars  again. 

These  arrangements  had  occupied  the  general  attention  advan- 
tageously for  all,  though  (as  I  expressed  in  the  last  sentence)  they 
ended  in  a  sorrowful  feeling.  I  now  said  a  few  words  to  my  fellow- 
voyagers  on  tlie  subji'ct  of  the  small  stock  of  food  on  which  our 
lives  depended  if  they  were  preserved  from  the  great  deep,  and  on 
the  rigid  necessity  of  our  eking  it  out  in  the  most  Irugal  manner. 
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One  and  all  replied  that  whatever  allowance  I  thought  best  to  lay 
down  should  be  strictly  kept  to.  Wo  made  a  pair  (jf  scales  out  of 
a  thin  scrap  of  iron-plating  and  some  twine,  and  I  got  together 
for  weights  such  of  the  heaviest  buttons  among  us  as  I  calculated 
made  up  some  fraction  over  two  ounces.  This  was  the  allowance 
of  solid  food  served  out  once  a-day  to  each,  from  that  time  to  the 
end;  with  the  addition  of  a  coffee-berry,  or  sometimes  half  a  one, 
when  the  weather  was  very  fair,  for  breakfast.  We  had  nothing 
else  whatever,  but  half  a  pint  of  water  each  per  day,  and  sometimes, 
when  we  were  coldest  and  weakest,  a  teaspoonful  of  rum  each, 
served  out  as  a  dram,  I  know  how  learnedly  it  can  be  shown  that 
rum  is  poison,  but  I  also  know  that  in  this  case,  as  in  all  similar 
cases  I  have  ever  read  of — which  are  numerous — no  words  can  ex- 
press the  comfort  and  support  derived  from  it.  Nor  have  I  the 
least  doubt  that  it  saved  the  lives  of  far  more  than  half  our  num- 
ber. Having  mentioned  half  a  pint  of  water  as  our  daily  allowance, 
I  ought  to  observe  that  sometimes  we  had  less,  and  sometimes  we 
had  more ;  for,  much  rain  fell,  and  we  caught  it  in  a  canvas 
stretched  for  the  purpose. 

Thus,  at  that  tempestuous  time  of  the  year,  and  in  that  tem- 
pestuous part  of  the  world,  we  shipwrecked  people  rose  and  fell 
with  the  waves.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  relate  (if  I  can  avoid  it) 
such  circumstances  appertaining  to  our  doleful  condition  as  have 
been  better  told  in  many  other  narratives  of  the  kind  than  I  can 
be  expected  to  tell  them.  I  will  only  note,  in  so  many  passing 
words,  that  day  after  day  and  night  after  night,  we  received  the 
sea  upon  our  backs  to  prevent  it  from  swamping  the  boat ;  that 
one  party  was  always  kept  baling,  and  that  every  hat  and  cap 
among  us  soon  got  worn  out,  though  patched  up  fifty  times,  as  the 
only  vessels  we  had  for  that  service  ;  that  another  party  lay  down 
in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  while  a  third  rowed ;  and  that  we  were 
soon  all  in  boils  and  blisters  and  rags. 

The  other  boat  was  a  source  of  such  anxious  interest  to  all  of 
us  that  I  used  to  wonder  whether,  if  we  were  saved,  the  time 
could  ever  come  when  the  survivors  in  this  boat  of  ours  could  be 
at  all  indifferent  to  the  fortunes  of  the  survivors  in  that.  We  got 
out  a  tow-rope  whenever  the  weather  permitted,  but  that  did  not 
often  happen,  and  how  we  two  parties  kept  within  the  same  hori- 
zon, as  we  did.  He,  who  mercifully  permitted  it  to  be  so  for  our 
consolation,  only  knows,  I  never  shall  forget  the  looks  with  which, 
when  the  morning  light  came,  we  used  to  gaze  about  us  over  the 
stormy  waters,  for  the  other  boat.  We  once  parted  company  for 
■eventy-two  hours,  and  we  believed  them  to  have  gone  down,  aa 
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they  did  us.  The  joy  on  both  sides  when  we  came  within  view  of 
one  another  again,  had  something  in  a  manner  Divine  in  it ;  each 
was  so  lorgetful  of  indivi(hial  suffering,  in  tears  of  dehght  and 
sympathy  for  the  people  in  the  other  boat, 

1  have  been  wanting  to  get  round  to  the  indiviilual  or  personal 
part  of  my  subject,  as  I  call  it,  and  the  foregoing  incident  puts 
me  in  the  right  way.  The  patience  and  good  disposition  aboard 
of  us,  was  wonderful.  I  was  not  surprised  by  it  in  the  women ; 
for  all  men  bom  of  women  know  wliat  great  qualities  they  will 
show  when  men  will  fail ;  but,  I  own  1  was  a  little  surprised  by 
it  in  some  of  the  men.  Among  one-and-thirty  people  assembled 
at  the  best  of  times,  there  will  usually,  I  should  say,  be  two  or 
three  uncertain  tempers.  I  knew  that  I  had  more  than  one 
rough  temper  with  me  among  my  own  people,  for  I  had  chosen 
those  for  the  Long-boat  that  I  might  have  them  under  my  eye. 
Uut,  they  softened  under  their  misery,  and  were  as  considerate 
of  the  ladies,  and  as  compassionate  of  the  child,  as  the  best 
among  us,  or  among  men — they  could  not  have  been  more  so.  I 
heard  scarcely  any  conijilaining.  The  party  lying  down  would 
moan  a  good  deal  in  their  sleep,  and  I  would  often  notice  a  man 
— not  always  the  same  man,  it  is  to  be  understood,  but  nearly  all 
of  them  at  one  time  or  other — sitting  moaning  at  his  oar,  or  in 
his  place,  as  he  looked  mistily  over  the  sea.  When  it  happened 
to  be  long  before  I  could  catch  his  eye,  he  would  go  on  moaning 
all  the  time  in  the  dismallest  manner ;  but,  when  our  looks  met,  he 
would  brighten  and  leave  off.  I  almost  always  got  the  impression 
that  he  did  not  know  what  sound  he  had  been  makmg,  but  that 
he  thought  he  had  been  humming  a  tune. 

Our  sufferings  from  cold  and  wet  were  far  greater  than  our 
■suffi'rings  from  hunger.  We  managed  to  keep  the  child  warm  ;  but, 
1  doubt  if  any  one  else  among  us  ever  was  warm  for  live  minutes 
together;  and  the  shivering,  and  the  chattering  of  teeth,  were  sad 
to  hear.  The  child  cried  a  little  at  first  for  her  lost  playfellow, 
the  Golden  Mary;  but  hardly  ever  whimpered  afterwards;  and 
when  the  state  ot  the  weather  made  it  possiblt.  she  used  now  and 
then  to  be  held  up  in  the  arms  of  some  of  us,  to  look  over  the  sea 
for  John  Steadiman's  boat.  I  see  the  golden  hair  and  the  inno- 
cent face  now,  between  me  and  the  driving  clouds,  like  an  angel 
giving  to  Hy  away. 

It  had  iiappened  on  the  second  day,  towards  night,  that  Mrs. 
Athertield,  in  getting  Little  Lucy  to  sleep,  sang  her  a  song.  She 
had  a  soft,  melodious  voice,  and,  when  she  hail  finished  it,  our 
piople  up  and  begged  for  another.     She  sang  them  another,  and 
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after  it  had  fallen  dark  ended  with  the  Evening  Hymn.  From 
that  time,  whenever  anything  could  be  heard  above  the  sea  and 
wind,  and  while  she  had  any  voice  left,  nothing  would  serve  the 
people  but  that  she  should  sing  at  sunset.  She  always  did,  and 
always  ended  with  the  Evening  Hymn.  We  mostly  took  up  the 
last  line,  and  shed  tears  when  it  was  done,  but  not  miserably.  We 
had  a  prayer  night  and  morning,  also,  when  the  weather  allowed 
of  it. 

Twelve  nights  and  eleven  days  we  had  been  driving  in  the 
boat,  when  old  Mr.  Rarx  began  to  be  delirious,  and  to  cry  out  to 
me  to  throw  the  gold  overboard  or  it  would  sink  us,  and  we  should 
all  be  lost.  For  days  past  the  child  had  been  declining,  and  that 
was  the  great  cause  of  his  wildness.  He  had  been  over  and  over 
again  shrieldng  out  to  me  to  give  her  all  the  remaining  meat,  to 
give  her  all  the  remaining  rum,  to  save  her  at  any  cost,  or  we  should 
all  be  ruined.  At  this  time,  she  lay  in  her  mother's  arms  at  my 
feet.  One  of  her  little  hands  was  almost  always  creeping  about 
her  mother's  neck  or  chin.  I  had  watched  the  wasting  of  the 
little  hand,  and  I  knew  it  was  nearly  over. 

The  old  man's  cries  were  so  discordant  with  the  mother's  love 
and  submission,  that  I  called  out  to  him  in  an  angry  voice,  unless 
he  held  his  peace  on  the  instant,  I  vrould  order  him  to  be  knocked 
on  the  head  and  thrown  overboard.  He  was  mute  then,  until  the 
child  died,  very  peacefully,  an  liour  afterwards :  which  was  known 
to  all  in  the  boat  by  tlie  mother's  breaking  out  hito  lamentations 
for  the  first  time  since  the  wreck — for,  she  had  great  fortitude 
and  constancy,  though  she  was  a  little  gentle  woman.  Old  Mr. 
Karx  then  became  quite  ungovernable,  tearing  what  rags  he  had 
on  him,  raging  in  imprecations,  and  calling  to  me  that  if  I  had 
thrown  the  gold  overboard  (always  the  gold  with  him  !)  I  might 
have  saved  the  child,  '  And  now,'  says  he,  in  a  terrible  voice,  '  we 
shall  founder,  and  all  go  to  the  Devil,  for  our  sins  will  sink  us, 
when  we  have  no  irnocent  child  to  bear  us  up!'  We  so  discovered 
with  amazement,  that  this  old  wretch  had  only  cared  for  the  life 
of  the  pretty  little  creature  dear  to  all  of  us,  because  of  the  in- 
fluence he  superstitiously  hoped  she  might  have  in  preserving 
him  1  Altogether  it  was  too  much  for  the  smith  or  armourer, 
who  was  sitting  next  the  old  man,  to  bear.  He  took  him  by  the 
throat  and  rolled  him  under  the  thwarts,  where  he  lay  still  enough 
for  hours  afterwards. 

All  that  thirteenth  night.  Miss  Coleshaw,  lying  across  my 
knees  as  I  kept  the  helm,  comfurted  and  supported  the  poor 
mother.     Her  child,  covered  with  a  pea-jacket  of  mine,  lay  in 
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her  lap.  It  troubled  me  all  night  to  think  that  there  was  no 
Prayer-Book  among  us,  and  that  I  could  remember  but  very 
few  of  the  exact  words  of  the  burial  service.  When  1  stood  up 
at  broad  day,  all  knew  what  was  going  to  be  done,  and  I  noticed 
that  my  poc^r  fellows  made  the  motion  of  uncovering  their  heads, 
thongli  tlieir  heads  had  been  stark  bare  to  the  sky  and  sea  for 
many  a  weary  hour.  There  was  a  long  heavy  swell  on,  but  other- 
wise it  was  a  fair  morning,  and  there  were  brcjad  fields  of  sun- 
light on  the  waves  in  the  east.  I  said  no  more  than  this  :  '  I  am 
the  Resurrection  and  the  Life,  saith  the  Lord.  He  raised  the 
daughter  of  Jairus  the  ruler,  and  said  she  was  not  dead  but  slept. 
He  raised  the  widow's  son.  He  arose  Himself,  and  was  seen  of 
many.  He  loved  little  children,  saying,  Sufl'er  them  to  come  imto 
Me  and  rebuke  them  not,  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 
In  His  name,  my  friends,  and  committed  to  His  merciful  good- 
ness !'  Witli  those  words  1  laid  my  rough  face  softly  on  the  placid 
little  forehead,  and  buried  the  Golden  Lucy  in  the  grave  of  the 
Golden  jNIary. 

Having  had  it  on  my  mind  to  relate  the  end  of  this  dear  little 
child,  1  have  omitted  something  from  its  exact  place,  which  I  will 
supply  here.      It  will  come  quite  as  well  here  as  anywhere  else. 

Foreseeing  that  if  the  boat  lived  through  the  stormy  weather, 
the  time  must  come,  and  soon  come,  when  we  should  have  abso- 
solutely  no  morsel  to  eat,  I  had  one  momentous  point  often  in  my 
thoughts.  Although  1  had,  years  before  that,  fully  satisfied  my- 
self that  the  instances  in  which  human  beings  in  the  last  distress 
have  fed  upon  each  other,  are  exceedingly  few,  and  have  very 
seldom  indeed  (if  ever)  occurred  when  the  people  in  distress,  how- 
ever dreadful  their  extremity,  have  been  accustomed  to  moderate 
forbearance  and  restraint;  I  say,  though  I  had  long  before  quite 
satisfied  my  mind  on  this  topic,  I  felt  doubtful  whether  there 
might  not  have  been  in  former  cases  some  harm  and  danger  from 
keeping  it  out  of  sight  and  pretending  not  to  think  of  it.  I  felt 
doubtful  wiietlier  some  minds,  growing  weak  with  fasting  and  ex- 
posure and  having  such  a  terrific  idea  to  dwell  upi)n  in  secret, 
might  not  magnify  it  until  it  got  to  have  an  awful  attraction 
about  it.  'JIlis  was  not  a  new  thought  of  mine,  for  it  had  grown 
out  of  my  reaiiing.  However,  it  came  over  me  stronger  than  it 
had  ever  done  before — as  it  had  reason  for  doing — in  the  boat, 
and  on  the  fourth  day  I  decided  that  I  would  bring  out  into  the 
light  that  uid'ormed  fear  which  must  have  been  more  or  less 
darkly  in  every  brain  among  us.  Therefore,  as  a  means  of  be- 
guiling the  time  and  inspiring  hope,  1  gave  them  the  best  sum- 
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mary  ia  my  power  of  Bligh's  voyage  of  more  than  three  thousand 
miles,  in  an  open  boat,  after  the  Mutiny  of  the  Bounty,  and  of  the 
wonderful  preservation  of  that  boat's  crew.  They  listened  through- 
out with  great  interest,  and  I  concluded  by  telling  them,  that,  in 
my  opinion,  the  happiest  circumstance  in  the  whole  narrative  was, 
that  Bligh,  who  was  no  delicate  man  either,  had  solemnly  placed 
it  on  record  therein  that  he  was  sure  and  certain  that  under  no 
conceivable  circumstances  wliatever  would  that  emaciated  party, 
who  had  gone  through  all  the  pains  of  famine,  have  jjreyed  on 
one  another.  I  cannot  describe  the  visible  relief  which  this  spread 
through  the  boat,  and  how  the  tears  stood  in  every  eye.  From 
that  time  I  was  as  well  convinced  as  Bligh  himself  that  there  was 
no  danger,  and  that  t\\\-<  phantom,  at  any  rate,  did  not  haunt  us. 

Now,  it  was  a  part  of  Bligh's  experience  that  when  the  people 
in  his  bf)at  were  most  ca^t  down,  nothing  did  them  so  much  good 
as  hearing  a  story  told  by  one  of  their  number.  When  I  men- 
tioned that,  I  saw  that  it  struck  the  general  attention  as  much  as 
it  did  my  own,  for  I  had  not  thought  of  it  until  I  came  to  it  in 
my  summary.  Ttus  was  on  the  day  after  j\Irs.  Atherfield  first 
sang  to  us.  I  proposed  that,  whenever  the  weather  would  permit, 
we  should  have  a  story  two  hours  after  dinner  (I  always  issued 
the  allowance  I  have  mentioned  at  one  o'clock,  and  called  it  by 
that  name),  as  well  as  our  song  at  sunset.  The  proposal  was 
received  with  a  cheerful  satisfaction  that  warmed  my  heart  within 
me;  and  I  do  not  say  too  much  when  I  say  that  those  two  periods 
in  the  four-and-twenty  hours  were  expected  with  positive  jjleasure, 
and  were  really  enjoyed  by  all  hands.  Spectres  as  we  soon  were 
in  our  bodily  wasting,  our  imaginations  did  not  perish  like  the 
gross  flesh  upon  our  bones.  Music  and  Adventure,  two  of  the  great 
gifts  of  Providence  to  mankind,  could  charm  us  long  after  that 
was  lost. 

The  wind  was  almost  always  against  us  after  the  second  day; 
and  for  many  days  together  we  could  not  nearly  hold  our  own. 
We  had  all  varieties  of  bad  weather.  "We  had  rain,  hail,  snow, 
wind,  mist,  thunder  and  lightning.  Still  the  boats  lived  through 
the  heav^y  seas,  and  still  we  perishing  people  rose  and  fell  with, 
the  great  waves. 

Sixteen  nights  and  fifteen  days,  twenty  nights  and  nineteen 
days,  twenty-four  nights  and  twenty-three  days.  So  the  time 
went  on.  Disheartening  as  I  knew  that  our  progress,  or  want 
of  progress,  must  be,  I  never  deceived  them  as  to  my  calculations 
of  it.  In  the  first  piai;e,  I  felt  that  we  were  all  too  near  eternity 
lor  deceit ;  in  the  second  place,  1  knew  that  if  I  failed,  or  died. 
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the  man  wlio  followed  me  miast  have  a  knowledge  of  the  tme 
state  of  things  to  begin  upon.  When  I  told  them  at  noon,  what 
I  reckoned  we  had  made  or  lost,  they  generally  received  what  I 
said  in  a  tranquil  and  resigned  manner,  and  always  gratefully 
towards  me.  It  was  not  unusual  at  any  time  of  the  day  for  some 
one  to  burst  out  weeping  loudly  without  any  new  cause ;  and, 
when  the  burst  was  over,  to  calm  down  a  little  better  than  be- 
fore.    I  had  seen  exactly  the  same  thing  in  a  house  of  mourn- 

ing- 

During  the  whole  of  this  time,  old  Mr.  Rarx  had  had  his  fits 
of  callhig  out  to  me  to  throw  the  gold  (always  the  gold !)  over- 
board, and  of  heaping  violent  reproaches  upon  me  for  not  having 
saved  the  child ;  but  now,  the  food  being  all  gone,  and  I  having 
nothing  left  to  serve  out  but  a  bit  of  coffee-berry  now  and  then, 
he  began  to  be  too  weak  to  do  this,  and  consequently  fell  silent. 
Mrs.  Atherfield  and  Miss  Coleshaw  generally  lay,  each  with  an 
arm  across  one  of  my  knees,  and  her  head  ujion  it.  They  never 
conq^lained  at  all.  Up  to  the  time  of  her  child's  death,  Mrs. 
Atherfield  had  bound  up  her  own  beautiful  hair  every  day ;  and 
I  took  particular  notice  that  this  was  always  before  she  sang 
her  song  at  night,  when  every  one  looked  at  her.  But  she  never 
did  it  after  the  loss  of  her  darling ;  and  it  would  have  been  now 
all  tangled  Avith  dirt  and  wet,  but  that  Miss  Coleshaw  was  careful 
of  it  long  after  she  was  herself,  and  would  sometimes  smooth  it 
down  with  her  weak  thin  hands. 

We  were  past  mustering  a  story  now ;  but  one  day,  at  about 
this  period,  I  reverted  to  the  superstition  of  old  Mr.  ilarx,  con- 
cerning the  Golden  Lucy,  and  told  them  that  nothing  vanished 
from  the  eye  of  God,  though  much  might  pass  away  from  the 
eyes  of  men.  '  We  were  all  of  us,'  says  I,  'children  once;  and 
our  baby  feet  have  strolled  in  green  woods  ashore ;  and  our  baby 
hands  have  gathered  flowers  in  gardens,  where  the  birds  were 
singing.  The  children  that  we  were,  are  not  lost  to  the  great 
knowledge  of  our  Creator.  Those  innocent  creatures  will  appear 
with  us  before  Him,  and  plead  for  us.  What  we  were  in  the  best 
time  of  our  generous  youth  will  arise  and  go  with  us  too.  The 
purest  part  of  our  lives  will  not  desert  us  at  the  j)ass  to  which 
all  of  us  here  present  are  gliding.  What  we  were  then,  will  be  as 
much  in  existence  before  Him,  as  what  Ave  are  now.'  They  were 
no  less  cojr.forted  by  tliis  consideration,  than  I  was  myself;  and 
]\liss  Coleshaw,  drawing  my  ear  nearer  to  her  lips,  said,  '  Captain 
Ravender,  I  was  on  my  Avay  to  marry  a  disgraced  and  broken 
man,  whom  I  dearly  loved  when  he  was  honourable  and  good. 
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Your  words  seem  to  have  come  out  of  my  own  poor  heart.'  She 
pressed  my  hand  upon  it,  smiling. 

Twenty- seven  nights  and  twenty-six  days.  We  were  in  no 
want  of  rain-water,  but  we  had  nothing  else.  And  yet,  even 
now,  I  never  turned  my  eyes  upon  a  waking  face  but  it  tried  to 
brighten  before  mine.  0,  what  a  thing  it  is,  in  a  time  of  danger 
and  in  the  presence  of  death,  the  shining  of  a  face  upon  a  face  ! 
1  have  heard  it  broached  that  orders  should  be  given  in  great 
new  ships  by  electric  telegraph.  I  admire  machinery  as  much  as 
any  man,  and  am  as  thankful  to  it  as  any  man  can  be  for  what  it 
does  for  us.  But  it  will  never  be  a  substitute  for  the  face  of  a 
man,  with  his  soul  in  it,  encouraging  another  man  to  be  brave 
and  true.  Never  try  it  for  that.  It  will  break  down  like  a 
straw. 

I  now  began  to  remark  certain  changes  in  myself  which  I  did 
not  like.  They  caused  me  much  disquiet.  I  often  saw  the  Golden 
Lucy  in  the  air  above  the  boat.  I  often  saw  her  I  have  spoken 
of  before,  sitting  beside  me.  I  saw  the  Golden  Mary  go  doAvn,  as 
she  really  had  gone  down,  twenty  times  in  a  day.  And  yet  the 
sea  was  mostly,  to  my  thinking,  not  sea  neither,  but  moving 
country  and  extraordinary  mountainous  regions,  the  like  of  which 
have  never  been  beheld.  I  felt  it  time  to  leave  my  last  words 
regarding  John  Steadiman,  in  case  any  Hps  should  last  out  to 
repeat  them  to  any  living  ears.  I  said  that  John  had  told  me 
(as  he  had  on  deck)  that  he  had  sung  out  '  Breakers  ahead !'  the 
instant  they  were  audible,  and  had  tried  to  wear  ship,  but  she 
struck  before  it  could  be  done.  (His  cry,  I  dare  say,  had  made 
my  dream.)  I  said  that  the  circumstances  were  altogether  with- 
out warning,  and  out  of  any  course  that  could  have  been  guarded 
against ;  that  the  same  loss  would  have  happened  if  I  had  been 
in  charge ;  and  that  John  was  not  to  blame,  but  from  first  to  last 
had  done  his  duty  nobly,  like  the  man  he  was.  I  tried  to  write 
it  down  in  my  pocket-book,  but  could  make  no  words,  though  I 
knew  what  the  words  were  that  I  wanted  to  make.  When  it  had 
come  to  that,  her  hands — though  she  was  dead  so  long — laid  me 
down  gently  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  and  she  and  the  Golden 
Lucy  swung  me  to  sleep. 

All  that  follows,  was  written  hy  John  Steadiman,  Chief  Mate : 

On  the  twenty-sixth  day  after  the  foundering  of  the  Golden 
Mary  at  sea,  I,  John  Steadiman,  was  sitting  in  my  place  in  the 
stem-sheets  of  the  Surf-boat,  with  just  sense  enough  left  in  me 

0 
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to  steer — that  is  to  say,  with  my  eyes  strained,  wide-awake,  over 
the  bows  of  the  boat,  and  my  brains  fast  asleep  and  dreaming — 
when  I  was  roused  upon  a  sudden  by  our  second  mate,  Mr.  William 
Eames. 

'  Let  me  take  a  spell  in  your  place,'  says  he.  *  And  look  you 
out  for  the  Long-boat  astern.  The  last  time  she  rose  on  the 
crest  of  a  wave,  I  thought  I  made  out  a  signal  flying  aboard 
her.' 

We  shifted  our  places,  clumsily  and  slowly  enough,  for  we 
were  both  of  us  weak  and  dazed  with  wet,  cold,  and  hunger.  I 
waited  some  time,  watching  the  heavy  rollers  astern,  before  the 
Long-boat  rose  a-top  of  one  of  them  at  the  same  time  with  us. 
At  last,  she  was  heaved  up  for  a  moment  well  in  view,  and  there, 
sure  enough,  was  the  signal  flying  aboard  of  her — a  strip  of  rag 
of  some  sort,  rigged  to  an  oar,  and  hoisted  in  her  bows, 

'  What  does  it  mean  ?'  says  Ranies  to  me  in  a  quavering, 
trembling  sort  of  voice.     '  Do  they  signal  a  sail  in  sight  V 

'  Hush,  for  God's  sake  !'  says  I,  clapping  my  hand  over  bis 
mouth.  '  Don't  let  the  people  hear  you.  They'll  all  go  mad 
together  if  we  mislead  them  about  that  signal.  Wait  a  bit,  till 
I  have  another  look  at  it.' 

1  held  on  by  him,  for  he  had  set  me  all  of  a  tremble  with  his 
notion  of  a  sail  in  sight,  and  watched  for  the  Long-boat  again. 
Up  she  rose  on  the  top  of  another  roller.  I  made  out  the  signal 
clearly,  that  second  time,  and  saw  that  it  was  rigged  half-mast 
high. 

'  Rames,'  says  I,  '  it's  a  signal  of  distress.  Pass  the  word 
forward  to  keep  her  before  the  sea,  and  no  more.  We  must  get 
the  Long-boat  within  hailing  distance  of  us,  as  soon  as  pust-ible.' 

I  dropped  down  into  my  old  })lace  at  the  tiller  without  another 
word — for  the  thought  went  through  me  like  a  knife  that  some- 
thing had  happened  to  Captain  Kavender.  I  should  consider  my- 
self unworthy  to  write  another  line  of  this  statement,  if  I  had  not 
made  up  my  mind  to  speak  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing 
but  the  truth — and  I  must,  therefore,  confess  plainly  that  now,  for 
the  first  time,  my  heart  sank  within  me.  This  weakness  on  my 
part  was  produced  in  some  degree,  as  I  take  it,  by  the  exhausting 
effects  of  previous  anxiety  and  grief. 

Our  provisions — if  I  may  give  that  name  to  what  we  had  left 
— were  reduced  to  the  rind  of  one  lemon  and  about  a  couple  of 
handsfuU  of  coffee-berries.  Besides  these  groat  distresses,  caused 
by  the  death,  the  danger,  and  the  suffering  among  my  crew  and 
passengers,  I  had  had  a  httle  distress  of  my  own  to  shake  me 
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Btill  more,  in  the  death  of  the  child  whom  I  had  got  to  be  very 
fond  of  on  the  voyage  out — so  fond  that  I  was  secretly  a  little 
jealous  of  her  being  taken  in  the  Long-boat  instead  of  mine  when 
the  ship  foundered.  It  used  to  be  a  great  coLitort  to  me,  and  I 
think  to  those  with  me  also,  after  we  had  seen  the  last  of  the 
Golden  Mary,  to  see  the  Golden  Lucy,  held  up  by  the  men  in  the 
Long-boat,  when  the  weather  allowed  it,  as  the  best  and  brightest 
sight  they  had  to  show.  Sfie  looked,  at  the  distance  we  saw  her 
from,  almost  like  a  little  white  bird  in  the  air.  To  miss  her  for 
the  first  time,  when  the  weather  lulled  a  little  again,  and  we  all 
looked  out  for  our  white  bird  and  looked  in  vain,  was  a  sore 
disappointiuent.  To  see  the  men's  heads  bowed  down  and  the 
captain's  hand  pointing  into  the  sea  when  we  hailed  the  Long- 
boat, a  few  days  after,  gave  me  as  heavy  a  shock  and  as  sharp 
a  pang  of  heartache  to  bear  as  ever  I  remember  suffering  in  all 
my  life.  I  only  mention  these  things  to  show  that  if  I  did  give 
way  a  little  at  first,  under  the  dread  that  our  captain  was  lost  to 
us,  it  was  not  without  having  been  a  good  deal  shaken  before- 
hand by  more  trials  of  one  sort  or  another  than  often  fall  to  one 
man's  share. 

I  had  got  over  the  choking  in  my  throat  with  the  help  of  a 
drop  of  water,  and  had  steadied  my  mind  again  so  as  to  be  pre- 
pared against  ttie  worst,  when  I  heard  the  hail  (Lord  help  the  poor 
fellows,  how  weak  it  sounded  !) — 

'  Surf-b"at,  ahoy  !' 

I  lo'ikcd  up,  and  there  were  our  companions  in  misfortune 
tossing  abreast  of  us ;  not  so  near  that  we  could  make  out  the 
features  of  any  of  them,  but  near  enough,  with  some  exertion  for 
people  in  our  condition,  to  make  their  voices  heard  in  the  intervals 
when  the  wind  was  weakest. 

I  answered  the  hail,  and  waited  a  bit,  and  heard  nothing,  and 
then  sung  out  the  captain's  name.  The  voice  that  replied  did  not 
sound  likt'  his ;   the  words  that  reached  us  were  : 

*  Cliief-rnate  wanted  on  board  !' 

Every  man  of  my  crew  knew  what  that  meant  as  well  as  I 
did.  As  second  officer  in  command,  there  could  be  but  one  reason 
for  wanting  me  on  board  the  Long-boat.  A  groan  went  all  round 
us,  and  my  men  looked  darkly  in  each  other's  faces,  and  whispered 
imder  their  breaths : 

'The  captain  is  dead  !' 

I  cunmianded  them  to  be  silent,  and  not  to  make  too  sure  of 
bad  new,-,  at  such  a  pass  as  things  had  now  come  to  with  us. 
Then,  liaiUng  the  Long-boat,  I  signified  that  I  was  ready  to  go 
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on  board  when  the  weather  would  let  me — stopped  a  bit  to  draw 
a  good  lung  breath — and  then  called  out  as  loud  as  I  could  the 
dreadful  question : 

'  Is  the  captain  dead  ?' 

The  black  figures  of  three  or  four  men  in  the  after-part  of  the 
Long-boat  all  stooped  down  together  as  my  voice  reached  them. 
They  were  lost  to  view  for  about  a  minute ;  then  appeared  again 
— one  man  among  them  was  held  up  on  his  feet  by  the  rest,  and 
he  hailed  back  the  blessed  words  (a  very  faint  hope  went  a  very 
long  way  with  people  in  our  desperate  situation)  :   '  Not  yet !' 

The  relief  felt  by  me,  and  by  all  with  me,  when  we  knew  that 
our  captain,  though  unfitted  for  duty,  was  not  lost  to  us,  it  is  not 
in  words — at  least,  not  in  such  words  as  a  man  like  me  can  com- 
/iiand — to  express,  I  did  my  best  to  cheer  the  men  by  telling 
them  what  a  good  sign  it  was  that  we  were  not  as  badly  off  yet 
as  we  had  feared ;  and  then  communicated  what  instructions  1 
had  to  give,  to  William  Eames,  Avho  was  to  be  left  in  command 
in  my  place  when  I  took  charge  of  the  Long-boat.  After  that, 
there  was  nothing  to  be  done,  but  to  wait  for  the  chance  of  the 
wind  dropping  at  sunset,  and  the  sea  going  down  afterwards, 
so  as  to  enable  our  weak  crews  to  lay  the  two  boats  alongside  of 
each  other,  without  undue  risk  —  or,  to  put  it  plainer,  without 
saddlhig  ourselves  with  the  necessity  for  any  extraordinary  ex- 
ertion of  strength  or  skill.  Both  the  one  and  the  other  had  now 
been  starved  out  of  us  for  days  and  days  together. 

At  sunset  the  wind  suddenly  dro})ped,  but  the  sea,  which  had 
been  running  liigh  for  so  long  a  time  past,  took  hours  after  that 
before  it  showed  any  signs  of  getting  to  rest.  The  moon  was 
shining,  the  sky  was  wonderfully  clear,  and  it  could  not  have 
been,  according  to  my  calculations,  far  off  midnight,  when  the 
long,  slow,  regular  swell  of  the  calming  ocean  fairly  set  in,  and 
I  took  the  responsibility  of  lessening  the  distance  between  the 
Long-boat  and  ourselves. 

It  was,  I  dare  say,  a  delusion  of  mine ;  but  I  thought  I  had 
never  seen  the  moon  shine  so  white  and  ghastly  anywhere,  either 
at  sea  or  on  land,  as  she  shone  that  night  while  we  were  ap- 
proaching our  companions  in  misery.  When  there  was  not  much 
more  than  a  boat's  length  between  us,  and  the  white  light  streamed 
cold  anil  clear  over  all  our  faces,  both  crews  rested  on  their  oars 
with  one  great  shmlder,  and  stared  over  the  gunwale  of  either 
boat,  panic-stricken  at  the  first  sight  of  each  other. 

'Any  lives  lost  among  youf  I  asked,  in  the  midst  of  that 
frightful  silence. 
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The  men  in  the  Long-boat  huddled  together  like  sheep  at  the 
sound  of  my  voice. 

'  None  yet,  but  the  child,  thanks  be  to  God !'  answered  one 
among  them. 

And  at  the  sound  of  his  voice,  all  my  men  shrank  together 
like  the  men  in  the  Long-boat.  1  was  afraid  to  let  the  horror 
produced  by  our  first  meeting  at  close  quarters  after  the  dreadful 
changes  that  wet,  cold,  and  famine  had  produced,  last  one  moment 
longer  than  could  be  helped ;  so,  without  giving  time  for  any 
more  questions  and  answers,  I  commanded  the  men  to  lay  the 
two  boats  close  alongside  of  each  other.  AVlien  I  rose  up  and 
committed  the  tiller  to  the  hands  of  Rames,  all  my  poor  fellow8 
raised  their  white  faces  imploringly  to  mine.  '  Don't  leave  us, 
sir,'  they  said,  '  don't  leave  ns.'  '  I  leave  you,'  says  I,  '  under  the 
command  and  the  guidance  of  Mr.  "William  Rames,  as  good  a 
sailor  as  I  am,  and  as  trusty  and  kind  a  man  as  ever  stepped. 
Do  your  duty  by  him,  as  you  have  Hone  it  by  me ;  and  remember 
to  the  last,  that  while  there  is  life  there  is  hope.  God  bless  and 
help  you  all !'  "With  those  words  I  collected  what  strength  I  had 
left,  caught  at  two  arms  that  were  held  out  to  me,  and  so  got 
from  the  stern -sheets  of  one  boat  into  the  stern -sheets  of  the 
other. 

*  Mind  where  you  step,  sir,'  whispered  one  of  the  men  who 
had  helped  me  into  the  Long-boat.  1  looked  down  as  he  spoke. 
Three  figures  were  huddled  up  below  me,  with  the  moonshine 
falling  on  them  in  ragged  streaks  through  the  gaps  between  the 
men  standing  or  sitting  above  them.  The  first  face  I  made  out 
was  the  face  of  Miss  Coleshaw,  her  eyes  were  wide  open  and 
fixed  on  me.  She  seemed  still  to  keep  her  senses,  and,  by  the 
alternate  parting  and  closing  of  her  lips,  to  be  trying  to  speak, 
but  I  could  not  hear  that  she  uttered  a  single  word.  On  her 
shoulder  rested  the  head  of  Mrs.  Atherfield.  The  mother  of  our 
poor  little  Golden  Lucy  must,  I  think,  have  been  dreaming  of  the 
child  she  had  lost;  for  there  was  a  faint  smile  just  ruQling  the 
white  stillness  of  her  face,  when  I  first  saw  it  turned  upward, 
with  peaceful  closed  eyes  towards  the  heavens.  From  her,  I 
looked  down  a  little,  and  there,  with  his  head  on  her  lap,  and 
with  one  of  her  hands  resting  tenderly  on  his  cheek — there  lay 
the  Captain,  to  whose  help  and  guidance,  up  to  this  miserable 
time,  we  had  never  looked  in  vain, — there,  worn  out  at  last  in 
our  service,  and  for  our  sakes,  lay  the  best  and  bravest  man  of 
all  our  company,  I  stole  my  hand  in  gently  through  his  clothe.' 
and  laid  it  on  his  heart,  and  felt  a  little  feeble  warmth  over  it, 
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though  my  cold  dulled  touch  could  not  detect  even  the  faintest 
beating.  The  two  men  in  the  stiM'u-sheets  with  me,  noticing  what 
I  was  doing — knowing  I  loved  him  like  a  brother — and  seeing,  I 
suppose,  more  distress  in  my  face  than  I  myself  was  conscious  of 
its  showing,  lost  command  over  themselves  altogether,  and  burst 
into  a  piteous  moaning,  sobbing  lamentation  over  hira.  One  of 
the  two  drew  aside  a  jacket  from  his  feet,  and  showed  me  that 
they  were  bare,  except  where  a  wet,  ragged  strip  of  stocking  still 
clung  to  one  of  them.  When  the  ship  struck  the  Iceberg,  he  had 
run  on  deck,  leaving  his  shoes  in  ids  cabin.  All  through  the 
voyage  in  the  boat  his  feet  had  been  unprotected ;  and  not  a  soul 
had  discovered  it  until  he  dropped  !  As  long  as  he  could  keep 
his  eyes  open,  the  very  look  of  them  had  cheered  the  men,  and 
comforted  and  upheld  the  women.  Not  one  living  creature  in 
the  boat,  with  any  sense  about  him,  but  had  felt  the  good  in- 
fluence of  that  brave  man  in  one  way  or  another.  Not  one  but 
had  heard  him,  over  and  over  again,  give  the  credit  to  others 
which  was  due  only  to  himself;  praising  this  man  for  patience, 
and  thanking  that  man  for  help,  when  the  patience  and  the  help 
had  really  and  truly,  as  to  the  best  part  of  both,  come  only  from 
hira.  All  this,  and  much  more,  I  heard  pouruig  confusedly  from 
the  men's  lips  while  they  crouched  down,  sobbing  and  crying  over 
their  commander,  and  wrapping  the  jacket  as  warmly  and  tenderly 
as  they  could  over  his  cold  feet.  It  went  to  my  heart  to  check 
them ;  but  I  knew  that  if  this  lamenting  spirit  spread  any  further, 
all  cliance  of  keeping  alight  any  last  sparks  of  hope  and  resolution 
among  the  boat's  company  would  be  lost  for  ever.  Accordingly  I 
sent  them  to  their  places,  spolie  a  few  encouraging  words  to  the 
men  forward,  jiromising  to  serve  out,  when  the  morning  came,  as 
much  as  I  dared  of  any  eatable  thing  left  in  the  lockers ;  called 
to  Rames,  in  my  old  boat,  to  keep  as  near  us  as  he  safely  could  ; 
drew  the  garments  and  coverings  of  the  two  poor  suffering  women 
more  closi^ly  about  them  ;  and,  with  a  secret  prayer  to  be  directed 
for  the  best  in  bearing  the  awful  responsibility  now  laid  on  my 
shoulders,  took  my  Captain's  vacant  place  at  the  helm  of  the 
Long-boat. 

This,  as  well  as  I  can  toll  it,  is  the  full  and  true  account  of 
how  I  came  to  be  placed  in  charge  of  the  lost  passengers  and 
crew  of  The  Golden  Mary,  on  the  morning  of  the  twenty-seventh 
day  after  the  ship  struck  the  Iceberg,  and  foundered  at  sea. 
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IN  TWO  CHAPTEKS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  ISLAND  OF  SILVER-STOEE. 

It  was  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand  seven  hundred 
and  forty-fuur,  that  I,  Gill  Davis  to  command,  His  i\Iark,  having 
then  the  honour  to  be  a  private  in  the  Royal  Marines,  stood 
a-leaning  over  the  bulwarks  of  the  armed  sloop  Christopher  Co- 
lumbus, in  the  South  American  waters  off  the  Mosquito  shore. 

My  lady  remarks  to  me,  before  I  go  any  further,  that  there  i? 
no  such  christian-name  as  Gill,  and  that  her  confident  opinion  is, 
that  the  name  given  to  me  in  the  baptism  wherein  I  was  made, 
&c.,  was  Gilbert.  She  is  certain  to  be  right,  but  I  never  heard  of 
it.  I  was  a  foundling  child,  picked  up  somewhere  or  another, 
and  I  always  understood  my  christian-name  to  be  Gill.  It  is  true 
that  I  was  called  Gills  when  employed  at  Snorriilge  Bottom  betwixt 
Chatham  and  Maidstone  to  frighten  birds;  but  tliat  had  nothing 
to  do  with  the  Baptism  wherein  I  was  made,  &c.,  and  wherein  a 
number  of  things;  were  promised  for  me  by  somebody,  who  let  me 
alone  ever  afterwards  as  to  performing  any  of  them,  and  who,  I 
consider,  must  have  been  the  Beadle.  Such  name  of  Gills  was 
entirely  owing  to  my  cheeks,  or  gills,  which  at  that  time  of  my  life 
were  of  a  raspy  description. 

My  lady  stops  me  again,  before  I  go  any  further,  by  laughing 
exactly  in  her  old  way  and  waving  the  feather  of  htr  pen  at  me. 
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That  action  on  her  part,  calls  to  my  mind  as  I  look  at  her  hand 

with  the  rings  on  it W't^ll !  I  wMm't !     To  be  sure  it  will  come 

in,  in  its  own  place.  But  it's  always  strange  to  me,  noticing  the 
quiet  hand,  and  noticing  it  (as  I  have  done,  you  know,  so  many 
times)  a-fondling  children  and  grandchildren  asleep,  to  think  that 
when  blood  and  honour  were  up — there!  I  won't  1  not  at  pre- 
sent ! — Scratch  it  out. 

She  won't  scratch  it  out,  and  qtiite  honourable  ;  because  we  have 
made  an  understanding  that  everything  is  to  be  taken  down,  and 
that  nothing  that  is  once  taken  down  shall  be  scratched  out.  I 
have  the  great  misfortune  not  to  be  able  to  read  and  write,  and  I 
am  speaking  my  true  and  faithful  account  of  those  Adventures, 
and  my  lady  is  writing  it,  word  for  word. 

I  say,  there  I  was,  a-leaning  over  the  bulwarks  of  the  sloop 
Christopher  Columbus  in  the  South  American  waters  oflf  the  Mos- 
quito shore  :  a  subject  of  his  Gracious  Majesty  King  George  of 
England,  and  a  private  in  the  Royal  Marines. 

In  those  climates,  you  don't  want  to  do  much.  I  was  doing 
nothing.  I  was  thinking  of  the  shepherd  (my  father,  I  wonder?) 
on  the  hill-sides  by  Snoi  ridge  Bottom,  with  a  long  staff,  and  with 
a  rough  white  coat  in  all  weathers  all  the  year  round,  who  used  to 
let  me  lie  in  a  corner  of  his  hut  by  night,  and  who  used  to  let  me 
go  about  with  him  and  his  sheep  by  day  when  I  could  get  nothing 
else  to  do,  and  wdio  used  to  give  me  so  little  of  his  victuals  and  so 
much  of  liis  staff,  that  I  ran  away  from  him — which  was  what  he 
wanted  all  a-Iong,  I  expect — to  be  knocked  about  the  world  in 
preference  to  Snorridge  Bottom.  I  had  been  knocked  about  the 
world  for  nine-and-twenty  years  in  all,  when  I  stood  looking  along 
those  bright  blue  South  American  waters.  Looking  after  the 
shepherd,  I  may  say.  Watching  him  in  a  half-waking  dream, 
with  my  eyes  half-shut,  as  he,  and  his  flock  of  sheep,  and  his  two 
dogs,  seemed  to  move  away  from  the  ship's  side,  far  away  over  the 
blue  water,  and  go  right  down  into  the  sky. 

'  It's  rising  out  of  the  water,  steady,'  a  voice  said  close  to  me. 
I  had  been  thinking  on  so,  that  it  like  woke  mc  with  a  start,  though 
it  was  no  stranger  voice  than  the  voice  of  Harry  Charker,  my  own 
comrade. 

'  What's  rising  out  of  the  water,  steady  ?'  I  asked  my  com- 
rade. 

'  What  ?'  says  he.     '  The  Island.' 

*  0  1  The  Island  !'  says  I,  turning  my  eyes  towards  it.  '  True. 
I  forgot  the  Island.' 

'  Forgot  the  port  you're  going  to  ?     That's  odd,  ain't  it?' 
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*  It  is  odd,'  says  I. 

'  And  odd,'  he  said,  slowly  considering  •with  himself,  *  ain't 
even.     Is  it,  Gill  V 

He  had  always  a  remark  just  like  that  to  make,  and  seldom 
another.  As  soon  as  he  had  brought  a  thing  round  to  what  it  was 
not,  he  was  satisfied.  He  was  one  of  the  best  of  men,  and,  in  a 
certain  sort  of  a  way,  one  with  the  least  to  say  for  himself.  I 
qualify  it,  because,  besides  being  able  to  read  and  write  like  a 
Quarter-master,  he  had  always  one  most  excellent  idea  in  his  mind. 
That  was.  Duty.  Upon  my  soiol,  I  don't  believe,  though  I  ad- 
mire learning  beyond  everything,  that  he  could  have  got  a  better 
idea  out  of  all  the  books  in  the  world,  if  he  had  learnt  them  every 
word,  and  been  the  cleverest  of  scholars. 

My  comrade  and  I  had  been  quartered  in  Jamaica,  and  from 
there  we  had  been  drafted  off  to  the  British  settlement  of  Belize, 
lying  away  West  and  Xorth  of  the  Mosquito  coast.  At  Belize 
there  had  been  great  alarm  of  one  cruel  gang  of  pirates  (there 
were  always  more  pirates  than  enough  in  those  Caribbean  Seas), 
and  as  they  got  the  better  of  our  English  cruisers  by  running  into 
out-of-the-way  creeks  and  shallows,  and  taking  the  land  when  they 
were  hotly  pressed,  the  governor  of  Belize  had  received  orders 
from  home  to  keep  a  sharp  look-out  for  them  along  shore.  Now, 
there  was  an  armed  sloop  came  once  a-year  from  Port  Eoyal, 
Jamaica,  to  the  Island,  laden  with  all  manner  of  necessaries,  to  eat 
and  to  drink,  and  to  wpar,  and  to  use  in  various  ways  ;  and  it  was 
aboard  of  that  sloop  which  had  touched  at  Belize,  that  I  was 
a-standing,  leaning  over  the  bulwarks. 

The  Island  was  occupied  by  a  very  small  English  colony.  It 
had  been  given  the  name  of  Silver- Store.  The  reason  of  its  being 
60  called,  was,  that  the  English  colony  owned  and  worked  a  silver 
mine  over  on  the  mainland,  in  Honduras,  and  used  this  Island  as 
a  safe  and  convenient  place  to  store  their  silver  in,  until  it  was 
annually  fetched  away  by  the  sloop.  It  was  brought  down  from 
the  mine  to  the  coast  on  the  backs  of  mules,  attended  by  friendly 
Indians  and  guarded  by  white  men ;  from  thence  it  was  conveyed 
over  to  Silver- Store,  when  the  weather  was  fair,  in  the  canoes  of 
that  country ;  from  Silver-Store,  it  was  carried  to  Jamaica  by  the 
armed  sloop  once  a-year,  as  I  have  already  mentioned;  from 
Jamaica,  it  went,  of  course,  all  over  the  world. 

How  I  came  to  be  aboard  the  armed  sloop,  is  easily  told. 
Four-and-twenty  marines  under  command  of  a  lieutenant — that 
ofificer's  name  was  Linderwood — had  been  told  off  at  Belize,  to 
proceed  to  Silver- Store,  in  aid  of  boats  and  seamen  stationed  there 
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for  the  chase  of  the  Pirates.  Tlie  Island  was  considered  a  good 
post  of  observation  against  the  pirates,  both  by  land  and  sea ; 
neither  the  pirate  ship  nor  yet  her  boats  had  been  seen  by  any  of 
us,  but  they  had  been  so  much  heard  of,  that  the  reinforcement 
was  sent.  Of  that  party,  I  was  one.  It  inckided  a  corporal  and 
a  sergeant.  Charker  was  corporal,  and  the  sergeant's  name  was 
Drooce.  He  was  tlie  most  tyrannical  non-commissioned  oiiicer  in 
His  Majesty's  service. 

The  night  came  on,  soon  after  I  had  had  the  foregoing  words 
with  Charker.  All  the  wonderful  bright  colours  tvent  out  of  the 
sea  and  sky  in  a  few  minutes,  and  all  the  stars  in  the  Heavens 
seemed  to  shine  out  together,  and  to  look  down  at  themselves  in 
the  sea,  over  one  another's  shoulders,  millions  deep.  Next  morn- 
ing, we  cast  anchor  off  the  Island.  There  was  a  snug  harbour 
within  a  little  reef;  there  was  a  sandy  beach;  there  were  cocoa- 
nut  trees  with  high  straight  stems,  quite  bare,  and  foliage  at  the 
top  like  plumes  of  magniticent  green  feathers ;  there  were  all  the 
objects  that  are  usually  seen  in  those  parts,  and  I  am  not  going  to 
describe  them,  having  something  else  to  tell  about. 

Great  rejoicings,  to  be  sure,  were  made  on  our  arrival.  All 
the  flags  in  the  place  were  hoisted,  all  the  guns  in  the  place  were 
fired,  and  all  the  people  in  the  place  came  down  to  look  at  us. 
One  of  tiiose  Sambo  fellows — they  call  those  natives  iSambos,  when 
they  are  half-negro  and  lialf-Iudian — had  come  off  outside  the  reef, 
to  pilot  us  in,  and  remained  on  board  after  we  had  let  go  our 
anchor.  He  was  called  Christian  George  King,  and  was  fonder 
of  all  hands  than  anybody  else  was.  Now,  I  confess,  for  myself, 
that  on  that  first  day,  if  I  had  been  captain  of  the  Christopher 
Columbus,  instead  of  private  in  the  Royal  Marines,  I  should  have 
kicked  Christian  George  King — who  was  no  more  a  Christian,  than 
he  was  a  King  or  a  George — over  the  side,  without  exactly  know- 
ing why,  except  that  it  was  the  right  thing  to  do. 

But,  I  must  likewise  confess,  that  I  was  not  in  a  particularly 
pleasant  humour,  when  I  stood  under  arms  that  morning,  aboard 
the  Christopher  Columbus  in  the  harbour  of  the  Island  of  Silver- 
Store.  I  had  had  a  hard  life,  and  the  life  of  the  English  on  the 
Island  seemed  too  easy  and  too  gay,  to  please  me.  '  Here  you 
are,'  I  thought  to  mysi-lf,  '  good  scholars  and  good  livers ;  able  to 
read  what  you  like,  able  to  write  what  you  like,  able  to  eat  and 
drink  what  you  like,  and  spend  what  you  like,  and  do  what  you 
like;  and  nnich  you  care  for  a  poor,  ignorant  Private  in  the  Royal 
Marines  !  Yet  it's  hard,  too,  I  think,  that  you  should  have  all  the 
half-pence,  and  I  all  the  kicks;  you  all  the  smooth,  and  I  all  the 
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rongh  ;  you  all  the  oil,  and  I  all  the  vinegar,'  It  was  as  envious 
a  thing  to  think  as  might  be,  let  alone  its  being  nonsensical ; 
but,  I  thought  it.  I  took  it  so  much  amiss,  that,  when  a  very 
beautiful  young  English  lady  came  aboard,  I  grunted  to  myself, 
'  Ah  !  you  have  got  a  lover,  I'll  be  bound  !'  As  if  there  was  any 
new  otieuce  to  me  in  that,  if  &he  had  ! 

She  was  sister  to  the  captain  of  our  sloop,  who  had  been  in  a 
poor  way  for  some  time,  and  who  was  so  ill  then  that  he  was 
obliged  to  be  carried  ashore.  She  was  the  child  of  a  military 
officer,  and  had  come  out  there  with  her  sister,  who  was  married 
to  one  of  the  owners  of  the  silver-mine,  and  who  had  three  children 
with  her.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  she  was  the  light  and  spirit  of 
the  Island.  After  I  had  got  a  good  look  at  her,  I  grunted  to  my- 
self again,  in  an  even  worse  state  of  mind  than  before,  'I'll  be 
damned,  if  I  don't  hate  him,  whoever  he  is  !' 

My  officer.  Lieutenant  Linderwood,  was  as  ill  as  the  captain  of 
the  sloop,  and  was  carried  ashore,  too.  They  were  both  young 
men  of  about  my  age,  who  had  been  delicate  ki  the  West  India 
climate.  I  even  took  that  in  bad  part.  I  thought  I  was  much 
fitter  for  the  work  than  they  were,  and  that  if  all  of  us  had  our 
deserts,  I  should  be  both  of  them  rolled  into  one.  (It  may  be 
imagined  what  sort  of  an  officer  of  marines  I  should  have  made, 
without  the  power  of  reading  a  written  order.  And  as  to  any 
knowledge  how  to  command  the  slooj) — Lord  !  I  should  have  sunk 
her  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  !) 

However,  such  were  my  reflections ;  and  when  we  men  were 
ashore  and  dismissed,  I  strolled  about  the  place  along  with  Char- 
ker,  making  my  observations  in  a  similar  spirit. 

It  was  a  pretty  place :  in  all  its  arrangements  partly  South 
American  and  partly  English,  and  very  agreeable  to  look  at  on 
that  account,  being  like  a  bit  of  home  that  had  got  chipped  off  and 
had  floated  away  to  that  spot,  accommodating  itself  to  circum- 
stances as  it  drifted  along.  The  huts  of  the  Sambos,  to  the  number 
of  five-and-twenty,  perhaps,  were  down  by  the  beach  to  the  left  of 
the  anchorage.  On  the  right  was  a  sort  of  barrack,  with  a  South 
American  Flag  and  the  Union  Jack,  flying  from  the  same  staff, 
where  the  little  EngHsh  colony  could  all  come  together,  if  they  saw 
f)Ccasion.  It  was  a  walled  square  of  building,  with  a  sort  of  plea- 
sure-ground inside,  and  inside  that  again  a  sunken  block  like  a 
powder  magazine,  with  a  little  square  trench  round  it,  and  step.s 
down  to  the  door.  Charker  and  I  were  looking  in  at  the  gate, 
which  was  not  guarded ;  and  I  had  said  to  Charker,  in  reference 
to  the  bit  like  a  powder  magazine,  '  that's  where  they  keep  tho 
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silver  you  see;'  and  Charlcer  had  said  to  me,  after  tliinking  it 
over,  'And  silver  ain't  gold.  Is  it,  (iilH'  when  the  beautiful 
young  English  lady  I  had  been  so  bilious  about,  looked  out  of  a 
door,  or  a  window — at  all  events  looked  out,  IVoni  under  a  bright 
awning.  She  no  sooner  saw  us  two  in  uniform,  than  she  came  out 
so  quickly  that  she  was  still  putting  on  her  broad  Mexican  hat  of 
plaited  straw  when  we  saluted. 

'Would  you  like  to  coiae  in,'  she  said,  'and  see  the  place? 
It  is  rather  a  curious  place.' 

We  thanked  the  young  lady,  and  said  we  didn't  wish  to  be 
troublesome ;  but,  she  said  it  could  be  no  trouble  to  an  English 
soldier's  daughter,  to  show  English  soldiers  how  their  countrymen 
and  countrywomen  fared,  so  far  away  from  England ;  and  conse- 
quently we  sainted  again,  and  went  in.  Then,  as  we  stood  in  the 
shade,  she  showed  us  (being  as  affable  as  beautiful),  how  the  dif- 
ferent families  lived  in  their  separate  hnu-es,  and  how  there  was  a 
general  hou->e  for  stores,  and  a  general  reading-room,  and  a  general 
room  for  music  and  dancing,  and  a  room  for  Chnreh;  and  how 
there  were  other  houses  on  the  rising  ground  called  the  Signal 
Hill,  where  they  lived  in  the  hotter  weather. 

'  Your  officer  has  been  carried  up  there,'  she  said,  '  and  my 
brother,  too,  for  the  better  air.  At  present,  our  few  residents  are 
dispersed  over  both  spots :  deducting,  that  is  to  say,  such  of  our 
number  as  are  always  going  to,  or  coming  from,  or  staving  at,  the 
Mine.' 

('  Ha  is  among  one  of  those  parties,'  I  thought,  '  and  I  wish 
somebody  wouhl  knock  his  head  off.') 

'  Some  of  our  married  ladies  live  here,'  she  said,  '  daring  at 
least  half  the  year,  as  lonely  as  widows,  with  their  children.' 

'Many  children  here,  ma'am?' 

'  Seventeen.  Tiiere  are  thirteen  married  ladies,  and  there  are 
eight  like  me.' 

Tiiere  were  not  eight  like  her — there  was  not  one  like  her — ■ 
in  the  world.      She  meant  single. 

'  Which,  with  about,  thirty  Englishmen  of  various  degrees,'  said 
the  yomig  lady,  '  form  the  little  colony  now  on  tiie  Island.  I  don't 
count  the  sailors,  for  they  don't  belong  to  us.  Nor  the  soldiers,* 
she  gave  us  a  gracious  smile  when  she  spoke  of  the  soldiers,  '  for 
the  same  reason.' 

'Nor  the  Sambos,  ma'am,'  said  I. 

'  No.' 

*  Under  your  favour,  and  with  your  leave,  ma'am,'  said  I,  '  are 
they  iriistwonhy  ?' 
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*  Perfectly  !  "We  are  all  very  kind  to  them,  and  they  are  very 
grateful  to  us.' 

*  Indeed,  ma'am ?     'Now — Christian  George  King? ' 

*  Very  much  attached  to  us  all.     Would  die  for  us.' 

She  was,  as  in  my  uneducated  way  I  have  observed,  very  beau- 
tiful women  almost  always  to  be,  so  composed,  that  her  composure 
gave  great  weight  to  what  she  said,  and  I  believed  it. 

Then,  she  pointed  out  to  us  the  building  like  a  powder  magazine, 
and  explained  to  us  in  what  manner  the  silver  was  brought  from 
the  mine,  and  was  brought  over  from  the  mainland,  and  was  stored 
there.  The  Christopher  Columbus  would  have  a  rich  lading,  she 
said,  for  there  had  been  a  great  yield  that  year,  a  much  richer 
yield  than  usual,  and  there  was  a  chest  of  jewels  besides  the 
silver. 

When  we  had  looked  about  us,  and  were  getting  sheepish, 
through  fearing  we  were  troublesome,  she  turned  us  over  to  a 
young  woman,  English  born  but  West  India  bred,  who  served  her 
as  her  maid.  This  young  woman  was  the  widow  of  a  non-commis- 
sioned officer  in  a  regiment  of  the  line.  She  had  got  married  and 
widowed  at  St.  Vincent,  with  only  a  few  months  between  the  two 
events.  She  was  a  little  saucy  woman,  with  a  bright  pair  of  eyes, 
rather  a  neat  little  foot  and  tigure,  and  rather  a  neat  little  turned- 
up  nose.  The  sort  of  young  woman,  I  considered  at  the  time,  who 
ajipeared  to  invite  you  to  give  her  a  kiss,  and  who  would  have 
slapped  your  face  if  you  accepted  the  invitation. 

1  couldn't  make  out  her  name  at  first ;  for,  when  she  gave  it 
in  answer  to  my  inquiry,  it  sounded  like  Beltot,  which  didn't 
sound  right.  But,  wlicn  we  became  better  acquainted — which 
was  while  Charker  and  I  were  drinking  sugar-cane  sangaree,  which 
she  made  in  a  most  excellent  manner — I  found  that  her  Christian 
name  was  Isabella,  which  they  shortened  into  Bell,  and  that  the 
name  of  the  deceased  non-conmiissioned  officer  was  Tott.  Being 
the  kind  of  neat  little  woman  it  was  natural  to  make  a  toy  of — I 
never  saw  a  woman  so  like  a  toy  in  my  life — she  had  got  the 
plaything  name  of  Belltott.  In  short,  she  had  no  other  name  on 
the  island.  Even  Mr.  Commissioner  Pordage  (and  he  was  a  grave 
one  !)  formally  addressed  her  as  INIrs.  Belltott.  But,  I  shall  come 
to  Mr.  Commissioner  Pordage  presently. 

The  name  of  the  captain  of  the  sloop  was  Captain  IMaryon, 
and  therefore  it  was  no  news  to  hear  froTvi  Mrs.  Belltott,  that  his 
sister,  the  beautiful  unmarried  young  English  lady,  was  Miss 
Maryon.  The  novelty  was,  that  her  Christian  name  was  Marion 
too.     Marion  Maryon.     Many  a  time  I  have  run  off  those  two 
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names  in  my  thoughts,  like  a  bit  of  verse.     O  many,  and  many, 
and  many,  a  time  ! 

We  saw  out  all  the  drink  that  was  produced,  like  good  men 
and  true,  and  then  took  our  leaves,  and  went  down  to  the  beach. 
The  weather  was  beautiful ;  the  wind  steady,  low,  and  gentle ;  the 
island,  a  picture ;  the  sea,  a  picture ;  the  sky,  a  picture.  In  that 
country  there  are  two  rainy  seasons  in  the  year.  One  sets  in  at 
about  our  English  Midsummer;  the  other,  about  a  fortnight  after 
our  English  IMichaelmas.  It  was  the  beginning  of  August  at  that 
time;  the  first  of  these  rainy  seasons  was  well  over;  and  every- 
thing was  in  its  most  beautiful  growth,  and  had  its  loveliest  look 
upon  it. 

*  They  enjoy  themselves  here,'  I  says  to  Charker,  turning 
surly  again.     '  This  is  better  than  private-soldiering.' 

We  had  come  down  to  the  beach,  to  be  friendly  with  the 
boat's-crew  who  were  camped  and  hutted  there ;  and  we  were  ap- 
proaching towards  their  quarters  over  the  sand,  when  Christian 
George  King  comes  up  from  the  landing-place  at  a  wolfs-trot, 
crying,  '  Yup,  So- Jeer !' — which  was  that  tSambo  Pilot's  barbar- 
ous way  of  saying,  Hallo,  Soldier  !  I  have  stated  myself  to  be  a 
man  of  no  learning,  and,  if  I  entertain  prejudices,  I  hope  allow- 
ance may  be  made.  I  will  now  confess  to  one.  It  may  be  a  right 
one  or  it  may  be  a  wrong  one ;  but,  I  never  did  like  Natives,  ex- 
cept in  the  form  of  oysters. 

So,  when  Christian  George  King,  who  was  individually  un- 
pleasant to  me  besides,  comes  a  trotting  along  the  sand,  clucking 
'  Yup,  So-Jeer  1'  I  had  a  thundering  good  mind  to  let  fly  at  him 
with  my  right.  I  certainly  should  have  done  it,  but  that  it  would 
have  exposed  me  to  reprimand. 

*  Y"up,  So-Jeer  !'  says  he.     *  Bad  job.' 

*  What  do  you  mean  V  says  I. 

*  Y"u{),  So-Jeer !"  says  he,  '  Ship  Leakee.' 

*  Ship  leaky  V  says  I. 

'  Iss,'  says  he,  with  a  nod  that  looked  as  if  it  was  jerked  out 
of  him  by  a  most  violent  hiccup — which  is  the  way  with  those 
savages. 

I  cast  my  eyes  at  Charker,  and  we  both  heard  the  pumps 
going  aboard  the  slooji,  and  saw  the  signal  run  up,  '  Come  oa 
board;  hands  wanted  from  the  shore.'  In  no  time  some  of  the 
sloop's  liberty-men  were  already  running  down  to  the  water's  edge, 
and  the  party  of  seamen,  under  orders  against  the  Pirates,  were 
putting  off  to  the  Columbus  in  two  boats. 

*  0  Christian  George  King  sar  berry  sorry  1'  says  that  Sambo 
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vagabond,  then.  *  Cliri-;tian  George  King  cry,  English  fashion  !' 
His  Enghsh  fashion  of  crying  was  to  screw  his  black  knuckles 
into  his  eyes,  howl  like  a  dog,  and  roll  himself  on  his  back  on  the 
sand.  It  was  trying  not  to  kick  him,  but  I  gave  Charker  the 
word,  *  Double-quick,  Harry !'  and  we  got  down  to  the  water's 
edge,  and  got  on  board  the  sloop. 

By  some  means  or  other,  she  had  sprung  such  a  leak,  that  no 
pumping  would  keep  her  free;  and  what  between  the  two  fears 
tliat  she  would  go  down  in  the  harbour,  and  that,  even  if  she 
did  not,  all  the  supplies  she  had  brought  for  the  little  colony 
would  be  destroyed  by  the  sea-water  as  it  rose  in  her,  there  was 
great  confusion.  In  the  midst  of  it,  Captain  Maryon  was  heard 
hailing  from  the  beach.  He  had  been  carried  down  in  his  ham- 
mock, and  looked  very  bad  ;  but,  he  insisted  on  being  stood  there 
on  his  feet ;  and  I  saw  him,  myself,  come  off  in  the  boat,  sitting 
upright  in  the  stern-sheets,  as  if  nothing  was  wrong-  with  him. 

A  quick  sort  of  council  was  held,  and  Captain  Maryon  soon 
resolved  that  we  must  all  fall  to  work  to  get  the  cargo  out,  and 
that  when  that  was  done,  the  guns  and  heavy  matters  must  be  got 
out,  and  that  the  sloop  must  be  hauled  ashore,  and  careened,  and 
the  leak  stopped.  We  were  all  mustered  (the  Pirate-Chace  party 
volunteering),  and  told  off  into  parties,  with  so  many  hours  of 
spell  and  so  many  hours  of  relief,  and  we  all  went  at  it  with  a 
will.  Christian  (ieorge  King  was  entered  one  of  the  party  iu 
which  I  worked,  at  his  own  request,  and  he  went  at  it  with  as 
good  a  will  as  any  of  the  rest.  He  went  at  it  with  so  much  hear- 
tiness, to  say  the  truth,  that  he  rose  in  my  good  ojiinion  almost 
as  fast  as  the  water  rose  in  the  ship.  Which  was  fast  enough, 
and  la>ter. 

Mr.  Commissioner  Pordage  kept  in  a  red-and-black  japanned 
box,  like  a  family  lump-sngar  box,  some  document  or  other,  which 
some  8ambo  chief  or  other  had  got  drunk  and  spilt  some  ink  over 
(as  well  as  I  could  understand  the  matter),  and  by  that  means 
had  given  up  lawful  possession  of  the  Island.  Through  having 
hold  of  tliis  box,  Mr.  Pordage  got  his  title  of  Commissioner.  He 
was  stvled  Consul  too,  and  spoke  of  himself  as  '  Government.' 

He  was  a  stiff-jointed,  high-nosed  old  gentleman,  without  an 
ounce  of  fat  on  him,  of  a  very  aria;ry  temper  and  a  very  yellow 
complexion.  Mrs.  Commissioner  Pordage,  making  allowance  for 
dilfereuce  of  sex,  was  much  the  same.  INIr.  Kitten,  a  suiall, 
youngish,  bald,  botanical  and  mincralogical  gentleman,  also  con- 
nected with  the  mine — but  everybody  there  was  that,  more  or  letsS 
• — was  .sometimes  called  bj  Mr.  Commissiuner  Pordage,  his  Vice- 
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cornmissioner.  and  sometimes  liis  Depiity- consul.     Or  sometimes 
he  spoke  of  !Mr.  Kitten,  merely  as  being  'under  Government.' 

The  beach  was  beginning  to  be  a  hvely  scene  with  the  pre- 
parations for  careening  the  sloop,  and,  with  cargo,  and  spars,  and 
rigging,  and  water-casks,  dotted  about  it,  and  with  temporary 
quarters  for  the  men  rising  up  there  out  of  such  sails  and  odds 
and  ends  as  could  be  best  set  on  one  side  to  make  them,  when 
Mr.  Commissioner  Pordage  comes  down  in  a  higli  fluster,  and 
asks  for  Captain  Maryon.  The  Captain,  ill  as  he  was,  was  slung 
in  his  hammock  betwixt  two  trees,  that  he  might  direct;  and  he 
raised  his  head,  and  answered  for  himself. 

*  Captain  Maryon,'  cries  Mr.  Commissioner  Pordage,  '  this  is 
not  official.     This  is  not  regular.' 

*  Sir,'  says  the  Captain,  '  it  hath  been  arranged  with  the  clerk 
and  supercargo,  that  you  should  be  communicated  with,  and  re- 
quested to  render  any  little  assistance  that  may  lie  in  your  power, 
1  am  quite  certain  that  hath  been  duly  done.' 

'  Captain  Maryon,'  replies  Mr,  Commissioner  Pordage,  'there 
hath  been  no  written  correspondence.  No  documents  have  passed, 
no  memoranda  have  been  made,  no  minutes  have  been  made,  no 
entries  and  counter-entries  appear  in  the  official  muniments.  This 
is  indecent.  I  call  upon  you,  sir,  to  desist,  until  all  is  regular,  or 
Government  will  take  this  up,' 

*  Sir,'  says  Captain  Maryon,  chafing  a  little,  as  he  looked  out 
of  his  hammock;  '  between  the  chances  of  Government  taking  this 
up,  and  my  ship  taking  herself  down,  I  much  prefer  to  trust  my- 
self to  the  former.' 

'You  do,  sir?'  cries  IMr.  Commissioner  Pordage. 

'I  do  sir,'  says  Captain  I\Iaryon,  lying  down  again. 

'  Then,  Mr.  Kitten,'  says  the  Commissioner,  '  send  up  instantly 
for  my  Diplomatic  coat.' 

lie  was  dressed  in  a  linen  suit  at  that  moment ;  hut,  Mr.  Kit- 
ten started  oft'hiniself  and  brought  down  the  Diplomatic  coat,  which 
was  a  blue  cloth  one,  gold-laced,  and  with  a  crown  on  the  button. 

'Now,  Mr.  Kitten,'  says  Pordage,  'I  instruct  you,  as  Vice- 
commissioner,  and  Deputy-consul  of  this  place,  to  demand  of  Cap- 
tain [Maryon,  of  the  sloop  Christopher  Columbus,  whether  he  drives 
me  to  the  act  of  putting  this  coat  on?' 

'  Mr.  Pordage,'  says  Captain  Maryon,  looking  out  of  his  ham- 
mock again,  '  as  I  can  hear  what  you  say,  1  can  answer  it  without 
troubling  the  gentleman.  I  shorld  be  sorry  that  you  should  be 
at  tlie  pains  of  putting  on  too  hot  a  coat  on  my  accounT. ;  but, 
otherwise,  you  may  put  it  on  hiud-.side  befure,  or  iuside-uut,  or 
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with  your  legs  in  the  sleeves,  or  yonr  head  in  the  skirts,  for  any 
objection  that  I  have  to  offer  to  your  thoroughly  pleasing  yourself.' 

'  Very  good,  Captain  Maryon,'  says  Pordage,  in  a  tremendous 
passion.  '  Very  good,  sir.  Be  the  consequences  on  your  own 
head  !     Mr.  Kitten,  as  it  has  come  to  this,  help  me  on  with  it.' 

When  he  had  given  that  order,  he  walked  off  in  the  coat,  and 
all  our  names  were  taken,  and  I  was  afterwards  told  that  ]Mr. 
Kitten  wrote  from  his  dictation  more  than  a  bushel  of  larf^e  paper 
on  the  subject,  which  cost  more  before  it  was  done  with,  than  ever 
C(juld  be  calculated,  and  which  only  got  done  with  after  all,  by 
being  lost. 

Our  work  went  on  merrily,  nevertheless,  and  the  Christopher 
Culnmbus,  hauled  up.  lay  helpless  on  her  side  like  a  great  fish 
out  of  water.  While  she  was  in  that  state,  there  was  a  feast,  or 
a  ball,  or  an  entertainment,  or  more  properly  all  three  together, 
given  us  in  honour  of  the  ship,  and  the  ship's  company,  and  the 
other  visitors.  At  that  assembly,  I  believe,  I  saw  all  the  in- 
habitants then  upon  the  Island,  without  any  exception.  I  took  no 
particular  notice  of  more  than  a  few,  but  I  found  it  very  agree- 
able in  that  little  corner  of  the  world  to  see  the  children,  who 
were  of  all  ages,  and  mostly  very  pretty — as  they  mostly  are. 
There  was  one  handsome  elderly  lady,  with  very  dark  eyes  and 
gray  hair,  that  I  inquired  ab(jut.  I  was  told  that  her  name  was 
Mrs.  Venning ;  and  her  married  daughter,  a  fair  slight  thing, 
was  pointed  out  to  me  by  the  name  of  Fanny  Fisher.  Quite  a 
child  she  looked,  with  a  little  copy  of  herself  holding  to  her  dress  ; 
and  her  husband,  just  come  back  from  the  mine,  exceeding  proud 
of  her.  They  were  a  good-l<joking  set  of  people  on  the  whole, 
but  I  didn't  like  them.  I  was  out  of  sorts;  in  conversation  with 
Charker,  I  found  fault  with  all  of  them.  I  said  of  Mrs.  Venning, 
she  was  proud  ;  of  Mrs.  Fisher,  she  was  a  delicate  little  baby-fool. 
What  did  I  think  of  this  one  ?  Why,  he  was  a  fine  gentleman. 
What  did  I  say  to  that  one  1  Why,  she  was  a  fine  lady.  What 
could  you  expect  them  to  be  (I  asked  Charker),  nursed  in  that 
climate,  with  the  tropical  night  shining  for  them,  n)usical  instru- 
ments playing  to  them,  great  trees  bending  over  them,  soft  lamps 
lighting  them,  fire-flies  sparkling  in  among  them,  bright  flowers 
and  birds  brought  into  existence  to  please  their  eyes,  delicioua 
drinks  to  be  had  for  the  pouring  out,  delicious  fruits  to  be  got  for 
the  picking,  and  every  one  dancing  and  murmuring  happily  in  the 
scented  air,  with  the  sea  breaking  low  on  the  reef  for  a  pleasant 
chorus. 

*  Fine  gentlemen  and  fine  ladies,  Harry  V  I  says  to  Cliarker. 
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'  Yes,  I  think  so  !  Dolls  !  Dolls  !  Not  the  sort  of  stuff  for  wear, 
that  comes  of  poor  private  soldiering  in  the  Royal  Marines  !' 

However,  I  could  not  gainsay  that  they  were  very  hospitable 
people,  and  that  they  treated  us  uncommonly  well.  Every  man 
of  us  was  at  the  entertainment,  and  Mrs.  Belltott  had  more  part- 
ners than  she  could  dance  with  :  though  she  danced  all  night,  too. 
As  to  Jack  (whetlier  of  the  Christopher  Columbus,  or  of  the 
Pirate  pursuit  party,  it  made  no  difference),  he  danced  with  his 
brother  Jack,  danced  with  himself,  danced  with  the  moon,  the 
stars,  the  trees,  the  prospect,  anything.  I  didn't  greatly  take  to 
the  chief-officer  of  that  party,  witli  his  bright  eyes,  brown  face,  and 
easy  figure.  I  didn't  nuich  like  his  way  when  he  first  happened 
to  come  where  we  were,  with  INIiss  INIaryon  on  his  arm.  '  O,  Cap- 
tain Carton,'  she  says,  '  here  are  two  friends  of  mine  !'  He  says, 
'Indeed?  These  two  Marines?'  —  meaning  Charker  and  self. 
'  Yes,'  says  she,  '  I  showed  these  two  friends  of  mine  when  they 
first  came,  all  the  wonders  of  Silver-tSture.'  He  gave  us  a  laugh- 
ing look,  and  says  he,  *  You  are  in  luck,  men.  I  would  be  dis- 
rated and  go  before  the  mast  to-morrow,  to  be  shown  the  way  up- 
ward again  by  such  a  guide.  You  are  in  luck,  men.'  When  we 
had  saluted,  and  he  and  the  yotmg  lady  had  waltzed  away,  I  said, 
'  You  are  a  pretty  fellow,  too,  to  talk  of  luck.  You  may  go  to 
the  Devil !' 

Mr.  Commissioner  Pordage  and  Mrs.  Commissioner,  showed 
among  the  company  on  that  occasion  like  the  King  and  Queen  of 
a  much  Greater  Britain  than  Great  Britain.  Only  two  other  cir- 
cumstances in  that  jovial  night  made  much  separate  impression  on 
lue.  One  was  this.  A  man  in  our  draft  of  marines,  named  Tom 
Packer,  a  wild  unsteady  young  fellow,  but  the  son  of  a  respectable 
shipwright  in  Portsmouth  Yard,  and  a  good  scholar  who  had  been 
well  brought  up,  comes  to  me  after  a  spell  of  dancing,  and  takes 
me  aside  by  the  elbow,  and  says,  swearing  angrily : 

'  Gill  Davis,  I  hope  I  may  not  be  the  death  of  Sergeant  Drooce 
one  day  !' 

Now,  I  knew  Drooce  had  always  borne  particularly  hard  on 
this  man,  and  I  knew  this  man  to  be  of  a  very  hot  temper:  so,  I 
said  : 

'  Tut,  nonsense  !  don't  talk  so  to  me!  If  there's  a  man  in  the 
corps  who  scorns  the  name  of  an  assassin,  that  man  and  Tom 
Packer  are  one.' 

Tom  wipes  his  head,  being  in  a  mortal  sweat,  and  says  he : 

'  I  hope  so,  but  I  can't  answer  for  myself  when  he  lords  it 
over  me,  as  he  has  just  now  done,  before  a  woman.     I  tell  you 
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what,  Gill  !  Mark  my  words  I  It  will  go  liard  with  Sergeant 
Drooce,  if  ever  we  are  in  an  engagement  together,  and  he  has  to 
look  to  me  to  save  him.  Let  him  say  a  prayer  then,  if  he  knows 
one,  for  it's  all  over  with  him,  and  he  is  on  his  Death- bed.  Mark 
my  words  !' 

I  did  mark  his  words,  and  very  soon  afterwards,  too,  as  will 
shortly  be  taken  down. 

The  other  circumstance  that  I  noticed  at  that  ball,  was,  the 
gaiety  and  attachment  of  Christian  George  King.  The  innocent 
spirits  that  Sambo  Pilot  was  in,  and  the  impossibility  he  found 
himself  under  of  showing  all  the  little  colony,  but  especially  the 
ladies  and  children,  how  fond  he  was  of  them,  how  devoted  to 
them,  and  how  faithful  to  them  for  life  and  death,  for  present, 
future,  and  everlasting,  made  a  great  impression  on  me.  If  ever 
a  man.  Sambo  or  no  Sambo,  was  trustful  and  trusted,  to  what  may 
be  called  quite  an  infantine  and  sweetly  beautiful  extent,  surely, 
I  thought  that  morning  when  I  did  at  last  lie  down  to  rest,  it  was 
that  Sambo  Pilot,  Christian  George  King, 

This  may  account  for  my  dreaming  of  him.  He  stuck  in  my 
sleep,  cornerwise,  and  I  couldn't  get  him  out.  He  was  always 
flitting  about  me,  dancing  round  me,  and  peeping  in  over  my 
hammock,  though  I  woke  and  dozed  off  again  tifty  times.  At 
last,  when  I  opened  my  eyes,  there  he  really  was,  looking  in  at 
the  open  side  of  the  little  dark  hut ;  which  was  made  of  leaves, 
and  had  Charker's  hammock  slung  in  it  as  well  as  mine. 

'  So- Jeer !'  says  he,  in  a  sort  of  a  low  croak.     '  Yup  !' 

*  Hallo!'  says  I,  starting  up.    '  What?    You  are  there,  are  you?' 

*  Iss,'  says  he.     '  Christian  George  King  got  news.' 

*  What  news  has  he  got  ?' 

*  Pirates  out ! ' 

I  was  on  my  feet  in  a  second.  So  was  Charker.  We  were 
both  aware  that  Captain  Carton,  in  command  of  the  boats,  con- 
stantly watched  the  mainland  for  a  secret  signal,  though,  of 
course,  it  was  not  known  to  such  as  us  what  the  signal  was. 

Christian  George  King  had  vanished  before  we  touched  the 
ground.  But,  the  word  was  already  passing  from  hut  to  hut  to 
turn  out  quietly,  and  we  knew  that  the  nimble  barbarian  had  got 
hold  of  the  truth,  or  sometliing  near  it. 

In  a  space  among  the  trees  behind  the  encampment  of  us 
visitors,  naval  and  military,  was  a  snugly-screened  spot,  where  we 
kept  the  stores  that  were  in  use,  and  did  our  cookery.  The  word 
was  passed  to  assemble  here.  It  was  very  qiiickly  given,  and  was 
given  (so  far  as  we  were  concerned)  by  Sergeant  Druuce,  who  was 
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as  good  in  a  soldier  point  of  view,  as  he  was  bad  in  a  tyrannical 
one.  We  were  ordered  to  drop  into  this  space,  quietly,  behind 
the  trees,  one  by  one.  As  we  assembled  here,  the  seamen  assem- 
bled too.  Within  ten  minutes,  as  I  should  estimate,  we  were  all 
here,  except  the  usual  guard  upon  the  beach.  The  beach  (we 
could  see  it  through  the  wood)  looked  as  it  always  had  done  in  the 
hottest  time  of  the  day.  The  guard  were  in  the  shadow  of  the 
sloop's  hull,  and  nothing  was  moving  but  the  sea,  and  that  moved 
very  faintly.  Work  had  always  been  knocked  off  at  that  hour, 
until  the  sun  grew  less  fierce,  and  the  sea-breeze  rose ;  so  that  its 
being  holiday  with  us,  made  no  difference,  just  then,  in  the  look 
of  the  place.  But,  I  may  mention  that  it  was  a  holiday,  and  the 
first  we  had  had  since  our  hard  work  began.  Last  night's  ball 
had  been  given,  on  the  leak's  being  repaired,  and  the  careening 
done.  The  worst  of  the  work  was  over,  and  to-morrow  we  were 
to  begin  to  get  the  sloop  afloat  again. 

We  marines  were  now  drawn  up  here,  under  arms.  The 
chace-party  were  drawn  up  separate.  The  men  of  the  Columbus 
were  drawn  up  separate.  The  officers  stepped  out  into  the  midst 
of  the  three  parties,  and  spoke  so  as  all  might  hear.  Captain 
Carton  was  the  officer  in  command,  and  he  had  a  spy-glass  in  his 
hand.  His  coxswain  stood  by  him  with  another  spy-glass,  and  with 
a  slate  on  which  he  seemed  to  have  been  taking  down  signals. 

*  Now,  men  I'  says  Captain  Carton;  '  I  have  to  let  you  know, 
for  your  satisfaction  :  Firstly,  that  there  are  ten  pirate-boats, 
strongly-manned  and  armed,  lying  hidden  up  a  creek  yonder  on 
the  coast,  under  the  overhanging  branches  of  the  dense  trees. 
Secondly,  that  they  will  certainly  come  out  this  night  when  the 
moon  rises,  on  a  pillaging  and  murdering  expedition,  of  which 
some  part  of  the  main  land  is  the  object.  Thirdly — don't  cheer, 
men  ! — that  we  will  give  chace,  and,  if  we  can  get  at  them,  rid  the 
world  of  them,  please  God  !' 

Nobody  spoke,  that  I  heard,  and  nobody  moved,  that  I  saw. 
Yet  there  was  a  kind  of  ring,  as  if  every  man  answered  and  ap- 
proved with  the  best  blood  that  was  inside  of  him. 

'  Sir,'  says  Captain  Maryon,  '  I  beg  to  volunteer  on  this  ser- 
vice, with  my  boats.     My  peojile  volunteer,  to  the  ship's  boys.' 

'  In  His  ^Majesty's  name  and  service,'  the  other  answers, 
touching  his  hat,  '  I  accept  your  aid  with  pleasure.  Lieutenant 
Linderwood,  how  will  you  divide  your  men  V 

I  was  ashamed — I  give  it  out  to  be  written  down  as  large  and 
plain  as  possible — I  was  heart  and  soul  ashamed  of  my  thoughts 
of  those  two  sick  officers,  Captain  Maryou  and  Lieutenant  Liuder- 
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wood,  when  I  saw  them,  then  and  there.  The  ppirit  in  those  two 
gentlemen  beat  down  their  illness  (and  very  ill  I  knew  them  to  be) 
like  Saint  George  beadng  down  the  Dragon.  Pain  and  weakness, 
want  of  ease  and  want  of  rest,  had  no  more  place  in  their  minds 
than  fear  itself.  Meaning  now  to  express  for  my  lady  to  write 
down,  exactly  what  I  felt  then  and  there,  I  felt  this :  '  You  two 
brave  fellows  that  I  have  been  so  grudgeful  of,  I  know  that  if  you 
were  djing  you  would  put  it  off  to  get  up  and  do  your  best,  and 
then  you  would  be  so  modest  that  in  lying  down  again  to  die,  you 
would  hardly  say,  "  I  did  it !"  ' 

It  did  me  good.      It  really  did  me  good. 

But,  to  go  back  to  where  I  broke  off.  Says  Captain  Carton 
to  Lieutenant  Linderwood,  '  Sir,  how  will  you  divide  your  men  1 
There  is  not  room  for  all ;  and  a  few  men  should,  iu  any  case,  be 
left  here.' 

There  was  some  debate  about  it.  At  last,  it  was  resolved  to 
leave  eight  ^larines  and  four  seamen  on  the  Island,  besides  the 
sloop's  two  boys.  And  because  it  was  considered  that  the  friendly 
Sambos  would  only  want  to  be  commanded  in  case  of  any  danger 
(though  none  at  all  was  apprehended  there),  the  officers  were  in 
favour  of  leaving  the  two  non-commissioned  officers,  Drooce  and 
Charker.  It  was  a  heavy  disappointment  to  them,  just  as  my 
being  one  of  the  left  was  a  heavy  disappointment  to  me — then, 
but  not  soon  afterwards.  We  men  drew  lots  for  it,  and  I  drew 
'  Island.'  So  did  Tom  Packer.  So,  of  course,  did  four  more  of 
our  rank  and  file. 

When  this  was  settled,  verbal  instructions  were  given  to  all 
hands  to  keep  the  intended  expedition  secret,  in  order  that  the 
women  and  children  might  not  be  alarmed,  or  the  expedition  put 
in  a  difficulty  by  more  volunteers.  The  assembly  was  to  be  on 
that  same  spot,  at  sunset.  Every  man  was  to  keep  up  an  appear- 
ance, meanwhile,  of  occupying  himself  in  his  usual  way.  That  is 
to  say,  every  man  excepting  four  old  trusty  seamen,  who  were  ap- 
pointed, with  an  officer,  to  see  to  the  arms  and  ammunition,  and 
to  muffle  the  rullocks  of  the  boats,  and  to  make  everything  as  trim 
and  swift  and  silent  as  it  could  be  made. 

The  Sambo  Pilot  had  been  ])resent  all  the  while,  in  case  of  his 
being  wanted,  and  had  said  to  the  ofticer  in  command,  five  hun- 
dred times  over  if  he  had  said  it  once,  that  Christian  George  King 
would  stay  with  the  So-Jeers,  and  take  care  of  the  booffer  ladies 
and  the  booffer  childs — booffer  being  that  native's  expression  for 
beautiful.  He  was  now  asked  a  few  questions  concerning  the  put- 
ting off  of  the  boats,  and  in  particular  whether  there  was  any  way 
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of  embarking  at  the  back  of  the  Island :  which  Captain  Carton 
would  have  half  liked  to  do,  and  then  have  dropped  round  in  its 
shadow  and  slanted  across  to  the  main.  But,  '  No,'  says  Christian 
George  King.  '  No,  no,  no !  Told  you  so,  ten  time.  No,  no, 
no  !  All  reef,  all  rock,  all  swim,  all  drown !'  Striking  out  as  he 
said  it,  like  a  swimmer  gone  mad,  and  turning  over  on  his  back  on 
dry  land,  and  spluttering  himself  to  death,  in  a  manner  tiiat  made 
him  quite  an  exhibition. 

Tlie  sun  went  down,  after  appearing  to  be  a  long  time  about 
it,  and  the  assembly  was  called.  Every  man  answered  to  his 
name,  of  course,  and  was  at  his  post.  It  was  not  yet  black  dark, 
and  the  roll  was  only  just  gone  through,  when  up  comes  Mr. 
Commissioner  Pordage  with  his  Diplomatic  coat  on. 

'  Captain  Carton,'  saj's  he,  '  Sir,  what  is  this  V 

'This,  Mr.  Commissioner'  (he  was  very  short  with  him),  'is  an 
expedition  against  the  Pirates.  It  is  a  secret  expedition,  so  please 
to  keep  it  a  secret.' 

'  Sir,'  says  Commissioner  Pordage,  '  I  trust  there  is  going  to 
be  no  unnecessary  cruelty  committed  V 

'  Sir,'  returns  the  officer,  '  I  trust  not.' 

'  That  is  not  enough,  sir,'  cries  Commissioner  Pordage,  getting 
wroth.  '  Cajitain  Carton,  I  give  you  notice.  Government  re- 
(|uires  you  to  treat  the  enemy  with  great  delicacy,  consideration, 
clemency,  and  forbearance.' 

'  Sir,'  says  Captain  Carton,  '  I  am  an  English  Officer,  com- 
manding English  Men,  and  I  hope  1  am  not  likely  to  disappoint 
the  Government's  just  expectations.  But,  I  presuuie  you  know 
that  these  villains  under  their  black  flag  have  despoiled  our 
countrymen  of  their  property,  burnt  their  homes,  barbarously 
luurdered  them  and  their  little  children,  and  worse  than  murdered 
their  wives  and  daughters?' 

'  Perhaps  I  do.  Captain  Carton,'  answers  Pordage,  waving  his 
hand,  with  dignity;  '  perhaps  I  do  not.  It  is  not  customary,  sir, 
for  Government  to  commit  itself.' 

'  It  matters  very  little,  Mr.  Pordage,  whether  or  no.  Believ- 
ing that  I  hold  my  connnission  by  the  allowance  of  God,  and  not 
that  I  have  received  it  direct  from  the  Devil,  I  shall  certainly  use 
it,  with  all  avoidance  of  unnecessary  sufl'ering  and  with  all  merci- 
ful swiftness  of  execution,  to  exterminate  these  peoj^le  frotu  the 
face  of  the  earth.  Let  me  recommend  you  to  go  home,  sir,  and 
to  keep  out  of  the  night-air.' 

Never  another  syllable  did  that  officer  say  to  the  Commis- 
sioTier,  but  turned  away  to  his  men.     The  Commissioner  buttoned 
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his  Diplomatic  coat  to  the  chin,  said,  'Mr.  Kitten,  attend  me!' 
gasped,  half  choked  himself,  and  took  himself  off. 

It  now  fell  very  dark,  indeed.  I  have  seldom,  if  ever,  seen  it 
darker,  nor  yet  so  dark.  Tlie  moon  was  not  due  until  one  in  the 
morning,  and  it  was  but  a  little  after  nine  when  our  men  lay  down 
where  they  were  mustered.  It  was  pretended  that  they  were  to 
take  a  nap,  but  everybody  knew  that  no  nap  was  to  be  got  under 
the  circumstances.  Though  all  were  very  quiet,  there  was  a  rest- 
lessness among  the  people ;  much  what  I  have  seen  among  the 
pf'ople  on  a  race-course,  when  the  bell  has  rung  for  the  saddling 
for  a  great  race  with  large  stakes  on  it. 

At  ten,  they  put  off ;  only  one  boat  putting  off  at  a  time ;  an- 
other following  in  five  minutes  ;  both  then  lying  on  their  oars 
until  another  followed.  Ahead  of  all,  paddling  his  own  outlandish 
little  canoe  without  a  sound,  went  the  Sambo  pilot,  to  take  them 
safely  outside  the  reef.  No  light  was  shown  but  once,  and  that 
was  in  the  commanding  officer's  own  hand.  I  lighted  the  dark 
lantern  for  him,  and  he  took  it  from  me  when  he  embarked. 
They  had  blue  lights  and  such  like  with  them,  but  kept  themselves 
as  dark  as  Murder. 

The  expedition  got  away  with  wonderful  quietness,  and  Chris- 
tian George  King  soon  came  back,  dancing  with  joy. 

'  Yup,  (So- Jeer,'  says  he  to  myself  in  a  very  objectionable  kind 
of  convulsions,  '  Christian  George  King  sar  berry  glad.  Pirates 
all  be  blown  a-pieces.     Yup  !  Yup  !' 

My  reply  to  that  caiuiibal  was,  '  However  glad  you  may  be, 
hold  your  noise,  and  don't  dance  jigs  and  slap  your  knees  about  it, 
for  1  can't  abear  to  see  you  do  it.' 

I  was  on  duty  then ;  we  twelve  who  were  left  being  divided 
into  four  watches  of  three  each,  three  hours'  spell.  I  was  relieved 
at  twelve.  A  little  before  that  time,  I  had  challenged,  and  Miss 
Maryon  and  Mrs.  Belltott  had  come  in. 

'  Good  Davis,'  says  Miss  Maryon,  '  what  is  the  matter?  Where 
is  my  brother  ?' 

I  told  her  what  was  the  matter,  and  where  her  brother 
was. 

'  0  Heaven  help  him  !'  says  she,  clasping  her  hands  and  look- 
ing up — she  was  close  in  front  of  me,  and  she  looked  most  lovely 
to  be  sure ;  '  he  is  not  sufficiently  recovered,  not  strong  enough 
for  such  strife !' 

'  If  you  had  seen  him,  miss,'  I  told  her,  '  as  I  saw  him  when 
be  volunteered,  you  would  have  known  that  his  spirit  is  strong 
enough  for  any  strife.     It  will  bear  his  body,  miss,  to  wherever 
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duty  calls  him.  It  will  always  bear  bim  to  an  honourable  life,  or 
a  brave  death.' 

'  Heaven  bless  you  !'  says  she,  touching  my  arm.  *  I  know 
it.     Heaven  bless  you  !' 

Mrs.  Belltott  surprised  nie  by  tremblinp:  and  saying  nothing. 
They  were  still  standing  looking  towards  the  sea  and  listening, 
after  the  relief  had  come  round.  It  continuing  very  dark,  I  asked 
to  be  allowed  to  take  them  back.  ]\Iiss  Marycjii  thanked  me,  and 
she  put  her  arm  in  mine,  and  I  did  take  them  back.  I  have  now 
got  to  make  a  confession  that  will  appear  singular.  After  I  had 
left  them,  I  laid  myself  down  on  my  face  on  the  beach,  and  cried 
fur  the  first  time  since  I  had  frightened  birds  as  a  boy  at  Snor- 
ridge  Bottom,  to  think  what  a  poor,  ignorant,  low-placed,  private 
soldier  I  was. 

It  was  only  for  half  a  minute  or  so.  A  man  can't  at  all  times 
be  quite  master  of  himself,  and  it  was  only  for  half  a  minute  or 
60.  Then  I  np  and  went  to  my  hut,  and  turned  into  my  ham- 
mock, and  fell  asleep  with  wet  eyelashes,  and  a  sore,  sore  heart. 
Just  as  I  had  often  done  when  I  was  a  child,  and  had  been  worse 
used  than  usual. 

I  slept  (as  a  child  under  those  circumstances  might)  very 
sound,  and  yet  very  sore  at  heart  all  throi:gh  my  sleep.  I  was 
awoke  by  the  words,  '  He  is  a  determined  man.'  I  had  sprung 
out  of  my  hammock,  and  had  seized  my  firelock,  and  was  standing 
on  the  ground,  saying  the  words  myself.  '  He  is  a  determined 
man.'  But,  the  curiosity  of  my  state  was,  that  I  seemed  to  be 
repeating  them  after  somebody,  and  to  have  been  wonderfully 
startled  by  hearing  them. 

As  soon  as  I  came  to  myself,  I  went  out  of  the  hut,  and  away 
to  where  the  guard  was.     Charker  challenged : 

*  Who  goes  there  V 
'  A  friend.* 

*  Not  Gill?'  says  he,  as  he  shouldered  his  piece. 

*  Gill,'  says  I. 

'Why,  what  the  deuce  do  you  do  out  of  your  hammock  1' 
says  he. 

'  Too  hot  for  sleep,'  says  I;   'is  all  rightl' 

'Right!'  says  Charker,  'yes,  yes;  all's  right  enough  here; 
what  should  be  wrong  lierc  1  It's  the  boats»that  we  want  to  know 
of.  Except  for  fire- flies  twinkling  about,  and  the  lonesome 
splashes  of  great  creatures  as  they  drop  into  the  water,  there's 
nothing  going  on  here  to  ease  a  man's  mind  from  the  boats.' 

The  moon  was  above  the  sea,  and  hud  risen,  I  should  say, 
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Bome  half-an-hour.  As  Charker  spoke,  witli  his  face  towards  the 
sea,  I,  looking  landward,  suddenly  laid  my  right  hand  on  his 
breast,  and  said,  '  Don't  move.  Don't  turn.  Don't  raise  your 
voice  !     You  never  saw  a  Maltese  face  here  V 

*  No.     What  do  you  mean  V  he  asks,  staring  at  me. 

*  Nor  yet  an  English  face,  with  one  eye  and  a  patch  across  the 
nose  ?' 

'  No.     What  ails  you  ?     What  do  you  mean  V 

I  had  seen  both,  looking  at  us  round  the  stem  of  a  cocoa-nut 
tree,  where  the  moon  struck  them.  I  had  seen  that  Sambo  Pilot, 
with  one  hand  laid  on  the  stem  of  the  tree,  drawing  them  back 
into  the  heavy  shadow.  I  had  seen  their  naked  cutlasses  twinkle 
and  shine,  like  bits  of  the  moonshine  in  the  water  that  had  got 
blown  ashore  among  the  trees  by  the  light  wind.  I  had  seen  it 
all,  in  a  moment.  And  I  saw  in  a  moment  (as  any  man  would), 
that  the  signalled  move  of  the  pirates  on  the  mainland  was  a  plot 
and  a  feint ;  that  the  leak  had  been  made  to  disable  the  sloop ; 
that  the  boats  had  been  tempted  away,  to  leave  the  Island  un- 
protected; that  the  pirates  had  landed  by  some  secreted  way  at 
the  back;  and  that  Christian  George  King  was  a  double-dyed 
traitor,  and  a  most  infernal  villain. 

I  considered,  still  all  in  one  and  the  same  moment,  that  Charker 
was  a  brave  man,  but  not  quick  with  his  head ;  and  that  Sergeant 
Drooce,  with  a  much  better  head,  was  close  by.  All  I  said  to 
Charker  was,  '  I  am  afraid  we  are  betrayed.  Turn  your  back  full 
to  the  moonlight  on  the  sea,  and  cover  the  stem  oi  the  cocoa-nut 
tree  which  will  then  be  right  before  you,  at  the  height  of  a  man's 
heart.     Are  you  right?' 

'I  am. right,'  says  Charker,  turning  instantly,  and  falling  into 
the  position  with  a  nerve  of  iron ;  '  and  right  ain't  left.  Is  it, 
Gillf 

A  few  seconds  brought  me  to  Sergeant  Drooce's  hut.  He  was 
fast  asleep,  and  being  a  heavy  sleeper,  I  had  to  lay  my  hand  upon 
him  to  rouse  him.  The  instant  I  touched  him  he  came  rolling 
out  of  his  hammock,  and  upon  me  like  a  tiger.  And  a  tiger  he 
was,  except  that  he  knew  what  he  was  up  to,  in  his  utmost  heat, 
as  well  as  any  man. 

I  had  to  struggle  with  him  pretty  hard  to  bring  him  to  his 
senses,  panting  all  tlie  while  (for  he  gave  me  a  breather),  '  Ser- 
geant, I  am  Gill  Davis  !      Treachery  !      Pirates  on  the  Island  !' 

The  last  words  brought  him  round,  and  he  took  his  hands  off. 
'  I  have  seen  two  of  them  within  this  minute,'  said  I.  And  so  I 
told  him  T^hat  I  had  told  Harry  Charker. 
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His  soldierly,  though  tyrannioah  hear)  was  clear  in  an  instant. 
He  didn't  waste  one  word,  even  of  surprise.  '  Order  the  guard,' 
says  he,  Ho  draw  off  quietly  into  the  F'ort.'  (They  called  the  enclo- 
sure I  have  before  mentioned,  the  Fort,  though  it  was  not  much  of 
that.)  '  Then  get  you  to  the  Fort  as  quick  as  you  can,  rouse  up 
every  soul  there,  and  fasten  the  gate.  I  will  bring  in  all  those 
who  are  up  at  the  Signal  Hill.  If  we  are  surrounded  before  we 
can  join  you,  you  must  make  a  sally  and  cut  us  out  if  you  can. 
The  word  among  our  men  is,  "  Women  and  children !" ' 

He  burst  away,  like  fire  going  before  the  wind  over  dry  reeds. 
He  roused  up  the  seven  men  who  Avere  off  duty,  and  had  them 
bursting  away  with  him,  befoi-e  they  knew  they  were  not  asleep. 
I  reported  orders  to  Cliarker,  and  ran  to  the  Fort,  as  I  have  never 
run  at  any  other  time  in  all  my  life :  no,  not  even  in  a  dream. 

The  gate  was  not  fast,  and  had  no  good  fastening :  only  a 
double  wooden  bar,  a  poor  chain,  and  a  bad  lock.  Tliose,  1  secured 
as  well  as  they  could  be  secured  in  a  few  seconds  by  one  pair  of 
hands,  and  so  ran  to  that  part  of  the  building  where  ]\Iiss  Maryon 
lived.  I  called  to  her  loudly  by  her  name  until  she  answered.  I 
then  called  loudly  all  the  names  I  knew — Mrs.  Macey  (Miss 
Maryon's  married  sister),  Mr.  Macey,  Mrs.  Venning,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Fisher,  even  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pordage.  Then  I  called  out,  '  All  you 
gentlemen  here,  get  up  and  defend  the  place  !  We  are  caught  in 
a  trap.     Pirates  have  landed.     We  are  attacked  !' 

At  the  terrible  word  '  Pirates !' — for,  those  villains  had  done 
such  deeds  in  those  seas  as  never  can  be  told  in  writing,  and  can 
scarcely  be  so  much  as  thought  of — cries  and  screams  rose  up  from 
every  part  of  the  place.  Quickly  lights  moved  about  from  window 
to  window,  and  the  cries  moved  about  with  them,  and  men,  women, 
and  children  came  Hying  down  into  the  square.  1  remarked  to 
myself,  even  then,  what  a  number  of  things  I  seemed  to  see  at 
once.  I  noticed  Mrs.  ]\Iacey  coming  towards  me,  carrying  all  her 
three  children  together.  I  noticed  Mr.  Pordage,  in  the  greatest 
terror,  in  vain  trying  to  get  on  his  Diplomatic  coat;  and  Mr. 
Kitten  respectfully  tying  his  pocket-handkerchief  over  j\Irs.  Por- 
dage's  night-cap.  I  noticed  Mrs.  Belltott  run  out  screaming,  and 
shrink  upon  the  ground  near  me,  and  cover  her  face  in  her  hands, 
and  lie,  all  of  a  bundle,  shivering.  But,  what  I  noticed  with  the 
greatest  pleasure  was,  the  determined  eyes  with  which  those  men 
of  the  Mine  that  I  had  thought  tine  gentlemen,  came  round  me 
with  what  arms  they  had  :  to  the  full  as  cool  and  resolute  as  I 
could  be,  for  my  life — ay,  and  for  my  soi.l,  too,  into  the  bargain  I 

The  chief  person  being  Mr.  Macey,  i  luld  him  how  the  tlire^ 
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men  of  the  guard  would  be  at  the  gate  directly,  if  they  were  not 
already  there,  and  how  Sergeant  Drooce  and  the  other  seven  were 
gone  to  bring  in  the  outlying  part  of  the  people  of  Silver- Store. 
I  next  urged  him,  for  the  love  of  all  who  were  dear  to  him,  to 
trust  no  Sambo,  and,  above  all,  if  he  could  get  any  good  chance  at 
Christian  George  King,  not  to  lose  it,  but  to  put  him  out  of  the 
world. 

'  I  will  follow  your  advice  to  the  letter,  Davis,'  says  he ;  '  what 
next  r 

My  answer  was,  '  I  think,  sir,  I  would  recommend  you  next, 
to  order  down  such  heavy  furniture  and  lumber  as  can  be  moved, 
and  make  a  barricade  within  the  gate.' 

'  That's  good  again,'  says  he  :   '  will  you  see  it  done  V 

'  I'll  willingly  help  to  do  it,'  says  I,  '  unless  or  until  my  supe- 
rior, Sergeant  Drooce,  gives  me  other  orders.' 

He  shook  me  by  the  hand,  and  having  told  off  some  of  his 
companions  to  help  me,  bestiri'ed  himself  to  look  to  the  arms  and 
ammunition.     A  proper  quick,  brave,  steady,  ready  gentleman  ! 

One  of  their  three  little  children  was  deaf  and  dumb.  Miss 
Maryon  had  been  from  the  first  with  all  the  children,  soothing 
them,  and  dressing  them  (poor  little  tilings,  they  had  been  brought 
out  of  their  beds),  and  making  them  believe  that  it  was  a  game  of 
play,  so  that  some  of  them  were  now  even  laughing.  I  had  been 
working  hard  with  the  others  at  the  barricade,  and  had  got  up  a 
pretty  good  breastwork  within  the  gate.  Drooce  and  tlie  seven 
had  come  back,  bringing  in  the  people  from  the  Signal  Hill,  and 
had  worked  along  witli  us  :  but,  I  had  not  so  much  as  spoken  a 
word  to  Drooce,  nor  had  Drooce  so  much  as  spoken  a  word  to 
me,  for  we  were  both  too  busy.  The  breastwork  was  now  finished, 
and  I  found  Miss  Maryon  at  my  side,  with  a  child  in  her  arms. 
Her  dark  hair  was  fastened  round  her  head  with  a  band.  She  had 
a  quantity  of  it,  and  it  looked  even  richer  and  more  precious,  put 
up  hastily  out  of  her  way,  than  I  had  seen  it  look  when  it  was 
carefully  arranged.  She  was  very  pale,  but  extraordinarily  quiet 
and  still. 

'  Dear  good  Davis,'  said  she,  '  I  have  been  waiting  to  speak 
one  word  to  you.' 

I  turned  to  her  directly.  If  I  had  received  a  musket-ball  in 
the  heart,  and  she  had  stood  there,  I  almost  believe  1  should  liuve 
turned  to  her  before  I  dropped. 

'  This  pretty  little  creature,'  said  she,  kisshig  the  child  in  her 
arms,  who  was  playing  with  her  hair  and  trying  to  pull  it  down, 
'cannot  hear  what  we  say — can  hear  nothing.     I  trust  you  so 


110        THE  PERILS  OF  CERTAIN  ENGLISH  PRISONERS. 

much,  and  have  such  great  confidence  in  you,  that  I  want  you  to 
make  me  a  promise.' 
'What  is  it,  Missf 

*  Tliat  if  we  are  defeated,  and  you  are  absokitely  sure  of  my 
being  taken,  you  will  kill  me.' 

*  1  shall  not  be  alive  to  do  it,  ]\Iiss.  I  shall  have  died  in  j'our 
defence  before  it  comes  to  that.  They  must  step  across  my  body 
to  lay  a  hand  on  you.' 

'  But,  if  you  are  alive,  you  brave  soldier.'  How  she  looked  at 
me!  'And  if  you  cannot  save  me  from  the  Pirates,  living,  you 
will  save  me,  dead.     Tell  me  so.' 

Well !  I  told  her  I  would  do  that  at  the  last,  if  all  else  failed. 
She  took  my  hand — my  rough,  coarse  hand — and  put  it  to  her  lips. 
She  put  it  to  the  child's  lips,  and  the  child  kissed  it.  1  believe  I 
had  the  strength  of  half  a  dozen  men  in  me,  from  that  moment, 
until  the  fight  was  over. 

All  this  time,  Mr.  Commissioner  Pordage  had  been  wanting  to 
make  a  Proclamation  to  the  Pirates  to  lay  down  their  arms  and 
go  away ;  and  everybody  had  been  hustling  him  about  and  tum- 
bling over  him,  while  he  was  calling  for  pen  and  ink  to  write  it 
with.  Mrs.  Pordage,  too,  had  some  curious  ideas  about  the 
British  respectability  of  her  nightcap  (which  had  as  many  frills  to 
it,  growing  in  layers  one  inside  another,  as  if  it  was  a  white  vege- 
table of  the  artichoke  sort),  and  she  wouldn't  take  the  nightcap 
off,  and  would  be  angry  when  it  got  crushed  by  the  other  ladies 
who  were  handing  things  about,  and,  in  short,  she  gave  as  much 
trouble  as  her  husl)and  did.  But,  as  we  were  now  forming  for 
the  defence  of  the  place,  they  were  both  poked  out  of  the  way  with 
no  ceremony.  The  children  and  ladies  were  got  into  the  little 
trench  which  surronnded  the  silver-house  (we  were  afraid  of  leav- 
ing tliem  in  any  of  the  light  buildings,  lest  they  should  be  set  on 
fire),  and  we  made  the  best  disposition  we  could.  There  was  a 
pretty  good  store,  in  point  of  amount,  of  tolerable  swords  and 
cutlasses.  Tliose  were  issned.  There  were,  also,  perhaps  a  score 
or  so  of  spare  muskets.  Those  were  brtnight  out.  To  my  aston- 
ishment, little  Mrs.  Fisher  that  I  had  t;  ken  for  a  doll  and  a  baby, 
was  not  only  very  active  iu  that  service,  but  volunteered  to  load 
the  sj>are  arms. 

'  For,  I  understand  it  well,'  says  she,  cheerfully,  without  a 
shake  in  her  voice. 

'  I  am  a  soldier's  daughter  and  a  sailor's  sister,  and  I  imder- 
etand  it  too,'  says  Miss  ]\laryon,  just  in  the  same  way. 

Steady  and  bu>y  behind  where  I  stood,  those  two  beautiful  and 
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delicate  young  women  fell  to  handling  the  guns,  hammering  the 
flints,  looking  to  the  locks,  and  quietly  directing  others  to  pass  up 
powder  and  bullets  from  hand  to  hand,  as  unflinching  as  the  best 
of  tried  soldiers. 

Sergeant  Drooce  had  brought  in  word  that  the  pirates  were 
very  strong  in  numbers — over  a  hundred,  was  his  estimate — and 
that  they  were  not,  even  then,  all  landed  ;  for,  he  had  seen  them 
in  a  very  good  position  on  the  further  side  of  the  Signal  Hill, 
evidently  waiting  for  the  rest  of  their  men  to  come  up.  In  the 
present  pause,  the  first  we  had  had  since  the  alarm,  he  was  tell- 
ing this  over  again  to  Mr.  Macey,  when  Mr.  Macey  suddenly  cried 
out :    '  The  signal !    Nobody  has  thought  of  the  signal !' 

We  knew  of  no  signal,  so  we  could  not  have  thought  of  it. 

'  What  signal  may  you  mean,  sir?'  says  Sergeant  Drooce,  look- 
ing sliarp  at  him. 

'  There  is  a  pile  of  wood  upon  the  Signal  Hill.  If  it  could  be 
lighted — which  never  has  been  done  yet — it  would  be  a  signal  of 
distress  to  the  mainland.' 

Charker  cries,  directly:  '  Sergeant  Drooce,  dispatch  me  on  that 
duty.  Give  me  the  two  men  who  were  on  guard  with  me  to-night, 
and  I'll  light  the  fire,  if  it  can  be  done.' 

*  And  if  it  can't.  Corporal '  Mr.  Macey  strikes  in. 

'  Look  at  these  ladies  and  children,  sir  I'  says  Charker.  *  I'd 
sooner  light  myself,  than  not  try  any  chance  to  save  them.' 

We  gave  him  a  Hurrah  ! — it  burst  from  us,  come  of  it  what 
might — and  he  got  his  two  men,  and  was  let  out  at  the  gate,  and 
crept  away.  I  had  no  sooner  come  back  to  my  place  from  being 
one  of  the  party  to  handle  the  gate,  than  Miss  Maryou  said  in  a 
low  voice  behind  me  : 

'  Davis,  will  you  look  at  this  powder.     This  is  not  right  V 

I  turned  my  head.  Christian  George  King  again,  and  treachery 
again !  Sea-water  had  been  conveyed  mto  the  magazine,  and  every 
grain  of  powder  was  spoiled  ! 

'  Stay  a  moment,'  said  Sergeant  Drooce,  when  I  had  told  him, 
without  causing  a  movement  in  a  muscle  of  his  face  :  '  look  to  your 
pouch,  my  lad.  You  Tom  Packer,  look  to  your  pouch,  coni'oami 
you  !      Look  to  your  pouches,  all  you  Marines.' 

The  same  artful  savage  had  got  at  them,  somehow  or  another, 
and  the  cartridges  were  all  unserviceable.  'Hum  !'  says  the  Ser- 
geant, '  Look  to  your  loading,  men.     You  are  right  so  far  V 

Yes ;   we  were  riglit  so  far. 

'Well,  my  lads,  and  gentlemen  all,'  says  the  Sergeant,  tliis 
will  be  a  haud-to-haud  alluir,  and  so  much  the  belter.' 
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lie  treated  hiraselt  to  a  pinch  of  snuff,  and  stood  up,  square- 
sbouldered  and  broad-chested,  in  the  hght  of  the  moon — which 
was  now  very  briifht — as  cool  as  if  he  was  waiting  for  a  play  to 
begin.  He  stodd  quiet,  and  vfe  all  stood  quiet,  for  a  matter  of 
something  like  liiiH'-iui-hour.  I  took  notice  from  such  whispered 
talk  as  there  was,  how  little  we  that  the  silver  did  not  belong  to, 
thought  about  it,  and  how  much  the  people  tliat  it  did  belong  to, 
thought  about  it.  At  the  end  of  the  half-hour,  it  was  reported 
from  the  gate  that  Charker  and  the  two  were  falling  back  on  us, 
pursued  by  about  a  dozen. 

'  Sally !  Gate-party,  under  Gill  Davis,'  says  the  Sergeant, 
'and  bring  'em  in  !    Like  men,  now  !' 

We  were  not  long  about  it,  and  we  brought  them  in.  *  Don't 
take  me,'  says  Cliarker,  holding  me  round  the  neck,  and  stumbling 
down  at  my  feet  when  tlie  gate  was  fast,  '  don't  take  me  near  the 
ladies  or  the  children,  (Jill.  They  had  better  not  see  Death,  till  it 
cau't  be  helped.     Tliey'll  see  it  soon  enough.' 

'  Harry  !'  1  answered,  holding  up  his  head.     '  Comrade  !' 

He  was  cut  to  pieces.  The  signal  had  been  secured  by  the 
first  pirate  party  that  landed ;  his  hair  was  all  singed  oft",  and  his 
face  was  blackened  with  the  rtmning  pitch  from  a  torch. 

He  made  no  complaint  of  pain,  or  of  anything.  '  Good-bye, 
old  chap,'  was  all  he  said,  with  a  smile.  '  I've  got  my  death. 
And  Death  ain't  life.     Is  it.  Gill  T 

Having  helped  to  lay  liis  poor  body  on  one  side,  I  went  back 
to  my  post.  Sergeant  Drooce  looked  at  me,  with  his  eyebrows  a 
little  lilted.  I  nodded.  '  Close  up  here,  men,  and  gentlemen  all!' 
said  the  Sergeant.     '  A  place  too  many,  in  the  line.' 

The  Pirates  were  so  close  upon  us  at  this  time,  that  the  fore- 
most of  them  were  already  before  the  gate.  More  and  more  came 
up  with  a  great  noise,  and  shouting  loudly.  AViun  we  believed 
from  the  sound  that  they  were  all  there,  we  gave  three  English 
cheers.  The  poor  little  children  joined,  and  were  so  fully  con- 
vinced of  our  being  at  play,  that  they  enjuyed  the  mise,  and  were 
heard  clajpping  their  hands  in  the  silence  that  followeil. 

Our  disposition  was  this,  beginning  with  the  rear,  Mrs. 
Venning,  holding  her  daughter's  child  in  her  arms,  sat  on  the 
steps  of  the  little  square  trench  surrounding  the  silver-house,  en- 
couraging and  directing  those  women  and  chihlren  as  she  might 
have  done  iu  the  happiest  and  easiest  time  of  her  life.  Then,  there 
Tvas  in  armed  line,  umier  Mr.  Macey,  across  the  width  of  the  en- 
closure, facing  that  way  and  having  tiieir  backs  towards  the  gate, 
iu  order  that  they  might  watch  the  walls  and  prevent  our  being 
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taken  by  surprise.  Then,  there  was  a  space  of  eight  or  ten  feet 
deep,  in  which  the  spare  arms  were,  and  in  which  Miss  Maryon 
and  Mrs  Fisher,  their  hands  and  dresses  blackened  with  the  spoilt 
gunpowder,  worked  on  their  knees,  tying  such  things  as  knives, 
old  bayonets,  and  spear-heads,  to  the  muzzles  of  the  useless  mus- 
kets. Then,  there  was  a  second  armed  line,  under  Sergeant  Drooce, 
also  across  the  width  of  the  enclosure,  but  facing  to  the  gate. 
Then,  came  the  breastwork  we  had  made,  with  a  zig-zag  way 
through  it  for  me  and  my  little  party  to  hold  good  in  retreating, 
as  long  as  we  could,  when  we  were  driven  from  the  gate.  "We  all 
knew  that  it  was  impossible  to  hold  the  place  long,  and  that  our 
only  hope  was  in  the  timely  discovery  of  the  plot  by  the  boats,  and 
in  their  coming  back. 

I  and  my  men  were  now  thrown  forward  to  the  gate.  From 
a  spy-hole,  I  could  see  the  whole  crowd  of  Pirates.  There  were 
^Malays  among  them,  Dutch,  Maltese,  Greeks,  Sambos,  l^egroes, 
and  Convict  Englishmen  from  the  West  India  Islands ;  among 
the  last,  him  with  the  one  eye  and  the  patch  across  the  nose. 
There  were  some  Portuguese,  too,  and  a  few  Spaniards.  The 
captain  was  a  Portuguese ;  a  little  man  with  very  large  ear-rings 
under  a  very  broad  hat,  and  a  great  bright  shawl  twisted  about 
his  shoulders.  They  were  all  strongly  armed,  but  like  a  boarding 
party,  with  pikes,  swords,  cutlasses,  and  axes.  I  noticed  a  good 
many  pist<jls,  but  not  a  gun  of  any  kind  among  them.  This  gave 
me  to  understand  that  they  had  considered  that  a  continued  roll 
of  musketry  might  perhaps  have  been  heard  on  the  mainland ; 
also,  that  for  the  reason  that  fire  would  be  seen  from  the  mainland 
they  would  not  set  the  Fort  in  flames  and  roast  us  alive ;  which 
was  one  of  their  favourite  ways  of  carrying  on.  I  looked  about  for 
Christian  George  King,  and  if  I  had  seen  him  I  am  much  mistaken 
if  he  would  not  have  received  my  one  round  of  ball-cartridge 
in  his  head.     But,  no  Christian  George  King  was  visible. 

A  sort  of  a  wild  Portuguese  demon,  who  seemed  either  fierce- 
mad  or  fierce-drunk — but,  they  all  seemed  one  or  the  other — came 
forward  with  the  black  flag,  and  gave  it  a  wave  or  two.  After 
that,  the  Portuguese  captain  called  out  in  shrill  English.  '  I  say 
you  !  English  fools  !  Open  the  gate  !   Surrender  !' 

As  we  kept  close  and  quiet,  he  said  something  to  his  men 
which  I  didn't  understand,  and  when  he  had  said  it,  the  one-eyed 
English  rascal  with  the  patch  (who  had  stepped  out  when  he  be- 
gan), said  it  again  in  English.  It  was  only  this.  '  Boys  of  the 
black  flag,  this  is  to  be  quickly  done.  Take  all  the  prisoners  you 
oaii.     If  they  don't  yiild,  kill  the  children  to  make  them.     For- 
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ward  !'  Then,  they  all  came  on  at  the  gate,  and,  in  another  half 
minnte  were  smashing  and  splitting  it  in. 

We  struck  at  them  through  the  gaps  and  shivers,  and  W3 
dropped  many  of  them,  too ;  but,  their  very  weight  would  have 
carried  such  a  gate,  if  they  had  been  unarmed.  I  soon  found 
Sergeant  Drooce  at  my  side,  forming  us  six  remaining  marines  in 
line — Tom  Packer  next  to  me — and  ordering  us  to  fall  back  three 
paces,  and,  as  they  broke  in,  to  give  them  our  one  little  volley  at 
short  distance.  '  Then,'  says  he, '  receive  them  behind  your  breasts- 
work  on  the  bayonet,  and  at  least  let  every  man  of  you  pin  one  of 
the  cursed  cockchafers  through  the  body.' 

We  checked  them  by  our  lire,  slight  as  it  was,  and  we  checked 
them  at  the  breastwork.  However,  they  broke  over  it  like  swarms 
of  devih — they  were,  really  and  truly,  more  devils  than  men — and 
then  it  was  hand  to  hand,  indeed. 

We  clubbed  our  muskets  and  laid  about  us ;  even  then,  those 
two  ladies — always  behind  me — were  steady  and  ready  with  the 
arms.  I  had  a  lot  of  Maltese  and  Malays  upon  me,  and,  but  for 
a  broadsword  that  ]\Iiss  IMaryon's  own  hand  put  in  mine,  should 
have  got  my  end  from  them.  But,  was  that  all  1  Iso.  I  saw  a 
a  heap  of  banded  dark  hair  and  a  white  dress  come  thrice  between 
me  and  them,  under  my  own  raised  right  arm,  which  each  time 
might  have  destroyed  the  wearer  of  the  white  dress;  and  each 
time  one  of  the  lot  wont  down,  struck  dead. 

Drooce  was  armed  with  a  broadsword,  too,  and  did  such  things 
with  it,  that  there  was  a  cry,  in  half-a-dozen  languages,  of  'Kill 
that  sergeant !'  as  I  knew,  by  the  cry  being  raised  in  English,  and 
taken  up  in  other  tongues.  I  had  received  a  severe  cut  across  the 
left  arm  a  few  moments  before,  and  should  have  known  nothing 
of  it,  except  supposing  that  somebody  had  struck  me  a  smart  blow, 
if  I  had  not  felt  weak,  and  seen  myself  covered  with  spouting 
blood,  and,  at  the  same  instant  of  time,  seen  Miss  Maryon  tearing 
her  dress,  and  binding  it  with  IMrs.  Fisher's  help  round  the  wound. 
They  called  to  Turn  Packer,  who  was  scouring  by,  to  stop  and 
guard  me  for  one  minute,  while  I  was  bound,  or  I  should  bleed  to 
death  in  trying  to  defend  myself.  Tom  stopped  directly,  with  a 
good  sabre  in  his  hand. 

In  that  same  moment — all  things  seem  to  happen  in  that 
same  moment,  at  such  a  time — half-a-dozen  had  rushed  howling 
at  Sergeant  Drooce.  The  Sergeant,  stepping  back  against  the 
wall,  stopped  one  howl  for  ever  with  such  a  terrible  blow,  and 
waited  for  the  rest  to  come  on,  with  such  a  wonderfully  un- 
moved face,  that  they  stopped  and  looked  at  him. 
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*  See  him  now  !'  cried  Tom  Packer.  '  Now,  when  I  could  cut 
him  out !     Gill !     Did  I  tell  you  to  mark  my  words  ?' 

I  implored  Tom  Packer  in  the  Lord's  name,  as  well  as  I  could 
in  my  faintness,  to  go  to  the  Sergeant's  aid. 

'  I  hate  and  detest  him,'  says  Tom,  moodily  wavering.  *  Still, 
he  is  a  brave  man.'  Then  he  calls  out,  '  Sergeant  Drooce,  Sergeant 
Drooce !  Tell  me  you  have  driven  me  too  hard,  and  are  sorry 
for  it.' 

The  Sergeant,  without  turning  his  eyes  from  his  assailants, 
which  would  have  been  instant  death  to  him,  answers : 

'  No.     I  won't.' 

*  Sergeant  Drooce  !'  cries  Tom,  in  a  kind  of  an  agony.  *  I  have 
passed  my  word  that  I  would  never  save  you  from  Death,  if  I 
could,  but  would  leave  ynu  to  die.  Tell  me  you  have  driven  me 
too  hard  and  are  sorry  for  it,  and  that  shall  go  for  nothing.' 

One  of  the  group  laid  the  Sergeant's  bald  bare  head  open. 
The  Sergeant  laid  him  dead. 

'  I  tell  you,'  says  the  Sergeant,  breathing  a  little  short,  and 
waiting  for  the  next  attack.  '  No.  I  won't.  If  you  are  not  man 
enough  to  strike  for  a  fellow-soldier  because  he  wants  help,  and 
because  of  nothing  else,  I'll  go  into  the  other  world  and  look  for 
a  better  man.' 

Tom  swept  upon  them,  and  cut  him  out.  Tom  and  he  fought 
their  way  through  another  knot  of  them,  and  sent  them  flying, 
and  came  over  to  where  I  was  beginning  again  to  feel,  with  inex- 
pressible joy,  that  I  had  got  a  sword  in  my  hand. 

They  had  hardly  come  to  us,  when  I  heard,  above  all  the  other 
noises,  a  tremendous  cry  of  women's  voices.  I  also  saw  Miss 
Maryon,  with  quite  a  new  face,  suddenly  clap  her  two  hands  over 
Mrs.  Fisher's  eyes.  I  looked  towards  the  silver-house,  and  saw 
Mrs.  Venning — standing  upright  on  the  top  of  the  steps  of  the 
trencli,  with  her  gray  hair  and  her  dark  eyes — hide  her  daughter's 
child  behind  her,  among  the  folds  of  her  dress,  strike  a  pirate  with 
her  other  hand,  and  fall,  shot  by  his  pistol. 

The  cry  arose  again,  and  there  was  a  terrible  and  confusing 
rush  of  the  women  into  the  midst  of  the  struggle.  In  another 
moment,  something  came  tumbling  down  upon  me  that  I  thought 
was  the  wall.  It  was  a  heap  of  Sambos  who  had  come  over  the 
wall ;  and  of  four  men  who  clung  to  my  legs  like  serpents,  one 
who  clung  to  my  right  leg  was  Christian  George  King. 

'  Yuf),  So-Jeer,'  says  he,  '  Cliristian  George  King  sar  berry 
glad  So-Jeer  a  prisoner,  Chrislian  George  King  been  waiting 
for  So-Jeer  sech  long  time.     Yup,  yup  I' 
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What  could  I  do,  with  five-and-twenty  of  them  on  me,  but  be 
tied  hand  and  foot  ?  So,  I  was  tied  hand  and  foot.  It  was  all 
over  now — boats  not  come  back — all  lost !  When  I  was  fast 
bound  and  was  put  up  against  the  wall,  the  one-eyed  English  con- 
vict came  up  with  the  Portuguese  Captain,  to  have  a  look  at  me. 

*  See  !' says  he,  'Here's  the  determined  man!  If  you  had 
slept  sounder,  last  night,  you'd  have  slept  your  soundest  last 
night,  my  determined  man.' 

The  Portuguese  Captain  laughed  in  a  cool  way,  and,  with  the 
flat  of  his  cutlass,  hit  me  crosswise,  as  if  I  was  the  bough  of  a 
tree  that  he  played  with  :  first  on  the  face,  and  then  across  the 
chest  and  the  wounded  arm.  I  looked  him  steady  in  the  face 
without  tumbling  while  he  looked  at  me,  I  am  happy  to  say ;  but, 
when  they  went  away,  I  fell,  and  lay  there. 

The  sun  was  up,  when  I  was  roused  and  told  to  come  down 
to  the  beach  and  be  embarked.  I  was  full  of  aches  and  pains,  and 
could  not  at  first  remember;  but,  I  remembered  quite  soon  enough. 
The  killed  were  lying  about  all  over  the  place,  and  the  Pirates 
were  burying  their  dead,  and  taking  away  their  wounded  on 
hastily-made  litters,  to  the  back  of  the  Island.  As  for  us  pri- 
soners, some  of  their  boats  had  come  round  to  the  usual  harbour, 
to  carry  us  off.  We  looked  a  wretched  few,  I  thought,  when  I 
got  down  there ;  still,  it  was  another  sign  that  we  had  fought 
well,  and  made  the  enemy  suffer. 

The  Portuguese  Captain  had  all  the  women  already  embarked 
in  the  boat  he  himself  commanded,  which  was  just  putting  otf 
when  I  got  down.  Miss  Maryon  sat  on  one  side  of  him,  and  gave 
me  a  moment's  look,  as  fall  of  quiet  courage,  and  pity,  and  confi- 
dence, as  if  it  had  been  an  hour  long.  On  tlie  other  side  of  him 
was  poor  little  Mrs.  Fisher,  weeping  for  her  child  and  her  mother. 
I  was  shoved  into  the  same  boat  with  Drooce  and  Packer,  and  the 
remainder  of  our  party  of  marines  :  of  whom  we  had  lost  two 
privates,  besides  Cliarker,  my  poor,  brave  comrade.  We  all  made 
a  melancholy  passage,  under  the  hot  sun  over  to  the  mainland. 
There,  we  landed  in  a  sniitary  place,  and  were  mustered  on  the 
sea  sand.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  jMacoy  and  their  children  were  amongst 
us,  Mr.  and  ]\Irs.  Pordage,  Mr.  Kitten,  jNlr.  Fisher,  and  Mrs. 
Belltott.  We  musteretl  only  fourteen  men,  fifteen  women,  and 
seven  children.  Those  were  all  that  remained  of  the  English  who 
had  lain  down  to  sleep  last  night,  unsuspecting  and  happy,  on  the 
Island  of  Silver-Store. 

[The  second  chapter,  which  was  not  written  by  Mr.  Dickens, 
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describes  the  Prisoners  (twenty-two  women  and  children)  taken 
into  the  interior  by  the  Pirate  Captain,  who  makes  them  the 
material  guarantee  for  the  precious  metal  and  jewels  left  on  the 
island;  declaring  that,  if  the  latter  be  wrested  by  English  ships 
from  the  pirates  in  charge,  he  will  murder  the  captives.  From 
their  '  Prison  in  the  Woods,'  however  (tbis  being  the  title  of  the 
second  chapter),  they  escape  by  means  of  rafts  dowTi  the  river ; 
and  the  sequel  is  told  in  a  third  and  concluding  chapter  by  Mr. 
Dickens.] 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  RAFTS  ON  THE  RIVER. 

We  contrived  to  keep  afloat  all  that  night,  and,  the  stream 
running  strong  with  us,  to  glide  a  long  way  down  the  river.  But, 
we  found  the  night  to  be  a  dangerous  time  for  such  navigation, 
on  account  of  the  eddies  and  rapids,  and  it  was  therefore  settled 
next  day  that  in  future  we  would  bring-to  at  sunset,  and  encamji 
on  the  shore.  As  we  knew  of  no  boats  that  the  Pirates  possessed, 
up  at  the  Prison  in  the  Woods,  we  settled  always  to  encamp  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  stream,  so  as  to  have  the  breadth  of  the 
river  between  our  sleep  and  them.  Our  opinion  was,  that  if  they 
were  acquainted  with  any  near  way  by  land  to  the  mouth  of  this 
river,  they  would  come  up  it  in  force,  and  retake  us  or  kill 
us,  according  as  they  could ;  but,  that  if  that  was  not  the  case, 
and  if  the  river  ran  by  none  of  their  secret  stations,  we  might 
escape. 

When  I  say  we  settled  this  or  that,  I  do  not  mean  that  we 
planned  anything  witli  any  confidence  as  to  what  might  happen 
an  hour  hence.  So  much  had  happened  in  one  night,  and  such 
great  changes  had  been  violently  and  suddenly  made  in  the  for- 
tunes of  many  among  us,  that  we  bad  got  better  used  to  uncer- 
tainty, in  a  little  while,  than  I  dare  say  most  people  do  in  the 
course  of  their  lives. 

The  difficulties  we  soon  got  into,  through  the  off-settings  and 
point-currents  of  the  stream,  made  the  likelihood  of  our  being 
drowned,  alone — to  say  nothing  of  our  being  retaken  —  as  broad 
and  plain  as  the  sun  at  noonday  to  all  of  us.  But,  we  all  worked 
hard  at  managing  the  rafts,  under  the  direction  of  the  seamen  (of 
our  own  skill,  I  think  we  never  could  have  prevented  them  from 
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oversetting),  and  we  also  worked  hard  at  making  good  the  defects 
in  their  first  hasty  construction — which  the  water  soon  found  out. 
While  we  humbly  resigned  ourselves  to  going  down,  if  it  was  the 
will  of  Our  Father  that  was  in  Heaven,  we  humbly  made  up  our 
minds,  that  we  would  all  do  the  best  that  was  in  us. 

And  so  we  held  on,  gliding  with  the  stream.  It  drove  us  to 
this  baidi,  and  it  drove  us  to  that  bank,  and  it  turned  us,  and 
whirled  us  ;  but  yet  it  carried  us  on.  Sometimes  much  too  slowly ; 
sometimes  much  t(K)  fast,  but  yet  it  carried  us  on. 

My  little  deaf  and  dumb  boy  slumbered  a  good  deal  now,  and 
that  was  the  case  with  all  the  children.  They  caused  very  little 
trouble  to  any  one.  Tliey  seemed,  m  my  eyes,  to  get  more  like 
one  another,  not  only  in  quiet  manner,  but  in  the  face,  too.  The 
motion  of  the  raft  was  usually  so  much  the  same,  the  scene  was 
usually  so  much  the  same,  the  sound  of  the  soft  wash  and  ripple 
of  the  water  was  usually  so  much  the  same,  that  they  were  made 
drowsy,  as  they  might  have  been  by  the  constant  playing  of  one 
tune.  Even  on  the  grown  people,  who  worked  hard  and  felt 
anxiety,  the  same  things  [)roduced  something  of  the  same  effect. 
Every  day  was  so  like  the  other,  that  I  soon  lost  count  of  the 
days,  myself,  and  had  to  ask  Miss  ]\laryon,  for  instance,  whether 
this  was  tlie  third  or  fourth?  Miss  Maryon  had  a  pocket-book 
and  pencil,  and  she  ke[)t  the  log ;  that  is  to  say,  she  entered  up  a 
clear  little  journal  of  the  time,  and  of  the  distances  our  seamen 
thought  we  had  made,  each  night. 

So,  as  I  say,  we  kept  afloat  and  glided  on.  All  day  long,  and 
every  day,  the  water,  and  the  woods,  and  sky ;  all  day  long,  and 
every  day,  the  constant  watching  of  both  sides  of  the  river,  and  far 
a-head  at  every  bold  turn  and  sweep  it  made,  for  any  signs  of 
Pirate-boats,  or  Pirate- dwellings.  Ho,  as  I  say,  we  kept  afloat 
and  glided  on.  The  days  molting  themselves  together  to  that 
degree,  that  I  could  hardly  believe  my  ears  when  I  asked  '  IIow 
many,  now.  Miss  ?'  and  slie  answered,  '  Seven.' 

To  be  sure,  poor  I\Ir.  Pordage  had,  by  about  now,  got  his 
Diplomatic  coat  into  such  a  state  as  never  was  seen.  What  with 
the  mud  of  the  river,  what  with  the  water  of  the  river,  what  with 
the  sun,  and  the  dews,  and  the  tearing  boughs,  and  the  thickets, 
it  hung  about  him  in  discolouretl  shreds  like  a  mop.  The  sun 
had  touched  him  a  bit.  He  had  taken  to  always  polishing  one 
{•articular  button,  which  just  held  on  to  his  left  wrist,  and  to 
always  calling  for  stationery.  I  suppose  that  man  called  for 
})ens,  ink,  and  paper,  tape,  and  sealing-wax,  upwards  of  one  thou- 
bund  times  in  four-and-twenty  hours,     lie  had  an  idea  that  we 
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sIioitM  never  get  out  of  that  river  unless  we  were  written  out  of  it 
in  a  formal  Memorandum;  and  the  more  we  laboured  at  navi- 
gating the  rafts,  the  more  he  ordered  us  not  to  touch  them  at  our 
peril,  and  the  more  he  sat  and  roared  for  stationery. 

Mrs.  Pordage,  similarly,  persisted  in  wearing  her  night-cap. 
I  doubt  if  any  one  but  ourselves  who  had  seen  the  progress  of 
that  article  of  dress,  could  by  this  time  have  told  what  it  was 
meant  for.  It  had  got  so  limp  and  ragged  that  she  couldn't  see 
out  of  her  eyes  for  it.  It  was  so  dirty,  that  whether  it  was 
vegetable  matter  out  of  a  8wamp,  or  weeds  out  of  the  river,  or 
an  old  porter's-kuot  from  England,  I  don't  think  any  new  spec- 
tator could  have  said.  Yet,  this  unfortunate  old  woman  had  a 
notion  that  it  was  not  only  vastly  genteel,  but  that  it  was  the 
correct  thing  as  to  propriety.  And  slie  really  did  carry  herself 
over  the  other  ladies  who  had  no  night-caps,  and  who  were  forced 
to  tie  up  their  hair  how  they  could,  in  a  superior  manner  that  was 
perfectly  amazing. 

I  don't  know  what  she  looked  like,  sitting  in  that  blessed 
night-cap,  on  a  log  of  wood,  outside  the  hut  or  cabin  upon  our 
raft.  She  would  have  rather  resembled  a  fortune-teller  in  one  of 
the  picture-books  that  used  to  be  in  the  shop  windows  in  my  boy- 
hood, except  for  her  stateliness.  But,  Lord  bless  my  heart,  the 
dignity  with  which  she  sat  and  moped,  with  her  head  in  that 
bundle  of  tatters,  was  like  nothing  else  in  the  world !  She  was 
not  on  speaking  terms  with  more  than  three  of  the  ladies.  Some 
of  them  had,  what  she  called,  'taken  precedence'  of  her  —  in 
getting  into,  or  out  of,  that  miserable  little  shelter ! — and  others 
had  not  called  to  pay  their  respects,  or  something  of  that  kind. 
So,  there  she  sat,  in  her  own  state  and  ceremony,  while  her 
husband  sat  on  the  same  log  of  wood,  ordering  us  one  and  all 
to  let  the  raft  go  to  the  bottom,  and  to  bring  him  stationery. 

What  with  this  noise  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Commissioner  Por- 
dage, and  what  with  the  cries  of  Sergeant  Drooce  on  the  raft 
astern  (which  were  sometimes  more  than  Tom  Packer  could 
silence),  we  often  made  our  slow  way  down  the  river,  anything 
but  quietly.  Yet,  that  it  was  of  great  importance  that  no  ears 
should  be  able  to  hear  us  from  the  woods  on  the  banks,  could  not 
be  doubted.  We  were  looked  for,  to  a  certainty,  and  we  might 
be  retaken  at  any  moment.  It  was  an  anxious  time;  it  was, 
indeed,  indeed,  an  anxious  time. 

On  the  seventh  night  of  our  voyage  on  the  rafts,  we  made 
fast,  as  usual,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river  to  that  from 
which  we  had  started,  in  as  dark  a  place  as  we  could  pick  out. 
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Our  little  encampment  was  soon  made,  and  supper  was  eaten,  and 
the  children  fell  asleep.  The  watch  was  set,  and  everything  made 
orderly  for  the  night.  Such  a  starlight  night,  with  such  blue  in 
the  sky,  and  such  black  in  the  places  of  heavy  shade  on  the  banks 
of  the  great  stream  ! 

Those  two  ladies,  Miss  Maryon  and  Mrs.  Fisher,  had  always 
kept  near  me  since  the  night  of  the  attack.  Mr.  Fisher,  who  was 
untiring  in  the  work  of  our  raft,  had  said  to  me : 

'  My  dear  little  childless  wife  has  grown  so  attached  to  you, 
Davis,  and  you  are  such  a  gentle  fellow,  as  well  as  such  a  deter- 
mined one;'  our  party  had  adopted  that  last  expression  from  the 
one-eyed  English  pirate,  and  I  repeat  what  Mr.  Fisher  said,  only 
because  he  said  it ;  '  that  it  takes  a  load  off  my  mind  to  leave 
her  in  your  charge.' 

I  said  to  him  :  '  Your  lady  is  in  far  better  charge  than  mine, 
sir,  having  Miss  Maryon  to  take  care  of  her;  but,  you  may  rely 
upon  it,  that  I  will  guard  them  both — faithful  and  true.' 

Says  he :  '  I  do  rely  upon  it,  Davis,  and  I  heartily  wish  all 
the  silver  on  our  old  Island  was  yours.' 

That  seventh  starlight  night,  as  I  have  said,  we  made  our 
camp,  and  got  our  suppei',  and  set  our  watch,  and  the  children 
fell  asleep.  It  was  solemn  and  beautiful  in  those  wild  and  soli- 
tary parts,  to  see  them,  every  night  before  they  lay  down,  kneel- 
ing under  the  bright  sky,  saying  their  little  prayers  at  women's 
laps.  At  that  time  we  men  all  uncovered,  and  mostly  kept  at  a 
distance.  When  the  innocent  creatures  rose  us,  we  murmured 
'  Amen  !'  all  together.  For,  though  we  had  not  heard  what  they 
said,  we  knew  it  must  be  good  for  us. 

At  that  time,  too,  as  was  only  natural,  those  poor  mothers  in 
our  company,  whose  children  had  been  killed,  shed  many  tears. 
I  thought  the  sight  seemed  to  console  them  while  it  made  them 
cry;  but,  whether  I  was  right  or  wrong  in  that,  they  wept  very 
much.  On  this  seventh  night,  j\[rs.  Fisher  had  cried  for  her  lost 
darling  until  she  cried  herself  asleep.  She  was  lying  on  a  little 
couch  of  leaves  and  such-like  (1  made  the  best  little  couch  I  could 
for  them  every  night),  and  Miss  Maryon  had  covered  her,  and  sat 
by  her,  holding  lior  hand.  The  stars  looked  down  upon  them.  As 
for  me,  I  guarded  them. 

'  Davis  !'  says  !Miss  Maryon.  (I  am  not  going  to  say  what  a 
voice  she  had.     I  couldn't  if  I  tried.) 

'  I  am  here,  ]\liss.' 

*  The  river  sounds  as  if  it  were  swollen  to-night.' 

*  We  all  think,  Miss,  that  we  are  coming  near  the  sea.' 


THE  PERILS  OF  CERTAIN  ENGLISH  PRISONERS.        121 

*  T)o  yon  believe,  now,  we  shall  escape  ?' 

'I  do  now,  Miss,  really  believe  it.'  I  had  always  said  I  did; 
but,  I  had  in  my  own  mind  been  doubtful. 

'  How  glad  you  will  be,  my  good  Davis,  to  see  England 
again !' 

I  have  another,  confession  to  make  that  will  appear  singular. 
When  she  said  these  words,  something  rose  in  my  throat;  and 
the  stars  I  looked  away  at,  seemed  to  break  into  sparkles  that  fell 
down  my  face  and  burnt  it. 

'  England  is  not  much  to  me.  Miss,  except  as  a  name.' 

'  0,  so  true  an  Englishman  should  not  say  that ! — Are  you 
not  well  to-night,  Davis  V    Very  kindly,  and  with  a  quick  change* 

'  Quite  well.  Miss.' 

'  Are  you  sure?     Your  voice  sounds  altered  in  my  hearing.' 

'  No,  Miss,  I  am  a  stronger  man  than  ever.  But,  England 
is  nothing  to  me.' 

!Miss  Maryon  sat  silent  for  so  long  a  while,  that  I  believed 
she  had  done  speaking  to  me  for  one  time.  However,  she  had 
not ;  for  by  and  bye  she  said  in  a  distinct  clear  tone : 

'  No,  good  friend ;  you  must  not  say  that  England  is  nothing 
to  you.  It  is  to  be  much  to  you,  yet — everything  to  you.  You 
have  to  take  back  to  England  the  good  name  you  have  earned 
here,  and  the  gratitude  and  attachment  and  respect  you  have  won 
here;  and  you  have  to  make  some  good  English  girl  very  hap|)y 
and  proud,  by  marrying  her ;  and  I  shall  one  day  see  her,  I  hope, 
and  make  her  happier  and  prouder  still,  by  teUing  her  what  noble 
services  her  husband's  were  in  South  America,  and  what  a  noble 
friend  he  was  to  me  there.' 

Though  she  spoke  these  kind  words  in  a  cheering  manner,  she 
spoke  them  coiipassionately.  I  said  nothing.  It  will  appear  to 
be  another  strange  confession,  that  I  paced  to  and  fro,  within  call, 
all  that  night,  a  most  unhappy  man,  reproaching  myself  all  the 
night  long.  '  You  are  as  ignorant  as  any  man  alive ;  you  are 
as  obscure  as  any  man  alive ;  you  are  as  poor  as  any  man  alive ; 
you  are  no  better  than  the  mud  under  your  foot.'  That  was  the 
way  in  which  I  went  on  against  myself  until  the  morning. 

With  the  day,  came  the  day's  labour.  What  I  should  have 
done  without  the  labour,  I  don't  know.  We  were  afloat  again  at 
the  usual  hour,  and  were  again  making  our  way  down  the  river. 
It  was  broader,  and  clearer  of  obstructions  than  it  had  been,  and 
it  seemed  to  flow  faster.  This  was  one  of  Drooce's  quiet  days ; 
Mr.  Pordage,  besides  being  sulky,  had  almost  lost  his  voice ;  and 
we  made  good  way,  and  with  little  noise. 
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There  was  always  a  seaman  forward  on  the  raft,  keeping  a 
bright  look-ont.  Suddenly,  in  the  full  lieat  of  the  day,  when  the 
children  wore  slumbering,  and  the  very  trees  and  reeds  appeared 
to  be  slumbering,  this  man — it  was  Short — holds  up  his  hand,  and 
cries  with  great  caution  :    '  Avast !   Voices  ahead  !' 

We  held  on  against  the  stream  as  soon  as  we  could  bring  her 
up,  and  the  other  raft  followed  suit.  At  first,  Mr.  Macey,  Mr. 
Fisher,  and  myself,  conld  hear  nothing ;  though  both  the  seamen 
aiioard  of  ns  agreed  that  they  could  hear  voices  and  oars.  After 
a  little  pause,  however,  we  united  in  thinking  that  we  could  hear 
the  sound  of  voices,  and  the  dip  of  oars.  But,  you  can  hear  a 
long  way  in  those  countries,  and  there  was  a  bend  of  the  river 
before  us,  and  nothing  was  to  be  seen  except  such  waters  and 
such  banks  as  we  were  now  in  the  eighth  day  (and  might,  for  the 
matter  of  our  feelings,  have  been  in  the  eightieth),  of  having  seen 
with  anxious  eyes. 

It  was  soon  decided  to  put  a  man  ashore,  who  should  creep 
through  the  wood,  see  what  was  coming,  and  warn  the  rafts.  The 
rafts  in  the  meantime  to  keep  the  middle  of  the  stream.  The  man 
to  be  put  ashore,  and  not  to  swim  ashore,  as  the  first  thing  could 
be  more  quickly  done  than  the  second.  The  raft  conveying  him, 
to  get  back  into  mid-stream,  and  to  hold  on  along  with  the  other, 
as  well  as  it  could,  until  signalled  by  the  man.  In  case  of  danger, 
the  man  to  shift  for  himself  until  it  should  be  safe  to  take  him 
aboard  again.     I  volunteered  to  be  the  man. 

We  knew  that  the  voices  and  oars  must  come  up  slowly 
against  the  stream  ;  and  our  seamen  knew,  by  the  set  of  the 
stream,  under  which  bank  they  would  come.  I  was  put  ashore 
accordingly.     The  raft  got  off"  well,  and  I  broke  into  the  wood. 

Steanung  hot  it  was,  and  a  tearing  place  to  get  through.  So 
much  the  better  for  me,  since  it  was  something  to  contend  against 
and  do.  I  cut  off'  the  bend  of  the  river,  at  a  great  saving  of  space, 
came  to  the  water's  edge  again,  and  hid  myself,  and  waited.  I 
could  now  hear  the  dip  of  the  oars  very  distinctly ;  the  voices  had 
ceased. 

The  sound  came  on  in  a  regular  tune,  and  as  I  lay  hidden,  1 
fancied  the  tune  so  played  to  be,  '  Chris'en — George — King! 
Chris'en — George — King  !  Chris'en — George — King  !'  over  and 
over  again,  always  the  same,  with  the  pauses  always  at  the  same 
places.  I  had  likewise  time  to  make  up  my  mind  that  if  these 
were  the  Pirates,  I  could  and  would  (barring  my  being  shot)  swim 
off"  to  my  raft,  in  spite  of  my  wound,  the  moment  I  liad  given  the 
alarm,  and  hohl  my  old  post  by  Miss  Maryon. 
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*  Chris'en  —  George  —  King  !  Chris'en  —  George  —  King  ! 
Chris'en — George — King  !'  coming  up,  now,  very  near. 

I  took  a  look  at  tlie  brandies  about  me,  to  see  where  a  shower 
of  bullets  would  be  most  likely  to  do  me  least  hurt ;  and  I  took 
a  look  back  at  the  track  I  had  made  in  forcing  my  way  in ;  and 
now  I  was  wholly  prepared  and  fully  ready  for  them. 

'  Chris'en  —  George  —  King  !  Chris'en  —  George —  King  ! 
Chris'en — George — King!'    Here  they  were  ! 

Who  were  they?  The  barbarous  Pirates,  scum  of  all  nations, 
headed  by  such  men  as  the  hideous  little  Portuguese  monkey,  and 
the  one-eyed  English  convict  with  the  gash  across  his  face,  that 
ought  to  have  gashed  his  wicked  head  off?  The  worst  men  in 
the  world  picked  out  from  the  worst,  to  do  the  cruellest  and  most 
atrocious  deeds  that  ever  stained  it?  The  howling,  murdering, 
black-Hag  waving,  mad,  and  drunken  crowd  of  devils  that  had 
overcome  us  by  numbers  and  by  treachery?  No.  These  were 
English  men  in  Engli.-h  boats — good  blue-jackets  and  red-coats — 
marines  that  I  knew  myself,  and  sailors  tiiat  knew  our  seamen  ! 
At  the  helm  of  the  first  boat.  Captain  Carton,  eager  and  steady. 
At  the  helm  of  the  second  boat,  Captain  Mary  on,  brave  and  bold. 
At  the  helm  of  the  third  boat,  an  old  seaman,  with  determination 
carved  into  his  watchful  face,  like  the  figure-head  of  a  ship.  Every 
man  doubly  and  trebly  armed  from  head  to  foot.  Every  man 
lying-to  at  his  work,  with  a  will  that  had  all  his  heart  and  soul 
in  it.  Every  inan  looking  out  for  any  trace  of  friend  or  enemy, 
and  burning  to  be  the  first  to  do  good,  or  avenge  evil.  Every 
man  with  his  face  on  fire  when  he  saw  me.  his  countryman  who 
had  been  taken  prisoner,  and  hailed  me  with  a  cheer,  as  Captain 
Carton's  boat  ran  in  and  took  me  on  board. 

I  reported,  '  All  escaped,  sir  !    All  well,  all  safe,  all  here  !' 

God  bless  me — and  God  bless  them — what  a  cheer !  It  turned 
me  weak,  as  I  was  passed  on  from  band  to  hand  to  the  stern  of 
the  boat:  every  hand  patting  me  or  grasping  me  in  some  way  or 
other,  in  the  moment  of  my  going  by. 

'  Hold  up,  my  brave  fellow,'  says  Captain  Carton,  clapping  rae 
on  the  shoulder  like  a  friend,  and  giving  me  a  flask.  '  Put  your 
lips  to  that,  and  they'll  be  red  again.     Now,  boys,  give  way !' 

The  banks  fiew  by  us  as  if  the  mightiest  stream  that  ever 
ran  was  with  us ;  and  so  it  was,  I  am  sure,  meaning  the  stream 
to  those  men's  ardour  and  spirit.  The  banks  flew  by  us,  and  we 
came  in  sight  of  the  rafts — the  banks  flew  by  us,  and  we  came 
alongside  of  the  rafts  —  the  baidis  stripped  ;  and  there  was  a 
tumult  of  laughing  and  crying,  and  kissing  and  shakirig  of  bands, 
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and  catching  up  of  children  and  sotting  of  thera  down  again,  and 
a  wild  hurry  of  thankfulness  and  joy  that  melted  every  one  and 
softened  all  hearts. 

I  had  taken  notice,  in  Captain  Carton's  boat,  that  there  was 
a  curious  and  quite  new  sort  of  fitting  on  board.  It  was  a  kind 
of  a  little  bower  made  of  flowers,  and  it  was  set  up  behind  the 
captain,  and  betwixt  him  and  the  rudder.  Not  only  was  this 
arbour,  so  to  call  it,  neatly  made  of  flowers,  but  it  was  orna- 
mented in  a  singular  way.  Some  of  the  men  had  taken  the 
ribbons  and  buckles  off  their  hats,  and  hung  them  among  the 
flowers ;  others  had  made  festoons  and  streamers  of  their  hand- 
kerchiefs, and  hung  them  there ;  others  had  intermixed  such 
trifles  as  bits  of  glass  and  shining  fragments  of  lockets  and 
tobacco-boxes  with  the  flowers ;  so  that  altogether  it  was  a  very 
bright  and  lively  object  in  the  sunshine.  But  why  there,  or  what 
for,  I  did  not  understand. 

Now,  as  soon  as  the  first  bewilderment  was  over,  Captain  Carton 
gave  the  order  to  land  for  the  present.  But  this  boat  of  his,  with 
two  hands  left  in  her,  immediately  put  off  again  when  the  men 
were  out  of  her,  and  kept  off,  some  yards  from  the  shore.  As 
she  floated  there,  with  the  two  hands  gently  backing  water  to 
keep  her  from  going  down  the  stream,  this  pretty  little  arbour 
attracted  many  eyes.  None  of  the  boat's  crew,  however,  had  any- 
thing to  say  about  it,  except  that  it  was  the  captain's  fancy. 

The  caj)tain — with  the  women  and  children  clustering  round 
him,  and  the  men  of  all  ranks  grouped  outside  them,  and  all 
listening — stood  telling  how  the  Expedition,  deceived  by  its  bad 
intelligence,  had  chased  the  light  Pirate  boats  all  that  fatal  night, 
and  had  still  followed  in  their  wake  next  day,  and  had  never  sus- 
pected until  many  hours  too  late  that  tiie  great  Pirate  body  had 
drawn  off  in  the  darkness  when  the  chase  began,  and  shot  over 
to  the  Island.  He  stood  telling  how  the  Expedition,  supposing 
the  whole  array  of  armed  boats  to  be  ahead  <>f  it,  got  tempted 
into  shallows  and  went  aground  ;  but  not  without  having  its 
revenge  upon  the  two  decoy-boats,  both  of  which  it  had  come  up 
with,  overhand,  and  sent  to  the  bottom  with  all  on  board.  He 
stood  telling  how  the  Expedition,  fearing  then  that  the  case 
stood  as  it  did,  got  afloat  again,  by  great  exertion,  after  the 
loss  of  four  more  tides,  and  returned  to  the  Island,  where  they 
found  the  sloop  scuttled  and  the  treasure  gone.  He  stood  telling 
how  my  officer,  Lieutenant  Linderwood,  was  left  upon  the  Island, 
with  as  strong  a  force  as  could  be  got  together  hurriedly  from 
the  mainland,  and  how  the  three  boats  we  saw  before  us  \>ere 
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manned  and  armed  and  had  come  away,  exploring  the  coast  and 
inlets,  in  search  of  any  tidings  of  us.  He  stood  telling  all  this, 
with  his  face  to  the  river ;  and,  as  he  stood  telling  it,  the  Httle 
arbour  of  flowers  floated  in  the  sunshine  before  all  the  faces 
there. 

Leaning  on  Captain  Carton's  shoulder,  between  him  and  ]\riss 
Maryon,  was  Mrs.  Fisher,  her  head  drooping  on  her  arm.  tShe 
asked  him,  without  raising  it,  when  he  had  told  so  much,  whether 
he  had  found  her  mother  ? 

'  Be  comforted  !  She  lies,'  said  the  Captain  gently,  '  under  the 
cocoa-nut  trees  on  the  beach.' 

'  And  my  child,  Ca|)tain  Carton,  did  you  find  my  child,  too  ? 
Does  my  darling  rest  with  my  raother  V 

'  Xo.  Your  pretty  child  sleeps,'  said  the  Captain,  '  under  a 
shade  of  flowers.' 

His  voice  shook ;  but  there  was  something  in  it  that  struck 
all  the  hearers.  At  that  moment  there  sprung  from  the  arbour 
in  his  boat  a  little  creature,  clapping  her  hands  and  stretching 
out  her  arms,  and  crying,  '  Dear  papa  !  Dear  mamma  !  I  am  not 
killed.  I  am  saved.  I  am  coming  to  kiss  you.  Take  me  to 
them,  take  me  to  them,  good,  kind  sailors  !' 

Nobody  who  saw  that  scene  has  ever  forgotten  it,  I  am  sure, 
or  ever  will  forget  it.  The  child  had  kept  quite  still,  where  her 
brave  grandmama  had  put  her  (first  whispering  in  her  ear,  '  What- 
ever happens  to  me,  do  not  stir,  my  dear  !'),  and  had  remained 
quiet  until  the  fort  was  deserted ;  she  had  then  crept  out  of  the 
trench,  and  gone  into  her  mother's  house :  and  there,  alone  on  the 
solitary  Island,  in  her  mother's  room,  and  asleep  on  her  mother's 
bed,  the  Captain  had  found  her.  Nothing  could  induce  her  to  be 
parted  from  him  after  he  took  her  up  in  his  arms,  and  he  had 
brought  her  away  with  him,  and  the  men  had  made  the  bower  for 
her.  To  see  those  men  now,  was  a  sight.  The  joy  of  the  women 
was  beautiful ;  the  joy  of  those  women  who  had  lost  their  own 
children,  was  quite  sacred  and  divine ;  but,  the  ecstasies  of  Cap- 
tain Carton's  boat's  crew,  when  their  pet  was  restored  to  her 
parents,  were  wonderful  for  the  tenderness  they  showed  in  the 
midst  of  roughness.  As  the  Captain  stood  with  the  child  in  his 
arms,  and  the  child's  own  little  arms  now  clinging  round  his  neck, 
now  round  her  father's,  now  round  her  mother's,  now  round  some 
one  who  pressed  up  to  kiss  her,  the  boat's  crew  shook  hands  with 
one  another,  waved  their  hats  over  their  heads,  laughed,  sang,  cried, 
danced — and  all  among  themselves,  without  wanting  to  inlerfere 
with  anybudy — in  a  maimer  never  to  be  represented.     At  last,  I 
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saw  the  coxswain  and  another,  two  very  hard-faced  men,  with 
grizzled  heads,  who  had  been  the  heartiest  of  the  hearty  all  along, 
close  with  one  another,  get  each  of  them  the  otlier's  head  under 
his  arm,  and  pnmmel  away  at  it  with  his  fist  as  hard  as  he  could, 
iu  his  excess  of  joy. 

When  we  had  well  rested  and  refreshed  ourselves — and  very 
glad  we  were  to  have  some  of  the  heartening  things  to  eat  and 
drink  that  had  come  up  in  the  boats — we  recommenced  our  voyage 
down  the  river:  rafts,  and  boats,  and  all.  I  said  to  myself,  it 
was  a  very  different  kind  of  voyage  now,  from  what  it  had  been ; 
and  I  fell  into  my  proper  place  and  station  among  my  fellow- 
soldiers. 

But,  when  we  halted  for  the  night,  I  found  that  Miss  IMaryon 
had  spoken  to  Captain  Carton  conceriiins:  me.  For,  the  Captain 
came  straight  up  to  me,  and  says  he,  '  My  brave  fellow,  you  have 
been  ]\Iiss  Maryon's  body-guard  all  along,  and  you  shall  remain 
so.  Nobody  shall  supersede  you  in  the  distinction  and  pleasure 
of  protecting  that  young  lady.'  I  thanked  his  honour  in  the  fittest 
words  I  could  find,  and  that  night  I  was  placed  on  my  old  post  of 
watching  the  place  where  she  slept.  More  than  once  in  the  night, 
I  saw  Captain  Carton  come  out  into  the  air,  and  stroll  about  there, 
to  see  that  all  was  well.  I  have  now  this  other  singular  confession 
to  make,  that  I  saw  him  with  a  heavy  heart.  Yes ;  I  saw  him 
with  a  heavy,  heavy  heart. 

In  the  day-time,  I  had  the  like  post  in  Captain  Carton's  boat. 
I  had  a  special  station  of  my  own,  behind  Miss  Mar-yon,  and  no 
hands  but  hers  ever  touched  my  wound.  (It  has  been  healed  these 
many  long  years;  but,  no  other  hands  have  ever  touched  it.)  Mr. 
Pordage  was  kept  tolerably  quiet  now,  with  pen  and  ink,  and  began 
to  pick  up  his  senses  a  little.  Seated  in  the  second  boat,  he  made 
documents  with  i\Ir.  Kitten,  pretty  well  all  day;  and  he  generally 
handed  in  a  Protest  about  something  whenever  we  stopped.  The 
Captain,  however,  made  so  very  light  of  these  papers,  that  it  grew 
into  a  saying  among  the  men,  when  one  of  them  wanted  a  match 
for  his  pipe,  '  Pland  us  over  a  Protest,  Jack  !'  As  to  Mrs.  Por- 
dage, she  still  wore  the  nightcap,  and  she  now  had  cut  all  the 
ladies  on  account  of  her  not  having  been  formally  and  separately 
rescued  by  Captain  Carton  before  anybody  else.  The  end  of  Mr. 
Pordage,  to  bring  to  an  end  all  I  know  about  him,  was,  that  he 
got  great  coni])liments  at  home  for  his  conduct  on  these  trying 
occasions,  and  that  he  died  of  vellow  jaundice,  a  (joveruor  and  a 
K.C.  M. 

ISercreant  Drooce  had  fallen  from  a  h'vjrh  fever  into  a  low  one. 
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Tom  Packer — the  only  man  who  conM  have  pulled  the  Sergeant 
throui^h  it — kept  hcspital  aboard  the  old  raft,  and  iSlrs.  Belltott, 
as  brisk  as  ever  again  (but  the  spirit  of  that  little  woman,  when 
things  tried  it,  was  not  equal  to  appearances),  was  head-nurse 
under  his  directions.  Before  we  got  down  to  the  ^losquito  coast, 
the  joke  had  been  made  by  one  of  our  men,  that  Ave  should  see  her 
gazetted  Mrs.  Tom  Packer,  vice  Belltott  exchanged. 

When  we  reached  the  coast,  we  got  native  boats  as  substitutes 
for  the  rafts ;  and  we  rowed  along  under  the  land  ;  and  in  that 
beautiful  climate,  and  upon  that  beautiful  water,  the  blooming  days 
were  like  enchantment.  Ah  !  They  were  running  away,  faster 
than  any  sea  or  river,  and  there  was  no  tide  to  bring  them  back. 
We  were  coming  very  near  the  settlement  where  the  people  of 
Silver- Store  were  to  be  left,  and  from  which  we  Marines  were 
under  orders  to  return  to  Belize. 

Captain  Carton  had,  in  the  boat  by  him,  a  curious  long-bar- 
relled Spanish  gun,  and  he  had  said  to  Mi.->s  Maryon  one  day  that 
it  was  the  best  of  guns,  and  had  turned  his  head  to  me,  and 
said: 

'  Gill  Davis,  load  her  fresh  with  a  couple  of  slugs,  against  a 
chance  of  showing  how  good  she  is.' 

So,  I  had  discharged  the  gun  over  the  sea,  and  had  loaded 
her,  according  to  orders,  and  there  it  had  lain  at  the  Captain's 
feet,  convenient  to  the  Captain's  hand. 

The  last  day  but  one  of  our  journey  was  an  uncommonly  hot 
day.  We  started  very  early ;  but,  there  was  no  cool  air  on  tiie 
sea  as  the  day  got  on,  and  by  noon  the  heat  was  really  hard  to 
bear,  considering  that  there  were  women  and  children  to  bear  it. 
Now,  we  happened  to  open,  just  at  that  time,  a  very  pleasant 
little  cove  or  bay,  where  there  was  a  deep  shade  from  a  great  growth 
of  trees.  ]!v^ow,  the  Ca{)tain,  therefore,  made  the  signal  to  the 
other  boats  to  follow  him  in  and  lie  by  a  while. 

The  men  who  were  otf  duty  went  ashore,  and  lay  down,  but 
were  ordered,  for  caution's  saKe,  not  to  stray,  and  to  kee[)  within 
view.  The  others  rested  on  ttieir  oars,  and  dozed.  Awnings  had 
been  made  of  one  thing  and  another,  in  all  the  boats,  and  the  pa^^- 
sengers  found  it  cooler  to  be  under  them  in  the  shade,  when  there 
was  room  enouui-h,  than  to  be  in  the  thick  woods.  So,  the  jiasseii- 
gers  were  all  alloat,  and  mostly  sleeping.  I  kept  my  post  behind 
Miss  Maryon,  and  she  was  on  Captain  Carton's  right  in  the  boat, 
and  Mrs.  Fisher  sat  on  her  right  again.  The  Captain  had  Mrs. 
Fisher's  daughter  on  his  knee.  He  and  the  two  ladies  were  talk- 
ing about  the  Pirates,  and  were  talking  softly ;  partly,  because 
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people  do  talk  softly  under  such  indolent  circumstances,  and  partly 
because  the  little  girl  had  gone  off  asleep. 

1  think  1  have  before  given  it  out  for  my  Lady  to  write  down, 
that  Captain  Carton  had  a  fine  bright  eye  of  his  own.  All  at 
once,  he  darted  me  a  side  look,  as  much  as  to  say,  '  Steady — 
don't  take  on — I  see  something  !' — and  gave  the  child  into  her  mo- 
ther's arms.  That  eye  of  his  was  so  easy  to  understand,  that  I 
obeyed  it  by  not  so  much  as  looking  either  to  the  right  or  to  the 
left  out  of  a  corner  of  my  own,  or  changing  my  attitude  the  least 
trifle.  The  Captain  went  on  talking  in  the  same  mild  and  easy 
way;  but  began — with  his  arms  resting  across  his  knees,  and  h's 
head  a  little  hanging  forward,  as  if  the  heat  were  rather  too  much 
for  him — began  to  play  with  the  Spanish  gun. 

'They  had  laid  their  plans,  you  see,'  says  the  Captain,  taking 
up  the  Spanish  gun  across  his  knees,  and  looking,  lazily,  at  the 
inlaying  on  the  stock,  '  with  a  great  deal  of  art ;  and  the  corrupt 
or  blundering  local  authorities  were  so  easily  deceived;'  he  ran  his 
left  hand  idly  along  the  barrel,  but  I  saw,  with  my  breath  held, 
that  he  covered  the  action  of  cocking  the  gun  with  his  right — 'so 
easily  deceived,  that  they  summoned  us  out  to  come  into  the  trap. 

But  my  intention  as  to  future  operations '  In  a  flash  the 

Spanish  gun  was  at  his  bright  eye,  and  he  fired. 

All  started  up ;  innumerable  echoes  repeated  the  sotmd  of  the 
discharge ;  a  cloud  of  bright-coloured  birds  flew  out  of  the  woods 
screaming ;  a  handful  of  leaves  were  scattered  in  the  place  where 
the  shot  had  struck  ;  a  crackling  of  branches  was  heard ;  and  some 
lithe  but  heavy  creature  sprang  into  the  air,  and  fell  forward,  head 
down,  over  the  nmddy  bank, 

'  What  is  itf  cries  Captain  Maryon  from  his  boat.  All  silent 
then,  but  the  echoes  rolling  away. 

'  It  is  a  Traitor  and  a  Spy,'  said  Captain  Carton,  handing  me 
the  gun  to  load  again.  '  And  I  think  the  other  name  of  the 
animal  is  Christian  (^eorge  King  !' 

Sh(jt  through  the  heart.  Some  of  the  people  ran  round  to 
the  spot,  and  drew  him  out,  with  the  slime  and  wet  trickling  down 
his  face ;  but  his  face  itself  would  never  stir  any  more  to  the  end 
of  time. 

'Leave  him  hanging  to  that  tree,'  cried  Captain  Carton;  his 
boat's  crew  giving  way,  and  he  leaping  ashore.  '  But  first  into 
this  wood,  every  man  in  his  place.  And  boats  !  Out  of  gun- 
shot I' 

It  was  a  quick  change,  well  meant  and  well  made,  though  it 
ended  in  disappoiutment.     No  Pirates  were  there;  no  one  but  the 
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Spy  was  found.  It  was  supposed  that  the  Pirates,  unable  to  re- 
take us,  and  expecting  a  great  attack  upon  them  to  be  the  con- 
sequence of  our  escape,  had  made  from  the  ruins  in  the  Forest. 
taken  to  their  ship  along  with  the  Treasure,  and  left  the  Spy  to 
pick  up  what  intelhgence  he  could.  In  the  evening  we  went  away, 
and  he  was  left  hanging  to  the  tree,  all  alone,  with  the  red  sun 
making  a  kind  of  a  dead  sunset  on  his  black  face. 

Next  day,  we  gained  the  settlement  on  the  ]\Iosquito  coast  for 
which  we  were  bound.  Having  stayed  there  to  refresh  seven 
days,  and  having  been  much  commended,  and  highly  spoken  of, 
and  finely  entertained,  we  Marines  stood  under  orders  to  march 
from  the  Town- Gate  (it  was  neither  much  of  a  town  nor  much  of 
a  gate),  at  five  in  the  morning. 

My  officer  had  joined  us  before  then.  When  we  turned  out 
at  the  gate,  all  the  people  were  there ;  in  the  front  of  them  all 
those  who  had  been  our  fellow- prisoners,  and  all  the  seamen. 

'  Davis,'  says  Lieutenant  Linderwood.    '  Stand  out,  my  friend  !' 

I  stood  out  from  the  ranks,  and  Miss  Maryun  and  Captain 
Carton  came  up  to  me. 

*  Dear  Davis,'  says  Miss  Maryon,  while  the  tears  fell  fast  down 
her  face,  'your  grateful  friends,  in  most  unwillingly  taking  leave 
of  you,  ask  the  favour  that,  while  you  bear  away  with  you  their 
affectionate  remembrance,  which  nothing  can  ever  impair,  you  will 
also  take  this  purse  of  money — far  more  valuable  to  you,  we  all 
know,  for  the  deep  attachment  and  thankfulness  with  which  it  is 
offered,  than  for  its  own  contents,  though  we  hope  those  may  prove 
useful  to  you,  too,  in  after  life.' 

I  got  out,  in  answer,  that  I  thankfully  accepted  the  attachment 
and  affection,  but  not  the  money.  Captain  Carton  looked  at  me 
very  attentively,  and  stepped  back,  and  moved  away.  1  made  him 
my  bow  as  he  stepped  back,  to  thank  him  for  being  so  delicate. 

'  No,  miss,'  said  I,  '  I  think  it  would  break  my  heart  to  accept 
of  money.  But,  if  you  could  condescend  to  give  to  a  man  so  igno- 
rant and  common  as  myself,  any  little  thing  you  have  worn — such 
as  a  bit  of  ribbon — ' 

She  took  a  ring  from  her  finger,  and  put  it  in  my  hand.  And 
she  rested  her  hand  in  mine,  while  she  said  these  words  : 

'The  bra\e  gentlemen  of  old  —  but  not  one  of  them  was 
braver,  or  had  a  nobler  nature  than  you — took  such  gifts  from 
ladies,  and  did  all  their  good  actions  for  the  givers'  sakes.  If  you 
will  do  yours  for  mine,  I  shall  think  with  pride  that  I  continue  to 
have  some  share  in  the  life  of  a  gallant  and  generous  man.' 

For  the  second  time  in  my  life,  she  kissed  my  hand.     1  made 

k 
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po  bold,  for  the  first  time,  as  to  kiss  hers  ;  and  I  tied  the  ring  at  my 
broast,  and  I  fell  back  to  my  place. 

Then,  the  horse- litter  went  out  at  the  gate  with  Sergeant 
Drooce  in  it;  and  the  horse-litter  went  out  at  the  gate  with  Mrs. 
Helltott  in  it;  and  Lieutenant  Linderwood  gave  the  word  of  com- 
mand, '  Quick  marcli  !'  and,  cheered  and  cried  for,  we  went  out  of 
llie  gate  too,  marching  along  the  level  plain  towards  the  serene 
blue  sky,  as  if  we  were  marching  straight  to  Heaven. 

When  I  have  added  here  that  the  Pirate  scheme  was  blown  to 
shivers,  by  the  Pirate-ship  which  had  the  Treasure  on  board  being 
so  vigorously  attacked  by  one  of  His  Majesty's  cruisers,  among 
the  West  India  Keys,  and  being  so  swiftly  boarded  and  carried, 
that  nobody  suspected  anything  about  the  scheme  until  three- 
fourths  of  the  Pirates  were  killed,  and  the  other  fourth  were  in 
irons,  and  the  Treasure  was  recovered;  I  come  to  the  last  singular 
confession  I  have  got  to  make. 

It  is  this.  I  well  knew  what  an  immense  and  hopeless  dis- 
tance there  was  between  me  and  Miss  Maryon ;  1  well  knew  tliat 
I  was  no  fitter  company  for  her  than  1  was  for  the  angels;  I  well 
knew  that  she  was  as  high  above  my  reach  as  the  sky  over  my 
head ;  and  yet  I  loved  her.  What  put  it  in  my  low  heart  to  be 
so  daring,  or  whether  such  a  thing  ever  hapjiened  before  or  since, 
as  that  a  man  so  uninstructed  and  obscure  as  myself  got  his  un- 
liappy  thouglits  lifted  up  to  such  a  height,  while  knowing  very 
u  ell  how  presumptuous  and  impossible  to  be  realised  they  were,  I 
am  unable  to  say;  still,  the  suffering  to  me  was  just  as  great  as 
if  I  had  been  a  gentleman.  I  snlfered  agony — agony.  I  suffered 
l>ard,  and  I  suffered  long.  I  thought  of  her  last  words  to  me, 
however,  and  I  never  disgraced  them.  If  it  had  not  been  for 
those  dear  words,  I  think  1  should  have  lost  myself  in  despair  and 
recklessness. 

The  ring  will  be  found  lying  on  my  heart,  of  course,  and  will 
be  la  ill  with  me  wherever  I  am  laid.  I  am  getting  on  in  years 
now,  though  I  am  able  and  hearty.  I  was  recommended  for  pro- 
motion, and  everything  was  done  to  reward  me  that  could  be  done  ; 
but  my  total  want  of  all  learning  stood  in  my  way,  and  I  found 
myseli  so  completely  out  of  the  road,  to  it,  that  I  could  not  conquer 
any  learning,  though  I  tried.  I  was  long  in  the  service,  and  I 
respected  it,  and  was  respected  in  it,  and  the  service  is  dear  to  me 
at  this  present  hour. 

At  this  present  hour,  when  I  give  this  out  to  my  Lady  to  be 
written  down,  all  my  old  j^ain  has  softened  away,  and  I  am  as 
happy  as  a  man  can  be,  at  this  present  tine  old  country-house  of 
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Admiral  Sir  George  Carton,  Baronet.  It  was  my  Lady  Carton 
who  herself  sought  me  out,  over  a  great  many  miles  of  the  wide 
world,  and  found  me  in  Hospital  wounded,  and  brought  me  here. 
It  is  my  Lady  Carton  who  writes  down  my  words.  My  Lady 
was  IVIiss  Maryon.  And  now,  that  I  conclude  what  I  had  to  tell, 
I  see  my  Lady's  honoured  gray  hair  droop  over  her  face,  as  she 
leans  a  little  lower  at  her  desk ;  and  I  fervently  thank  her  for 
being  so  tender  as  I  see  she  is,  towards  the  past  pain  and  trouble 
of  her  poor,  old,  faithful,  humble  soldier. 


GOING  INTO  SOCIETY. 

[From  A  House  to  Let,  Cluistmas  1858.] 
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At  one  period  of  its  reversc^s,  the  House  fell  into  the  occupation 
of  a  Showman,  He  was  founci  registered  as  its  occupier,  on  the 
parish  books  of  the  time  when  he  rented  the  House,  and  there  was 
therefore  no  need  of  any  clue  to  his  name.  But,  he  himself  was 
less  easy  to  be  found  ;  for,  he  had  led  a  wandering  life,  and  settled 
people  had  lost  sight  of  him,  and  people  who  f)liimed  themselves 
on  being  respectable  were  shy  of  admitting  that  they  had  ever 
known  anything  of  him.  At  last,  among  the  marsh  lands  near 
the  river's  level,  that  lie  about  Deptford  and  tlie  neighbouring 
market-gardens,  a  Grizzled  Personage  in  velveteen,  with  a  face  so 
cut  up  by  varieties  of  weather  that  he  looked  as  if  he  had  been 
tattoo'd,  was  found  smoking  a  pipe  at  the  door  of  a  wooden  house 
on  wheels.  The  wooden  house  was  laid  up  in  ordinary  for  the 
winter,  near  the  mouth  of  a  muddy  creek ;  and  everything  near 
it,  the  foggy  river,  the  misty  marshes,  and  the  steaming  market- 
gardens,  smoked  in  company  with  the  grizzled  man.  In  the 
midst  of  this  smoking  party,  the  funnel-chinmey  of  the  wooden 
house  on  wheels  was  not  remiss,  but  toc^k  its  pipe  with  the  rest  in 
a  companionable  mamicr. 

On  being  asked  if  it  were  he  who  had  once  rented  the  House 
to  Let,  Grizzled  Velveteen  looked  surprised,  and  said  yes.  Thru 
his  name  was  Magsman  ?  That  was  it,  Toby  Magsman — which 
lawfully  christened  Robert;  but  called  in  the  line,  from  a  infant, 
Toby.  There  was  nothing  agin  Toby  Magsman,  he  bilieved]  If 
there  was  suspicion  of  such— mention  it ! 

There  was  no  suspicion  of  such,  he  might  rest  assured.  But, 
pome  inquiries  were  making  about  that  House,  and  would  he  ob- 
ject to  say  why  he  left  it  ? 

Not  at  all ;   why  should  he?     He  left  it,  along  of  a  Dwarf. 

Along  of  a  Dwarf  ? 
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Mr.  Magsman  repeated,  deliberately  and  emphatically,  Along 
of  a  Dwarf. 

Might  it  be  compatible  with  ]\Ir.  Magsrnan's  inclination  and 
convenience  to  enter,  as  a  favour,  into  a  few  particulars  1 

Mr.  Magsman  entered  into  the  following  particulars. 

It  was  a  long  time  ago,  to  begin  with  ; — afore  lotteries  and  a 
deal  more  was  done  away  with.  Mr.  Magsman  was  looking 
al)out  for  a  good  pitch,  and  he  see  that  house,  and  he  says  to  him- 
self, '  I'll  have  you,  if  you're  to  be  had.  If  mouey'll  get  you,  I'll 
have  you.' 

The  neighbours  cut  up  rough,  and  made  complaints ;  but  Mr. 
Magsman  don't  know  what  they  wouhl  have  had.  It  was  a  lovely 
thing.  First  of  all,  there  was  the  canvass,  representin  the  picter 
of  the  Giant,  in  Spanish  trunks  and  a  rutf,  who  was  himself  half 
the  heightli  of  the  house,  and  was  run  up  with  a  line  and  pulley 
to  a  pole  on  the  roof,  so  that  his  Ed  was  coeval  with  the  parapet. 
Then,  there  was  the  canvass,  representin  the  picter  of  the  Albina 
lady,  showin  her  white  air  to  the  Army  and  Navy  in  correct  uni- 
form. Then,  there  was  the  canvass,  representin  the  picter  of  the 
Wild  Indian  a  scalpin  a  member  of  some  foreign  nation.  Then, 
there  was  the  canvass,  representin  the  picter  of  a  child  of  a  British 
Pumter,  seized  by  two  Boa  Constrictors — not  that  we  never  had 
no  child,  nor  no  Constrictors  neither.  Similiai'ly,  there  was  the 
canvass,  representin  the  picter  of  the  Wild  Ass  of  the  Prairies — 
not  that  ive  never  had  no  wild  asses,  nor  wouldn't  have  had  'em  at 
a  gift.  Last,  there  was  the  canvass,  representin  the  picter  of  the 
Dwarf,  and  like  him  too  (considerin),  with  George  the  Fourth  in 
such  a  state  of  astonishment  at  him  as  His  Majesty  couldn't  with 
his  utmost  politeness  and  stoutness  express.  The  front  of  the 
House  was  so  covered  with  canvasses,  that  there  wasn't  a  spark  of 
daylight  ever  visible  on  that  side.  '  Magsman's  Amusements,' 
tifteen  foot  long  by  two  foot  high,  ran  over  the  front  door  and 
})arlour  winders.  The  passage  was  a  Arbour  of  green  baize  and 
gardeustuff.  A  barrel-organ  performed  there  unceasing.  And  as 
to  respectability, — if  threepence  ain't  respecUible,  what  is  1 

But,  the  Dwarf  is  the  principal  article  at  present,  and  he  was 
worth  the  money.  He  was  wrote  up  as  Major  Tpschoffki,  of 
THE  Imperial  Bulgraderian  Brigade.  Nobody  couldn't  pro- 
iiDunce  the  name,  and  it  never  was  intended  anybody  should.  The 
public  always  turned  it,  as  a  regular  rule,  into  Chopski.  In  the 
line  he  was  called  Chojis;  jiartly  on  that  account,  and  partly  be- 
ciuse  his  real  name,  if  he  ever  had  any  real  name  (which  was  very 
dubious),  was  iStakes. 
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He  was  a  un-common  small  man,  he  really  was.  Certainly 
not  so  small  as  he  was  made  out  to  be,  but  where  is  your  Dwarf 
as  is  ?  He  was  a  most  uncommon  small  man,  with  a  most  un- 
common large  Ed  ;  and  what  he  had  inside  that  Ed,  nobody  never 
knowed  but  himself :  even  supposin  himself  to  have  ever  took 
stock  of  it,  which  it  would  have  been  a  stift' job  for  even  him  to  do. 

The  kindest  little  man  as  never  growed !  Spirited,  but  no<; 
proud.  When  he  travelled  with  the  Spotted  Baby — though  he 
knowed  himself  to  be  a  nat'ral  Dwarf,  and  knowed  the  Baby's 
spots  to  be  put  upon  him  artificial,  he  nursed  that  Baby  like  a 
mother.  You  never  heerd  him  give  a  ill-name  to  a  Giant.  He 
did  allow  himself  to  break  out  into  strong  language  respectin  the 
Fat  Lady  from  Norfolk ;  but  that  was  an  affair  of  the  'art ;  and 
when  a  man's  'art  has  been  trifled  with  by  a  lady,  and  the  pre- 
ference giv  to  a  Indian,  he  ain't  master  of  his  actions. 

He  was  always  in  love,  of  course ;  every  human  nat'ral  phe- 
nomenon is.  And  he  was  always  in  love  with  a  large  woman ;  / 
never  knowed  the  Dwarf  as  could  be  got  to  love  a  small  one. 
Which  helps  to  keep  'em  the  Curiosities  they  are. 

One  sing'ler  idea  he  had  in  that  Ed  of  his,  which  must  have 
meant  something,  or  it  wouldn't  have  been  there.  It  was  always 
his  opinion  that  he  was  entitled  to  property.  He  never  would  put 
his  name  to  anything.  He  had  been  taught  to  write,  by  the  young 
man  without  arms,  who  got  his  living  with  his  toes  (quite  a  writ- 
ing master  /le  was,  and  taught  scores  in  the  line),  but  Chops 
would  have  starved  to  death,  afore  he'd  have  gained  a  bit  of  bread 
hj  putting  his  hand  to  a  paper.  This  is  the  more  curious  to  bear 
in  mind,  because  he  had  no  property,  nor  hope  of  property,  except 
his  house  and  a  sarser.  When  I  say  his  house,  I  mean  the  box, 
painted  and  got  up  outside  like  a  reg'lar  six-roomer,  that  he  used 
to  creep  into,  with  a  diamond  ring  (or  quite  as  good  to  look  at) 
on  his  forefinger,  and  ring  a  little  bell  out  of  what  the  Public  be- 
lieved to  be  the  Drawing-room  winder.  And  wlien  I  say  a  sarser, 
I  mean  a  Chancy  sarser  in  which  he  made  a  collection  for  himself 
at  the  end  of  every  Entertainment.  His  cue  for  that,  he  took 
from  me :  '  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  little  man  will  now  walk 
tliree  times  round  the  Cairawan,  and  retire  behind  the  curtain.' 
When  he  said  anything  important,  in  private  life,  he  mostly 
wound  it  up  with  this  form  of  words,  and  they  was  generally  the 
last  thing  he  said  to  me  at  night  afore  he  went  to  bed. 

He  had  what  I  consider  a  fine  mind — a  poetic  mind.  Hi? 
ideas  respectin  his  property  never  come  upon  him  so  strong  as 
when  he   sat  upon  a  barrel-organ  and  had  the  handle  turned. 
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Arter  the  •wibration  liad  run  throTip:h  him  a  little  time,  he  would 
screech  out,  '  Toby,  I  feel  my  property  coming — grind  away!  I'm 
counting  my  guineas  by  thousands,  Toby — grind  away  !  Toby, 
I  shall  be  a  num  of  fortun  !  I  feel  tlie  Mint  a  jingling  in  me, 
Toby,  and  I'm  swelling  out  into  the  Bank  of  England  !'  Such  is 
the  influence  of  music  on  a  [)oetic  mind.  Not  that  he  was  partial 
to  any  other  music  but  a  barrel-organ ;   on  the  contrairy,  hated  it. 

He  had  a  kind  of  a  everlasting  grudge  agin  the  Public  :  which 
is  a  thing  you  may  notice  in  many  phenomenons  that  get  their 
living  out  of  it.  What  riled  him  most  in  the  nater  of  his  occu- 
pation was,  that  it  kep  him  out  of  Society.  He  was  continiwally 
sayin,  'Toby,  my  ambition  is,  to  go  into  Society.  The  curse  of 
my  position  towards  the  Public  is,  that  it  keeps  me  hout  of 
Society.  This  don't  signify  to  a  low  beast  of  a  Indian ;  he  an't 
formed  for  Society.  This  don't  signify  to  a  Spotted  Baby ;  he 
an't  formed  for  Society. — I  ani.' 

Nobody  never  could  make  out  what  Chops  done  with  his 
money.  He  had  a  good  salary,  down  on  the  drum  every  Saturday 
as  the  day  come  round,  besides  having  the  run  of  his  teeth — and 
lie  was  a  Woodpecker  to  eat — but  all  Dwarfs  are.  The  sarser 
was  a  little  income,  bringing  him  in  so  many  halfpence  that  he'd 
carry  'em  for  a  week  together,  tied  up  in  a  pocket  handkercher. 
And  yet  he  never  had  money.  And  it  couldn't  be  the  Fat  Lady 
from  Norfolk,  as  was  once  supposed ;  because  it  stands  to  reason 
that  when  you  have  a  animosity  towards  a  Indian,  which  makes 
you  grind  your  teeth  at  him  to  his  face,  and  which  can  hardly  hold 
you  from  Goosing  him  audible  when  lie's  going  through  his  War- 
Dance — it  stands  to  reason  you  wouldn't  under  them  circum- 
stances deprive  yourself,  to  sujiport  that  Indian  in  the  lap  of 
luxury. 

Most  unexpected,  the  mystery  come  out  one  day  at  Eghara 
Paces.  The  Public  was  shy  of  bein  pulled  in,  and  Chops  was 
ringin  his  little  bell  out  of  his  drawing-room  winder,  and  was 
snarlin  to  me  over  his  shoulder  as  he  kneeled  down  with  his  legs 
out  at  the  back-door — for  he  couldn't  be  shoved  into  his  house 
without  kneeling  down,  and  the  premises  wouldn't  accommodate 
Ids  legs — was  snarlin,  'Here's  a  precious  Public  for  yon;  why 
tlie  Devil  don't  they  tumble  up  V  when  a  man  in  the  crowd  holds 
up  a  carrier  pigeon,  and  cries  out,  '  If  there's  any  person  here  as 
has  got  a  ticket,  the  Lottery's  just  drawed,  and  the  number  aft 
has  come  up  for  the  great  prize  is  three,  seven,  forty-two  !  Three, 
seven,  forty-two  !'  I  was  givin  the  man  to  the  Furies  myself,  for 
calling  off  the  Public's  attention — for  the  Public  will  turn  away, 
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at  any  time,  to  look  at  anything  in  preference  to  the  thing  showed 
'em ;  and  if  you  doubt  it,  get  'em  together  for  any  indiwidual 
purpose  on  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  send  only  two  people  in  late, 
and  see  if  the  whole  company  an't  far  more  interested  in  takin 
particular  notice  of  them  two  than  of  you — I  say,  I  wasn't  best 
pleased  with  the  man  for  callin  out,  and  wasn't  blessin  him  in  my 
own  mind,  when  I  see  Chops's  little  bell  fly  out  of  winder  at  a 
old  lady,  and  he  gets  up  and  kicks  his  box  over,  exposin  the 
whole  secret,  and  he  catches  hold  of  the  calves  of  my  legs  and  he 
says  to  me,  '  Carry  me  into  the  wan,  Toby,  and  throw  a  pail  of 
water  over  me  or  I'm  a  dead  man,  for  I've  come  into  my  property !' 

Twelve  thousand  odd  hundred  pound,  was  Chops's  winnins. 
He  had  bought  a  half-ticket  for  the  twenty-five  thousand  prize, 
and  it  had  come  up.  The  first  use  he  made  of  his  property,  was, 
to  offer  to  fight  the  Wild  Indian  for  five  hundred  pound  a  side, 
him  with  a  poisoned  darnin-needle  and  the  Indian  with  a  club ; 
but  the  Indian  bein  in  want  of  backers  to  that  amount,  it  went  no 
further. 

Arter  he  had  been  mad  for  a  week  —  in  a  state  of  mind,  in 
short,  in  which,  if  I  had  let  him  sit  on  the  organ  for  only  two 
minutes,  I  believe  he  would  have  bust — but  we  kep  the  organ  from 
him — Mr.  Chops  come  round,  and  behaved  liberal  and  beautiful 
to  all.  He  then  sent  for  a  young  man  he  knowed,  as  had  a  wery 
genteel  appearance  and  was  a  Bonnet  at  a  gaming-booth  (most 
respectable  brought  up,  father  havin  been  imminent  in  the  livery 
stable  line  but  unfort'nate  in  a  commercial  crisis,  throttgh  paintin 
a  old  gray,  ginger-bay,  and  sellin  him  with  a  Pedigree),  and  Mr. 
Chops  said  to  this  Bonnet,  who  said  his  name  was  Normandy, 
which  it  wasn't : 

'  Normandy,  I'm  a  goiw  into  Society.     Will  you  go  with  me  ?' 

Says  Normandy :  '  Do  I  understand  you,  Mr.  Chops,  to  hinti- 
mate  that  the  'ole  of  the  expenses  of  that  move  %vill  be  borne  by 
yourself  V 

'  Correct,'  says  Mr.  Chops.  '  And  you  shall  have  a  Princely 
allowance  too.' 

The  Bonnet  lifted  Mr.  Chops  upon  a  chair,  to  shake  hands 
with  him,  and  replied  in  poetry,  with  his  eyes  seemiuly  full  of 
tears : 

'  My  boat  is  on  the  shore, 
And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea, 
And  I  do  not  ask  for  more. 
But  I'll  Go ; — along  with  thee.' 

They  went  into  Society,  in  a  chay  and  four  grays  with  silk 
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jackets.  They  took  lodgings  in  Pall  Mall,  London,  and  they 
blazed  away. 

In  consequence  of  a  note  that  was  brought  to  Bartlemy  Fair 
in  the  autumn  of  next  year  by  a  servant,  most  wonderful  got  up 
in  milk-white  cords  and  tops,  I  cleaned  myself  and  went  to  Pall 
Mall,  one  evenin  appinted.  The  gentlemen  was  at  their  wine  arter 
dinner,  ami  Mr.  Chops's  eyes  was  more  fixed  in  that  Ed  of  his 
than  I  thought  good  for  him.  There  was  three  of  'em  (in  com- 
pany, 1  mean),  and  I  knowed  the  third  well.  When  last  met,  he 
had  on  a  white  Roman  shirt,  and  a  bishop's  mitre  covered  with 
leopard-skin,  and  played  the  clarionet  all  wrong,  in  a  baud  at  a 
Wild  Beast  Show. 

Tliis  gent  took  on  not  to  know  me,  and  Mr.  Chops  said : 
'  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  old  friend  of  former  days  :'  and  Normandy 
looked  at  me  through  a  eye-glass,  and  said,  '  Magsman,  glad  to 
see  you !' — which  I'll  take  my  oath  he  wasn't.  Mr.  Chops,  to 
git  him  convenient  to  the  table,  had  his  chair  on  a  throne  (much 
of  the  form  of  George  the  Fourth's  in  the  canvass),  but  he  hardly 
appeared  to  me  to  be  King  there  in  any  other  pint  of  view,  for 
Ills  two  gentlemen  ordered  about  like  Emperors.  They  was  all 
dressed  like  May-Day — gorgeous  ! — and  as  to  Wine,  they  swam 
in  all  sorts. 

I  made  the  round  of  the  bottles,  first  separate  (to  say  I  had 
done  it),  and  then  mixed  'em  all  together  (to  say  I  had  done  it), 
and  then  tried  two  of  'em  as  half-and-half,  and  then  t'other  two. 
Altogether,  I  passed  a  pleasin  evenin,  but  with  a  tendency  to  feel 
nuiddled,  until  I  considered  it  good  manners  to  get  up  and  say, 
'  Mr.  Chops,  the  best  of  friends  must  part,  I  thank  you  for  the 
wariety  of  foreign  drains  you  have  stood  so  'ansome,  I  looks  to- 
wards you  in  red  wine,  and  I  takes  my  leave.'  Mr.  Chops  replied, 
'  If  you'll  just  hitch  me  out  of  this  over  your  right  arm,  Mags- 
man,  and  carry  me  down-stairs,  I'll  see  you  out.'  I  said  I  couldn't 
think  of  such  a  thing,  but  he  would  have  it,  so  I  lifted  him  oti'  his 
throne.  He  smelt  strong  of  Maideary,  and  I  couldn't  help  think- 
ing as  I  carried  him  down  that  it  was  like  carrying  a  large  bottle 
full  of  wine,  with  a  rayther  ugly  stopper,  a  good  deal  out  of  pro- 
portion. 

When  I  set  him  on  the  door-mat  in  the  hall,  he  kep  me  close 
to  him  by  holding  on  to  my  coat-collar,  and  he  whispers : 

'  I  an't  'appy,  Magsman.' 

'  Wl  st's  on  your  mind,  Mr.  Chops  V 

*  They  don't  use  me  well.  They  an't  grateful  to  me.  Thoy 
puts  me  on  the  mantel-piece  when  I  won't  have  in  more  Cham- 
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pagne-wine,  and  they  locks  me  in  the  sideboard  when  I  wen't  give 
up  my  property.' 

'  Get  rid  of  'em,  Mr.  Chops.' 

'  I  can't.  We're  in  Society  together,  and  what  would  Society 
say  V 

'  Come  out  of  Society  V  says  I. 

'  I  can't.  You  don't  know  what  you're  talking  about.  When 
you  have  once  gone  iato  Society,  you  mustn't  come  out  of  it.' 

'  Then  if  you'll  excuse  the  freedom,  Mr.  Chops,'  were  my  re- 
mark, shaking  my  head  grave, '  I  think  it's  a  pity  you  ever  went 
in.' 

Mr.  Chops  shook  that  deep  Ed  of  his,  to  a  surprisin  extent, 
and  slapped  it  half  a  dozen  times  with  his  hand,  and  with  more 
Wice  than  I  thought  were  in  him.  Then,  he  says,  '  You're  a 
good  fellow,  but  you  don't  understand.  Good  night,  go  along. 
Magsman,  the  little  man  will  now  walk  three  times  round  the 
Cairawan,  and  retire  behind  the  curtain.'  The  last  I  see  of  him 
on  that  occasion  was  his  tryin,  on  the  extremest  Averge  of  insen- 
sibility, to  climb  up  the  stairs,  one  by  one,  with  his  hands  and 
knees.  They'd  have  been  much  too  steep  for  him,  if  he  had  been 
sober ;  but  he  wouldn't  be  helped. 

It  warn't  long  after  that,  that  I  read  in  the  newspaper  of  Mr. 
Chops's  being  presented  at  court.  It  was  printed,  '  It  will  be  re- 
collected'— and  I've  noticed  in  my  life,  that  it  is  sure  to  be  printed 
that  it  zviU  be  recollected,  whenever  it  won't — '  that  Mr.  Chops  is 
the  individual  of  small  stature,  whose  brilliant  success  in  the  last 
State  Lottery  attracted  so  much  attention.'  "Well,  I  says  to  my- 
self. Such  is  Life  !  He  has  been  and  done  it  in  earnest  at  last ! 
He  has  astonished  George  the  Fourth  1 

(On  account  of  which,  I  had  that  canvass  new-painted,  him 
with  a  bag  of  money  in  his  hand,  a  presentin  it  to  George  the 
Fourth,  and  a  lady  in  Ostrich  Feathers  fallin  hi  love  with  him  in 
a  bag-wig,  sword,  and  buckles  correct.) 

I  took  the  House  as  is  the  subject  of  present  inquiries — 
though  aot  the  honour  of  bein  acquainted — and  I  run  Magsman's 
Amusements  in  it  thirteen  months — sometimes  one  thing,  some- 
times another,  sometimes  nothin  particular,  but  always  all  the 
canvasses  outside.  One  night,  when  we  had  played  the  last  com- 
pany out,  which  was  a  shy  company,  through  its  raining  Heavens 
hard,  I  was  takin  a  pipe  in  the  one  pair  back  along  with  the 
young  man  with  the  toes,  which  I  had  taken  on  for  a  month 
(though  he  never  drawed — except  on  papei),  and  I  heard  a  kickin 
at  the  street  door.     '  Halloa  I'  I  says  to  the  young  man,  '  what's 
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up  1'  He  rubs  his  eyebrows  with  his  toes,  and  he  says,  *  I  can't 
iiuagine,  Mr.  Magsman' — which  he  never  could  imagine  nothin, 
and  was  monotonous  company. 

The  noise  not  leaviu  off",  I  laid  down  my  pipe,  and  I  took  up 
a  candle,  and  I  went  down  and  opened  the  door.  1  looked  out 
into  the  street ;  but  nothin  could  I  see,  and  nothin  was  I  aware 
of,  until  I  turned  round  quick,  because  some  creetur  run  between 
my  legs  into  the  passage.     There  was  Mr.  Chops  I 

*  Magsman,'  he  says,  '  take  me,  on  the  old  terms,  and  you've 
got  me ;  if  it's  done,  say  done  !' 

I  was  all  of  a  maze,  but  I  said,  *  Done,  sir.' 

'  Done  to  your  done,  and  double  done  !'  says  he.  *  Have  you 
got  a  bit  of  supper  in  the  house  V 

Bearin  in  mind  them  sparklin  warieties  of  foreign  drains  as 
we'd  guzzled  away  at  in  Pail  Mall,  I  was  ashamed  to  offer  him 
cold  sassages  and  gin-aud-water ;  but  he  took  'em  both  and  took 
'em  free;  havin  a  chair  for  his  table,  and  sittin  down  at  it  on  a 
stool,  like  hold  times.     I,  all  of  a  maze  all  the  while. 

It  was  arter  he  had  made  a  clean  sweep  of  the  sassages  (beef, 
and  to  the  best  of  my  calculations  two  pound  and  a  quarter),  that 
the  wisdom  as  was  in  that  little  man  began  to  come  out  of  him 
like  prespiratiou. 

'  ]\Iagsman,'  he  says,  '  look  upon  me  !  You  see  afore  you,  One 
as  has  both  gone  into  Society  and  come  out.' 

*  0 !  You  are  out  of  it,  Mr.  Chops  1  How  did  you  get  out, 
sir?' 

'  Sold  out  !'  says  he.  You  never  saw  the  like  of  the  wisdom 
as  his  Ed  expressed,  when  he  made  use  of  them  two  words. 

'  My  friend  Magsman,  I'll  impart  to  you  a  discovery  I've 
made.  It's  wallable ;  it's  cost  twelve  thousand  five  hundred  pound ; 
it  may  do  you  good  in  life. — The  secret  of  this  matter  is,  that  it 
ain't  so  nuich  that  a  person  goes  into  Society,  as  that  Society  goes 
into  a  person.' 

Not  exactly  keeping  up  with  his  meanin,  I  shook  my  head, 
put  on  a  deep  look,  and  said,  '  You're  right  there,  Mr.  Chops.' 

'  Magsman,'  he  says,  twitchin  me  by  the  leg,  '  Society  has  gone 
into  me,  to  the  tune  of  every  penny  of  my  property.' 

I  felt  that  1  went  pale,  and  though  nat'rally  a  bold  speaker,  I 
couldn't  hardly  say,  '  Where's  Normandy  V 

'Bolted.     AVi'th  the  plate,'  said  Mr.  Chops. 

'  And  t'other  one  T — meaning  him  as  formerly  wore  the  bi- 
shop's mitre. 

'  Bolted.     "With  the  jewels,'  said  Mr.  Chops. 
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I  sat  down  and  looked  at  him,  and  he  stood  up  and  looked 
at  me. 

'  Magsman,'  he  says,  and  he  seemed  to  myself  to  get  wiser  as 
he  got  hoarser ;  '  Society,  taken  in  the  lump,  is  all  dwarfs.  At 
the  court  of  St.  James's,  they  was  all  a  doing  my  old  business — 
all  a  goin  three  times  round  the  Cairawan,  in  the  hold  court-suits 
and  properties.  Elsewheres,  they  was  most  of  'em  ringin  their 
little  bells  out  of  make-believes.  Everywheres,  the  sarser  was  a 
goin  round.     Magsman,  the  sarser  is  the  uniwersal  Institution  !' 

I  perceived,  you  understand,  that  he  was  soured  by  his  mis- 
fortuus,  and  I  felt  for  Mr.  Chops. 

'  As  to  Fat  Ladies,'  says  he,  giving  his  Ed  a  tremendious  one 
agin  the  wall,  '  there's  lots  of  them  in  Society,  and  worse  than  the 
original.  Hers  was  a  outrage  upon  Taste — simply  a  outrage  upon 
Taste — awakenin  contempt — carryin  its  own  punishment  in  the 
form  of  a  Indian  !'  Here  he  giv  himself  another  tremendious  one. 
*  But  theirs,  jNIagsman,  theirs  is  mercenary  outrages.  Lay  in 
Cashmeer  shawls,  buy  bracelets,  strew  'em  and  a  lot  of  'andsome 
fans  and  things  about  your  rooms,  let  it  be  known  that  you  give 
away  like  water  to  all  as  come  to  admire,  and  the  Fat  Ladies  that 
don't  exliibit  for  so  much  down  upon  the  drum,  will  come  from 
all  the  pints  of  the  compass  to  flock  about  you,  whatever  you  are. 
They'll  drill  holes  in  your  'art,  Magsman,  like  a  Cullender.  And 
when  you've  no  more  left  to  give,  they'll  laugh  at  you  to  your 
face,  and  leave  you  to  have  your  bones  picked  dry  by  Wulturs, 
like  the  dead  Wild  Ass  of  the  Prairies  that  you  deserve  to  be  1' 
Here  he  giv  himself  the  most  tremendious  one  of  all,  and  dropped. 

I  thought  he  was  gone.  His  Ed  was  so  heavy,  and  he  knocked 
it  so  hard,  and  he  fell  so  stoney,  and  the  sassagerial  disturbance 
in  him  must  have  been  so  immense,  that  I  thought  he  was  gone. 
But,  he  soon  come  round  with  care,  and  he  sat  up  on  the  floor, 
and  he  said  to  me,  with  wisdom  comin  out  of  his  eyes,  if  ever  it 
come : 

'  Magsman  !  The  most  material  difference  between  the  two 
states  of  existence  through  which  your  unappy  friend  has  passed;' 
he  reached  out  his  poor  little  hand,  and  his  tears  dropped  down 
on  the  moustachio  which  it  was  a  credit  to  him  to  have  done  his 
best  to  grow,  but  it  is  not  in  mortals  to  command  success, — 'the 
difference  is  this.  When  I  was  out  of  Society,  I  was  paid  light 
for  being  seen.  When  I  went  into  Society,  I  paid  heavy  for  being 
seen.  I  prefer  the  former,  even  if  I  wasn't  forced  upon  it.  Give 
me  out  through  the  trumpet,  in  the  hold  way,  to-morrow.' 

Arter  that,  he  slid  into  the  line  again  as  easy  as  if  he  had  been 
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iled  all  over.  But  the  organ  was  kep  from  him,  and  no  allusionB 
was  ever  made,  when  a  ccnnpany  was  in,  to  his  property.  He  got 
wiser  every  day ;  his  views  of  Society  and  the  PubUc  was  lumi- 
nous, bewilderin,  awful ;  and  his  Ed  got  bigger  and  bigger  as  his 
Wisdom  expanded  it. 

He  took  well,  and  pulled  'era  in  most  excellent  for  nine  weeks. 
At  the  expiration  of  that  period,  when  his  Ed  was  a  sight,  he  ex- 
pressed one  evenin,  the  last  Company  havin  been  turned  out,  and 
the  door  shut,  a  wish  to  have  a  little  music. 

'  Mr.  Chops,'  I  said  (I  never  dropped  the  '  Mr.'  with  him ;  the 
world  might  do  it,  but  not  me);  '  Mr.  Chops,  are  you  sure  as  you 
are  in  a  state  of  mind  and  body  to  sit  upon  the  organ  V 

His  answer  was  this :  '  Toby,  when  next  met  with  on  the 
tramp,  I  forgive  her  and  the  Indian.     And  I  am.' 

It  was  with  fear  and  trembling  that  I  began  to  turn  the  handle; 
but  he  sat  like  a  lamb.  It  will  be  my  belief  to  my  dying  day, 
that  I  see  his  Ed  expand  as  he  sat;  you  may  therefore  judge 
how  great  his  thoughts  was.  He  sat  out  all  the  changes,  and 
then  he  come  off. 

*  Toby,'  he  says,  with  a  quiet  smile,  '  the  little  man  will  now 
walk  three  times  round  the  Cairawan,  and  retire  behind  the  cur- 
tain,' 

When  we  called  him  in  the  morning,  we  found  him  gone  into 
a  much  better  Society  than  mine  or  Pall  IMall's.  I  giv  Mr.  Chops 
as  comfortable  a  funeral  as  lay  in  my  power,  followed  myself  as 
Chief,  and  had  the  George  the  Fourth  canvass  carried  first,  in  the 
form  of  a  banner.  But,  the  House  was  so  dismal  arterwards,  that 
I  giv  it  up,  and  took  to  the  Wan  again. 


*  I  don't  triumph,'  said  Jarber,  folding  up  the  second  manu- 
script, and  looking  hard  at  Trottle.  '  I  don't  triumph  over  this 
worthy  creature.     I  merely  ask  him  if  he  is  satisfied  now  ?' 

'  How  can  he  be  anything  else  ?'  I  said,  answering  for  Trottle, 
who  sat  obstinately  silent.  '  Tliis  time,  Jarber,  you  have  not  only 
read  us  a  deligiitfully  amusing  story,  but  you  have  also  answered 
the  question  about  the  House.  Of  course  it  stands  empty  now. 
Who  would  think  of  taking  it  after  it  had  been  turned  into  a 
caravan  T  I  looked  at  Trottle,  as  I  said  those  last  words,  and 
Jarber  waved  his  hand  indulgently  in  the  same  direction. 

'Let  this  excellent  person  speak,' said  Jarber.  'You  were 
about  to  say,  my  good  man  ?' — 

'  I  only  wished  to  ask,  sir,'  said  Trottle   doggedly,  '  if  you 
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could  kinrlly  oblige  me  with  a  date  or  two  in  connection  with  that 
last  story  V 

'  A  date  !'  repeated  Jarber,  '  What  does  the  man  want  with 
dates !' 

'  I  shonlil  be  glad  to  know,  with  great  respect,'  persistea 
Trottle,  '  if  the  person  named  Magsman  was  the  last  tenant  who 
lived  in  the  House.  It's  my  opinion — if  I  may  be  excused  for 
giving  it — that  he  most  decidedly  was  not.' 

With  those  words,  Trottle  made  a  low  bow,  and  quietly  left 
the  room. 

There  is  no  denying  that  Jarber,  when  we  were  left  together, 
looked  sadly  discomposed.  He  had  evidently  forgotten  to  inquire 
about  dates ;  and,  in  spite  of  his  magnificent  talk  about  his  series 
of  discoveries,  it  was  quite  as  plain  that  the  two  stories  he  had 
just  read,  had  really  and  truly  exhausted  his  present  stock,  I 
thought  myself  bound,  in  common  gratitude,  to  help  him  out  oi 
his  embarrassment  by  a  timely  suggestion.  80  I  proposed  that 
he  should  come  to  tea  again,  on  the  next  Monday  evening,  the 
thirteenth,  and  should  make  sucn  inquiries  in  the  meantime,  as. 
might  enable  him  to  dispose  triumphantly  of  Trottle's  objection. 

He  gallantly  kissed  my  hand,  made  a  neat  little  speech  of 
acknowledgment,  and  took  his  leave.  For  the  rest  of  the  week  I 
would  not  encourage  Trottle  by  allowing  him  to  refer  to  the  House 
at  all.  I  suspected  he  was  making  his  own  inquiries  about  dates, 
but  I  put  no  questions  to  him. 

On  Mimday  evening,  the  thirteenth,  that  dear  unfortunate 
Jarber  came,  punctual  to  the  appointed  time.  He  looked  so  ter- 
ribly harassed,  that  he  was  really  quite  a  spectacle  of  feebleness 
and  fatigue.  I  saw,  at  a  glance,  that  the  question  of  dates  had 
gone  against  him,  that  Mr.  Magsman  had  not  been  the  last  tenant 
of  the  House,  and  that  the  reason  of  its  emptiness  was  still  to 
seek. 

'What  I  have  gone  through,'  said  Jarber,  'words  are  not 
eloquent  enough  to  tell.  O  Sophonisba,  1  have  begun  another 
series  of  discoveries  !  Accept  the  last  two  as  stories  laid  on  your 
shrine ;  and  wait  to  blame  me  for  leaving  your  curiosity  unap- 
peased,  until  you  have  heard  Number  Tlirce.' 

Number  Three  looked  like  a  very  short  manuscript,  and  I  said 
as  much.  Jarber  explained  to  me  that  we  were  to  have  some 
poetry  this  time.  In  the  course  of  his  investigations  he  had 
stepped  into  the  Circulating  Library,  to  seek  for  uitormation  on 
the  one  important  subject.  All  the  Library-people  knew  aboui, 
the  House  was,  that  a  temale  relative  ot  the  last  teuan!,  as  tJiey 

I 
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believed,  had,  just  after  that  tenant  left,  sent  a  little  manuscript 
poeru  to  them  which  she  described  as  referring  to  events  that  had 
actually  passed  in  the  House  ;  and  which  she  wanted  the  proprietor 
of  the  Library  to  publish.  She  had  written  no  address  on  her 
letter;  and  the  proprietor  had  kept  the  manuscript  ready  to  be 
given  back  to  her  (the  publisliing  of  poems  not  being  in  his  line) 
wlien  she  might  call  for  it.  She  had  never  called  for  it;  and  the 
poem  had  been  lent  to  Jarber,  at  his  express  request,  to  read 
tu  me. 

Before  he  began,  I  rang  the  bell  for  Trottle ;  being  determined 
to  have  him  present  at  the  new  reading,  as  a  wholesome  check  on 
his  obstinacy.  To  my  surprise  Peggy  answered  the  bell,  and  told 
me  that  Trottle  had  stepped  out  without  saying  where.  I  instantly 
felt  the  strongest  possible  conviction  that  ht  was  at  his  old  tricks  : 
and  that  his  stepping  out  in  the  evening,  without  leave,  meant — 
Philandering. 

Controlling  myself  on  my  visitor's  account,  T  dismissed  Peggy, 
stifled  my  indignation,  and  j)repared,  36  politely  as  might  be,  U^^ 
listi'u  to  Jarb'jr. 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE. 

[1869.] 


THE   HAUNTED   HOUSE. 

IN  TWO  CHAPTERS.* 


THE  MORTALS  IN  THE  HOUSE. 

Under  none  of  the  accredited  ghostly  circumstances,  and  envi- 
roned by  none  of  the  conventional  ghostly  surroundings,  did  I  first 
make  acquaintance  with  the  house  which  is  the  subject  of  thia 
Christmas  piece.  I  saw  it  in  the  day-light,  with  the  sun  upon  it. 
There  was  no  wind,  no  rain,  no  lightning,  no  thunder,  no  awful 
or  unwonted  circumstance,  of  any  kind,  to  heighten  its  effect. 
More  than  that :  I  had  come  to  it  direct  from  a  railway  station ; 
it  was  not  more  than  a  mile  distant  from  the  railway  station ;  and, 
as  I  stood  outside  the  house,  looking  back  upon  the  way  I  had 
come,  I  could  see  the  goods  train  running  smoothly  along  the  em- 
bankment in  the  valley.  I  will  not  say  that  everything  was  utterly 
common-place,  because  I  doubt  if  anything  can  be  that,  except  to 
utterly  common- place  people — and  there  my  vanity  steps  in;  but, 
I  will  take  it  on  myself  to  say  that  anybody  might  see  the  house 
as  I  saw  it,  any  fine  autumn  morning. 

The  manner  of  my  lighting  on  it  was  this. 

1  was  travelling  towards  London  out  of  the  North,  intending 
to  stop  by  the  way,  to  look  at  the  house.  My  health  required  a 
temporary  residence  in  the  country;  and  a  friend  of  mine  who 
knew  that,  and  who  had  happened  to  drive  past  the  house,  had 
written  to  me  to  suggest  it  as  a  likely  place.  I  had  got  into  the 
train  at  midnight,  ami  had  fallen  asleep,  and  had  woke  up  and  had 
sat  looking  out  of  window  at  the  brilliant  Northern  Lights  in  the 
sky,  and  had  fallen  asleep  again,  and  had  woke  up  again  to  find 

*  The  original  has  eight  chapters,  which  will  be  found  in  All  the 
Tear  Itortnd,  vol.  ii.  old  series  ;  but  those  not  printed  here,  excepting  a 
page  at  the  close,  were  not  writttju  by  Mr.  Dickens, 
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the  night  gone,  with  the  usual  discontented  conviction  on  me  that 
I  hadn't  been  to  sleep  at  all ; — upon  which  question,  in  the  first 
imbecility  of  that  condition,  I  am  ashamed  to  believe  that  I  would 
have  done  wager  by  battle  with  the  man  who  sat  opposite  me. 
That  opposite  man  had  had,  through  the  night — as  that  opposite 
man  always  has — several  legs  too  many,  and  all  of  them  too  long. 
In  addition  to  this  unreasonable  conduct  (which  was  only  to  be 
ex[)ected  of  him),  he  had  had  a  [)Pncil  and  a  pocket-book,  and  had 
been  perpetually  listening  and  taking  notes.  It  had  appeared  to 
me  that  these  aggravating  notes  related  to  the  jolts  and  bumps  of 
the  carriage,  and  1  should  have  resigned  myself  to  his  taking  them, 
under  a  general  supposition  that  he  was  in  the  civil-engineering 
way  of  life,  if  he  had  not  sat  staring  straight  over  my  head  when- 
ever he  hstened.  He  was  a  goggle-eyed  gentleman  of  a  perplexed 
aspect,  and  his  demeanour  became  unbearable. 

It  was  a  cold,  dead  morning  (tlie  sun  not  being  up  yet),  and 
vvhen  I  had  out-watched  the  paling  light  of  the  fires  of  the  iron 
country,  and  the  curtain  of  heavy  smoke  that  hung  at  once  be- 
tween me  and  the  stars  and  between  me  and  the  day,  I  turned  to 
my  fellow-traveller  and  said  : 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  do  you  observe  anything  particular 
in  me?'  For,  really,  he  appeared  to  be  taking  down,  either  my 
travelling-cap  or  my  hair,  with  a  miiniteness  that  was  a  liberty. 

The  goggle-eyed  gentleman  withdrew  his  eyes  from  behind 
me,  as  if  the  back  of  the  carriage  were  a  hundred  miles  off,  and 
said,  with  a  lofty  look  of  compassion  for  my  insignificance  : 

'In  you,  sir]— -B.' 

*  B,  sir  V  said  I,  growing  warm. 

'  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  you,  sir,'  retiirned  the  gentleman ; 
'  pray  let  me  listen — 0.' 

He  enunciated  this  vowel  after  a  pause,  and  noted  it  down. 

At  first  1  was  alarmed,  for  an  Express  lunatic  and  no  com- 
munication with  the  guard,  is  a  serious  position.  The  thought 
came  to  my  relief  that  the  gentleman  might  be  what  is  popularly 
called  a  Ilapper :  one  of  a  sect  for  (some  of)  whom  I  have  the 
highest  respect,  but  whom  I  don't  believe  in.  I  was  going  to  ask 
him  the  question,  when  he  took  the  bread  out  of  my  mouth. 

'  You  will  excuse  me,'  said  the  gentleman  contemptuously,  '  if 
I  am  too  much  iu  advance  of  common  humanity  to  trouble  myself 
at  all  abottt  it.  I  have  passed  tiic  night — as  indeed  I  pass  the 
whole  of  my  time  now — in  spiritual  intercourse.' 

'  () !'  said  I,  something  snap|)ishly. 

'  The  conferences  oi  the  nigiit  bi'guu,'  continued  the  geutlemaDj 
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trraing  several  leaves  of  his  note-book,  *  with  this  message:  "Evil 
conimunications  corrupt  good  manners. "  ' 

'  Sound,'  said  I ;   '  but,  absolutely  new  f 

*  New  from  spirits,'  returned  the  gentleman. 

I  could  only  repeat  my  rather  snappish  '  O !'  and  ask  if  I 
might  be  favoured  with  the  la^t  communication  ? 

'  "  A  bird  in  the  hand," '  said  the  gentleman,  reading  his  last 
entry  with  great  solemnity,  '  "is  worth  two  in  the  Bosh."  ' 

'  Truly  1  am  of  the  same  opinion,'  said  I ;  '  but  shouldn't  it  be 
Bush  V 

'  It  came  to  me.  Bosh,'  returned  the  gentleman. 

The  gentleman  then  informed  me  that  the  spirit  of  Socrates 
had  delivered  this  special  revelation  in  the  course  of  the  night. 
'  My  friend,  I  hope  you  are  pretty  well.  There  are  two  in  this 
railway  carriage.  How  do  you  do  ?  There  are  seventeen  thou- 
sand four  hundred  and  seventy-nine  spirits  here,  but  you  cannot 
see  them.  Pythagoras  is  here.  He  is  not  at  liberty  to  mention 
it,  but  hopes  you  like  travelling.'  Galileo  likewise  had  dropped 
in,  with  this  scientific  intelligence.  '  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  amico. 
Come  sta  ?  Water  will  freeze  when  it  is  cold  enough.  Addio  /' 
In  the  course  of  the  night,  also,  the  following  phenomena  had 
occurred.  Bishop  Butler  had  insisted  on  spelling  his  name, 
'  Bubler,'  for  which  offence  against  orthography  and  good  manners 
he  had  been  dismissed  as  out  of  temper.  John  Milton  (suspected 
of  wilful  mystification)  had  repudiated  the  authorship  of  Para- 
dise Lost,  and  had  introduced,  as  joint  authors  of  that  poem,  two 
Unknown  gentlemen,  respectively  named  Grungers  and  Scadging- 
tone.  And  Prince  Arthur,  nephew  of  King  John  of  England, 
had  described  himself  as  tolerably  comfortable  in  the  seventh  circle, 
where  he  was  learning  to  paint  on  velvet,  under  the  direction  of 
Mrs.  Trimmer  and  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

If  this  should  meet  the  eye  of  the  gentleman  who  favoured  me 
with  these  disclosures,  I  trust  he  will  excuse  my  confessing  that 
the  sight  of  the  rising  sun,  and  the  contemplation  of  the  magni- 
ficent Order  of  the  vast  Universe,  made  me  impatient  of  them. 
In  a  word,  I  was  so  impatient  of  them,  that  I  was  mightily  glad 
to  get  out  at  the  next  station,  and  to  exchange  these  clouds  and 
vapours  for  the  free  air  of  Heaven. 

By  that  time  it  was  a  beautiful  morning.  As  I  walked  away 
among  such  leaves  as  had  already  fallen  from  the  golden,  brown, 
and  russet  trees ;  and  as  I  looked  around  me  on  the  wonders  of 
Creation,  and  thought  of  the  steady,  unchanging,  and  harmonious 
laws  by  which  they  are  sustained;  the  gentleman's  spiritual  inter- 


152  THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE. 

course  seemed  to  me  as  poor  a  piece  of  journey-work  as  ever  this 
world  saw.  In  which  heathen  state  of  mind,  I  came  within  view 
of  the  house,  and  stopped  to  examine  it  attentively. 

It  was  a  solitary  house,  standing  in  a  sadly  neglected  garden : 
a  pretty  even  square  of  some  two  acres.  It  was  a  house  of  about 
the  time  of  George  the  Second ;  as  stiff,  as  cold,  as  formal,  and  in 
as  bad  taste,  as  could  possibly  be  desired  by  the  most  loyal  ad- 
mirer of  the  whole  quartett  of  Georges.  It  was  miinhabited,  but 
had,  withm  a  year  or  two,  been  cheaply  repaired  to  render  it 
habitable ;  I  say  cheaply,  because  the  work  had  been  done  in  a 
surface  manner,  and  was  already  decaying  as  to  the  paint  and 
plaster,  though  the  colours  were  fresh.  A  lop-sided  board  drooped 
over  the  garden  wall,  announcing  that  it  was  '  to  let  on  very  rea- 
st)nable  terms,  well  furnished.'  It  was  much  too  closely  and  hea- 
vily shadowed  by  trees,  and,  in  particular,  there  were  six  tall 
jjoplars  before  the  front  windows,  which  were  excessively  melan- 
choly, and  the  site  of  which  had  been  extremely  ill  chosen. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  it  Avas  an  avoided  house — a  house  that 
was  shunned  by  the  village,  to  which  my  eye  was  guided  by  a 
ciiurch  spire  some  half  a  mile  off — a  house  that  nobody  would 
take.  And  the  natural  inference  was,  that  it  had  the  reputation 
of  being  a  haunted  house. 

No  period  within  the  four-and-twenty  hours  of  day  and  night 
IS  so  solemn  to  me,  as  the  early  morning.  In  the  summer  time, 
I  often  rise  very  early,  and  repair  to  my  room  to  do  a  day's  work 
before  breakfast,  and  I  am  always  on  those  occasions  deeply  im- 
pressed by  the  stillness  and  solitude  around  me.  Besides  that 
there  is  something  awful  in  the  being  surrounded  by  familiar 
faces  asleep — in  the  knowledge  that  those  who  are  dearest  to  us 
and  to  whom  we  are  dearest,  are  profoundly  unconscious  of  us,  in 
an  impassive  state,  anticipative  of  that  mysterious  condition  to 
which  we  are  all  tending — the  stopped  life,  the  broken  threads  of 
yesterday,  the  deserted  seat,  the  closed  book,  the  unfinished  but 
abandoned  occupation,  all  are  images  of  Death.  The  tranquillity 
of  the  hour  is  the  tranquillity  of  Death.  The  colour  and  the  chill 
have  the  same  association.  Even  a  certain  air  that  familiar  house- 
hold objects  take  u[)on  them  when  they  first  emerge  from  the 
shadows  of  the  night  into  the  morning,  of  being  newer,  and  as 
they  used  to  be  long  ago,  has  its  counterpart  in  the  subsidence  of 
the  worn  face  of  maturity  or  age,  in  death,  into  the  old  youthful 
look.  Moreover,  I  once  saw  the  apparition  of  my  father,  at  thia 
liour.  He  was  alive  and  well,  and  nothing  ever  came  of  it,  but  I 
saw  him  in  the  daylight,  sitting  with  his  back  towards  me,  on  a 
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seat  that  stood  beside  my  bed.  His  head  was  resting  on  his  hand, 
and  whether  he  was  shimbering  or  grieving,  I  could  not  discern. 
Amazed  to  see  him  there,  I  sat  up,  moved  my  position,  leaned  out 
of  bed,  and  watched  him.  As  he  did  not  move,  I  spoke  to  him 
more  than  once.  As  he  did  not  move  then,  I  became  alarmed 
and  laid  my  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  as  I  thought — and  there  was 
no  such  thing. 

For  all  these  reasons,  and  for  others  less  easily  and  briefly 
statable,  I  find  the  early  morning  to  be  my  most  ghostly  time. 
Any  house  would  be  more  or  less  haunted,  to  me,  in  the  early 
morning;  and  a  haunted  house  could  scarcely  address  me  to  greater 
advantage  than  then. 

I  walked  on  into  the  village,  with  the  desertion  of  this  house 
upon  my  mind,  and  I  found  the  landlord  of  the  little  inn,  sanding 
his  door-step.  I  bespoke  breakfast,  and  broached  the  subject  of 
the  house. 

'  Is  it  haunted  ?'  I  asked. 

The  landlord  looked  at  me,  shook  his  head,  and  answered,  '  I 
say  nothing.' 

'  Then  it  is  haunted  V 

*  Well !'  cried  the  landlord,  in  an  outburst  of  frankness  that 
had  the  appearance  of  desperation — '  I  wouldn't  sleep  in  it.' 

'  Why  not  V 

*  If  I  wanted  to  have  all  the  bells  in  a  house  ring,  with  nobody 
to  ring  'em ;  and  all  the  doors  in  a  house  bang,  with  nobody  to 
bang  'em;  and  all  sorts  of  feet  treading  about,  with  no  feet  there; 
why  then,'  said  the  landlord,  '  I'd  sleep  in  that  house.' 

'  Is  anything  seen  there  ?' 

The  landlord  looked  at  me  again,  and  then,  with  his  former 
appearance  of  desperation,  called  down  his  stable  -  yard  for 
'  Ikey !' 

The  call  produced  a  high-shouldered  young  fellow,  with  a 
round  red  face,  a  short  crop  of  sandy  hair,  a  very  broad  humorous 
mouth,  a  turned-up  nose,  and  a  great  sleeved  -waistcoat  of  purple 
bars,  with  motlier-of-pearl  buttons,  that  seemed  to  be  growing 
upon  him,  and  to  be  in  a  fair  way — if  it  were  not  pruned — of 
covering  his  head  and  overrunning  his  boots. 

'  This  gentleman  wants  to  kntnv,'  said  the  landlord,  '  if  any- 
thing's  seen  at  the  Poplars.' 

'  'Ooded  woman  with  a  howl,'  said  Ikey,  in  a  state  of  great 
freshness. 

*  Do  you  mean  a  cry  V 

*  1  mean  a  bird,  sir.* 
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*  A  hooded  woman  with  an  owl.  Dear  me  1  Did  you  ever 
see  her  f 

'  I  seen  the  howl.' 
'  Never  the  woman  T 

*  Not  so  plain  as  the  howl,  but  they  always  keeps  together.* 
'  Has  anybody  ever  seen  the  woman  as  plainly  as  the  owl  ]' 

*  Lord  bless  you,  sir  !     Lots.' 
'  "V\Tio  r 

*  Lord  ble?s  you,  sir  I     Lots.' 

*  lae  general- dealer  opposite,  for  instance,  who  is  opening  his 
shop  T 

'  Perkins  1  Bless  you,  Perkins  wouldn't  go  a-nigh  the  place. 
No  !'  observed  the  young  man,  with  considerable  feeling ;  '  he  an't 
overwise,  an't  Perkins,  but  he  an't  such  a  fool  as  that.' 

(Here,  the  laudlurd  murmured  his  confidence  in  Perkins's 
knowing  better.) 

'  Who  is — or  who  was — the  hooded  woman  with  the  owl  ?  Do 
you  know  V 

'  Well  !'  said  Ikey,  holding  up  his  cap  with  one  hand  while  he 
scratched  his  head  with  the  other,  '  they  say,  in  general,  that  she 
was  murdered,  and  the  howl  he  'ooted  the  while.' 

This  very  concise  sunmiary  of  the  facts  was  all  I  could  learn, 
except  that  a  young  man,  as  hearty  and  likely  a  young  man  as 
ever  I  see,  had  been  took  with  fits  and  held  down  in  'em,  after 
seeing  the  hooded  woman.  Also,  that  a  personage,  dimly  described 
as  '  a  hold  chap,  a  sort  of  one-eyed  tramp,  answering  to  the  name 
of  Joby,  vmless  you  challenged  him  as  Greenwood,  and  then  he 
said,  "  Why  noti  and  even  if  so,  mind  your  own  business,"  '  had 
encountered  the  hooded  woman,  a  matter  of  five  or  six  times. 
Jiut,  1  was  not  materially  assisted  by  these  witnesses :  inasumch 
as  the  first  was  in  Cahfornia,  and  the  last  was,  as  Ikey  said  (and 
he  was  confirmed  by  the  landlord),  Anywheres. 

Now,  although  I  regard  with  a  huslied  and  solemn  fear,  the 
mysteries,  between  which  and  this  state  of  existence  is  interposed 
the  harrier  of  the  great  trial  and  change  that  fall  on  all  the  things 
that  live;  and  aliJiough  1  have  not  the  audacity  to  pretend  that  I 
know  anything  of  theui  ;  I  can  no  more  reconcile  the  mere  bang- 
ing of  doors,  ringing  of  liells,  creaking  of  boards,  and  such-like 
iusignifioaneos,  with  the  majestic  beauty  and  pervading  analogy  of 
all  the  Divine  rules  that  1  am  permitted  to  understand,  than  I 
had  been  able,  a  little  while  before,  to  yoke  the  spiritual  inter- 
course of  my  fellow-traveller  to  the  chariot  of  the  rising  sun. 
Moreover,  i  had  lived  in  two  haunted  huu^es — both  abroad,     lu 
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one  of  these,  an  old  Italian  palace,  which  bore  the  reputation  of 
being  very  badly  haunted  indeed,  and  which  had  recently  been 
twice  abandoned  on  that  account,  I  lived  eight  months,  most  tran- 
quilly and  pleasantly:  notwithstanding  that  the  house  had  a  score 
of  mysterious  bedrooms,  which  were  never  used,  and  possessed,  in 
one  large  room  in  which  I  sat  reading,  times  out  of  number  at  all 
hours,  and  next  to  which  I  slept,  a  haunted  chamber  of  the  first 
pretensions.  I  gently  hinted  these  considerations  to  the  landlord. 
And  as  to  this  particular  house  having  a  bad  name,  I  reasoned 
with  him.  Why,  how  many  things  had  bad  names  undeservedly, 
and  how  easy  it  was  to  give  bad  names,  and  did  he  not  think  that 
if  he  and  I  were  persistently  to  whisper  in  the  village  that  any 
weird-looking  old  drunken  tinker  of  the  neighbourhood  had  sold 
himself  to  the  De\-il,  he  would  come  in  time  to  be  suspected  of 
that  commercial  venture  !  All  this  wise  talk  was  perfectly  in- 
effective with  the  landlord,  I  am  bound  to  confess,  and  was  as  dead 
a  failure  as  ever  I  made  in  my  life. 

To  cut  this  part  of  the  story  short,  I  was  piqued  about  the 
haunted  house,  and  was  already  half  resolved  to  take  it.  So,  after 
breakfast,  I  got  the  keys  from  Perkins's  brother-in-law  (a  whip 
and  harness  maker,  who  keeps  the  Post  Office,  and  is  under  sub- 
mission to  a  most  rigorous  wife  of  the  Doubly  Seceding  Little 
Emmanuel  persuasion),  and  went  up  to  the  house,  attended  by  my 
landlord  and  by  Ikey. 

Within,  I  fuund  it,  as  I  had  expected,  transcendantly  dismal. 
The  slowly  changing  shadows  waved  on  it  from  the  heavy  trees, 
were  doleful  in  the  last  degree;  the  house  was  ill-placed,  ill-built, 
ill-planned,  and  ill-fitted.  It  was  damp,  it  was  not  free  from  dry 
rot,  there  was  a  flavour  of  rats  in  it,  and  it  was  the  gloomy  victim 
of  that  indescribable  decay  which  settles  on  all  the  work  of  man's 
hands  whenever  it  is  not  turned  to  man's  account.  The  kitchens 
and  offices  were  too  large,  and  too  remote  from  each  other.  Above 
stairs  and  below,  waste  tracts  of  passage  intervened  between  patches 
of  fertility  represented  by  rooms ;  and  there  was  a  mouldy  old 
Well  with  a  green  growth  upon  it,  hiding  Hke  a  murderous  trap, 
nf-ar  the  bottom  of  the  back-stairs,  under  the  double  row  of  bells. 
One  of  these  bells  was  labelled,  on  a  black  ground  in  faded  white 
letters.  Master  B.  This,  they  told  me,  was  the  bell  that  rang 
the  most. 

'  Who  was  Master  B.  ?'  I  asked.  '  Is  it  known  what  he  did 
while  the  owl  hooted  Y 

'  Rang  the  bell,'  said  Ikey. 

I  was  rather  struck  by  the  prompt  dexterity  with  which  this 
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young  man  pitched  his  fur  cap  at  the  bell,  and  rang  it  himself.    It 

was  a  loud,  unpleasant  bell,  and  made  a  very  disagreeable  sound. 
The  other  bells  were  inscribed  according  to  the  names  of  the  rooms 
to  which  their  wires  were  conducted:  as  '  Picture  Room,' '  Double 
Eooni,'  '  Clock  Eoom,'  and  the  like.  Following  Master  B.'s  beU 
to  its  source,  I  found  that  young  gentleman  to  have  had  but  indif- 
ferent third-class  accommodation  in  a  triangular  caliin  under  the 
c(jck-loft,  with  a  corner  fireplace  which  INIaster  B.  must  have 
been  exceedingly  small  if  ht^  were  ever  able  to  warm  himself  at, 
and  a  corner  cliimuey-piece  like  a  pyramidal  staircase  to  the  ceil- 
ing for  Tom  Thumb.  The  papering  of  one  side  of  the  room  had 
dropped  down  bodily,  with  fragments  of  plaster  adhering  to  it, 
and  almost  blocked  up  the  door.  It  appeared  that  Master  B.,  in 
his  spiritual  condition,  always  made  a  point  of  pulling  the  paper 
down.  Neither  the  landlord  nor  Ikey  could  suggest  wliy  he  made 
such  a  fool  of  himself. 

Except  that  the  house  had  an  immensely  large  rambling  loft 
at  top,  1  made  no  other  discoveries.  It  was  moderately  well  fur- 
nished, but  sparely.  Some  of  the  furniture — say,  a  third — was 
as  old  as  the  house ;  the  rest  was  of  various  periods  within  the 
last  half  century.  I  was  referred  to  a  corn-chandler  in  the  market- 
place of  the  county  town  to  treat  for  the  house.  I  went  that  day, 
and  I  took  it  for  six  months. 

It  was  just  the  middle  of  October  when  I  m.oved  in  with  my 
maiden  sister  (I  venture  to  call  her  eight-and-thirty,  she  is  so  very 
handsome,  sensible,  and  engaging).  We  took  with  us,  a  deaf 
stable-man,  my  bloodhound  Turk,  two  women  servants,  and  a 
young  person  called  an  Odd  Girl.  I  have  reason  to  record  of  the 
attendant  last  enumerated,  who  was  one  of  the  Saint  Lawrence's 
Union  Female  Orphans,  that  she  was  a  fatal  mistake  and  a 
disastroits  engagement. 

The  year  was  dying  early,  the  leaves  were  falling  fast,  it  was 
a  raw  cold  day  when  we  took  possession,  and  the  gloom  of  the 
house  was  most  deju-essing.  The  cook  (an  amiable  woman,  but  of 
a  weak  turn  of  intellect)  burst  into  tears  on  beiiolding  the  kitchen, 
and  requested  that  her  silver  watch  might  be  delivered  over  to 
her  sister  (2  Tuppintock's  Gardens,  Liggs's  Walk,  Clapham 
Rise),  in  the  event  of  anything  happening  to  her  from  the  damp. 
Streaker,  the  liouseniaid,  feigned  cheerfulness,  but  was  the  greater 
martyr.  The  Oild  CJirl,  who  had  never  been  in  the  country,  alone 
was  pleased,  and  matle  arrangements  for  sowing  an  acorn  in  the 
garden  outside  the  scullery  window,  and  rearing  an  oak. 

We  went,  before  dark,  throu;;h  all  the  natural — as  oj^posed  to 
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snpeTnatnral — miseries  incidental  to  our  state.  Dispiriting  re- 
ports ascended  (like  the  smoke)  from  tlie  basement  in  volumes, 
and  descended  from  the  upper  rooms.  There  was  no  rolling-pin, 
there  was  no  salamander  (which  failed  to  surprise  me,  for  1  don't 
know  what  it  is),  there  was  nothing  in  the  house,  what  there  was, 
was  broken,  the  last  people  miist  have  lived  like  pigs,  what  could 
the  meaning  of  the  landlord  be?  Through  these  distresses,  the 
Odd  Girl  was  cheerful  and  exemplary.  But  within  four  hours 
after  dark  we  had  got  into  a  supernatural  groove,  and  the  Odd 
Girl  had  seen  '  Eyes,'  and  was  in  hysterics. 

!My  sister  and  I  had  agreed  to  keep  the  haunting  strictly  to 
ourselves,  and  my  impression  was,  and  still  is,  that  I  had  not  left 
Ikey,  when  he  helped  to  unload  the  cart,  alone  wiih  the  women, 
or  any  one  of  them,  for  one  minute.  Nevertheless,  as  I  say,  the 
Odd  Girl  had  'seen  Eyes'  (no  other  explanation  could  ever  be 
drawn  from  her),  before  nine,  and  by  ten  o'clock  had  had  as  much 
vinegar  applied  to  her  as  would  pickle  a  handsome  salmon. 

I  leave  a  discerning  public  to  judge  of  my  feelings,  when, 
under  these  imtoward  circumstances,  at  about  half-past  ten  o'clock 
Master  B.'s  bell  began  to  ring  in  a  most  infuriated  manner,  and 
Turk  howled  until  the  house  resounded  with  his  lamentations! 

I  hope  I  may  never  again  he  in  a  state  of  mind  so  unchristian 
as  the  mental  frame  in  which  I  lived  for  some  weeks,  respecting 
the  memory  of  Master  B.  Whether  his  bell  was  rung  by  rats, 
or  mice,  or  bats,  or  wind,  or  what  other  accidental  vibration,  or 
sometimes  by  one  cause,  sometimes  another,  and  sometimes  by 
collusion,  I  don't  know;  but,  certain  it  is,  that  it  did  ring  two 
nights  out  of  three,  until  I  conceived  the  happy  idea  of  twi^sting 
Master  B.'s  neck — in  other  words,  breaking  his  bell  short  off — 
and  silencing  that  young  gentleman,  as  to  my  experience  and 
belief,  for  ever. 

But,  by  that  time,  the  Odd  Girl  had  developed  such  improving 
powers  of  catalepsy,  that  she  had  become  a  shining  example  of 
that  very  inconvenient  disorder.  She  would  stiffen,  like  a  Guy 
Fawkes  endowed  with  unreason,  on  the  most  irrelevant  occasions. 
I  would  address  the  servants  in  a  lucid  manner,  pointing  out  to 
them  that  I  had  painted  Master  B.'s  room  and  balked  the  paper, 
and  taken  Master  B.'s  bell  away  and  balked  the  ringing,  and  if 
they  could  suppose  that  that  confounded  boy  had  lived  and  died, 
to  clothe  himself  with  no  better  behaviour  than  would  most  un- 
questionably have  brought  him  and  the  sharpest  particles  of  a 
birch-broom  into  close  acquaintance  in  the  present  imperfect  state 
of  existence,  could  they  ali^o  suppose  a  mere  poor  human  being, 
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such  as  I  wafl,  capable  by  those  contemptible  means  of  coiinteT 
acting  and  limiting  the  powers  of  the  disembodied  spirits  of  the 
dead,  or  of  any  spirits  1 — I  say  I  would  become  emphatic  and 
cogent,  not  to  say  rather  complacent,  in  such  an  address,  when  it 
would  all  go  for  nothing  by  reason  of  the  Odd  Girl's  suddenly 
stiffening  from  the  toes  upward,  and  glaring  among  us  like  a 
parochial  petrifaction. 

Streaker,  the  housemaid,  tt)o,  had  an  attribute  of  a  most  dis- 
comfiting nature.  I  am  unable  to  say  whether  she  was  of  an  un- 
usually lymphatic  temperament,  or  what  else  was  the  matter  with 
her,  but  this  you-ng  woman  became  a  mere  Distillery  for  the  pro- 
duction of  the  largest  and  most  transparent  tears  I  ever  met  with. 
Combined  with  these  characteristics,  was  a  peculiar  tenacity  of 
hold  in  those  specimens,  so  that  they  didn't  fall,  but  hung  upon 
her  face  and  nose.  In  this  condition,  and  mildly  and  deplorably 
stiaking  her  head,  her  silence  would  throw  me  more  heavily  than 
the  Admirable  Crichton  could  have  done  in  a  verbal  disputation  for 
a  purse  of  money.  Cook,  likewise,  always  covered  me  with  con- 
fusion as  with  a  garment,  by  neatly  winding  up  the  session  with 
the  protest  that  the  Ouse  was  wearing  her  out,  and  by  meekly  re- 
peating her  last  wishes  regarding  her  silver  watch. 

As  to  our  nightly  life,  the  contagion  of  suspicion  and  fear  was 
among  us,  and  there  is  no  such  contagion  under  the  sky.  Hooded 
woman  1  According  to  the  accounts,  we  were  in  a  perfect  Con- 
vent of  hooded  women.  Noises  ?  With  that  contagion  down 
stairs,  I  myself  have  sat  in  the  dismal  parlour,  listening,  until  I 
have  heard  so  many  and  such  strange  noises,  that  they  would 
have  chilled  my  blood  if  I  had  not  warmed  it  by  dashing  out  to 
make  discovei-ies.  Try  this  in  bed,  in  the  dead  of  the  night ;  try 
this  at  your  own  comfortable  fireside,  in  the  life  of  the  night. 
You  can  fill  any  house  with  noises,  if  you  will,  until  you  have  a 
noise  for  every  nerve  in  your  nervous  system. 

I  repeat ;  the  contagion  of  suspicion  and  fear  was  among  us, 
and  there  is  no  such  contagion  under  the  sky.  The  women  (their 
noses  in  a  chronic  state  of  excoriation  from  smelling-salts),  were 
always  primed  and  loaded  for  a  swoon,  and  ready  to  go  olT  with 
hair- triggers.  The  two  elder  detached  the  Odd  Girl  on  all  ex- 
peditions that  were  considered  doubly  hazardous,  and  she  always 
established  the  reputation  of  such  adventures  by  coming  back 
cataleptic.  If  Cook  or  Streaker  went  overhead  after  dark,  we 
knew  we  should  presently  hear  a  bump  on  the  coiling;  and  this 
took  place  so  constantly,  that  it  was  as  if  a  lighting  man  were 
engaged  to  go  about  the  house,  administering  a  touch  of  his  art 
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which  I  believe  is  called  The  Auctioneer,  to  every  domestic  he  met 
with. 

It  was  in  vain  to  do  anything.  It  was  in  vain  to  be  frightened, 
for  the  moment  in  one's  own  person,  by  a  real  owl,  and  then  to 
show  the  owl.  It  was  in  vain  to  discover,  by  striking  an  accidental 
discord  on  the  piano,  that  Turk  always  howled  at  particular  notes 
and  combinations.  It  was  in  vain  to  be  a  Eliadamanthus  with  the 
bells,  and  if  an  unfortunate  bell  rang  without  leave,  to  have  it 
down  inexorably  and  silence  it.  It  was  in  vain  to  fire  up  chimneys, 
let  torches  down  the  well,  charge  furiously  into  suspected  rooms 
and  recesses.  We  changed  servants,  and  it  was  no  better.  The 
new  set  ran  away,  and  a  third  set  came,  and  it  was  no  better.  At 
last,  our  comfortable  housekeeping  got  to  be  so  disorganised  and 
wretched,  that  I  one  night  dejectedly  said  to  my  sister :  '  Patty, 
I  begin  to  despair  of  our  getting  people  to  go  on  with  us  here, 
and  1  think  we  must  give  this  up.' 

My  sister,  who  is  a  woman  of  immense  spirit,  replied.  '  Nf), 
John,  don't  give  it  up.  Don't  be  beaten,  John.  There  is  another 
way.' 

'And  what  is  that?'  said  I. 

*  John,'  returned  my  sister,  '  if  we  are  not  to  be  driven  out  of 
this  house,  and  that  for  no  reason  whatever,  that  is  apparent  to 
you  or  me,  we  must  help  ourselves  and  take  the  house  wholly  and 
solely  into  our  own  hands.' 

*  But,  the  servants,'  said  I. 

*  Have  no  servants,'  said  my  sister,  boldly. 

Like  most  people  in  my  grade  of  life,  I  had  never  thought  of 
the  possibility  of  going  on  without  those  faithful  obstructions.  The 
notion  was  so  new  to  me  when  suggested,  that  I  looked  very 
doubtful. 

'  We  know  they  come  here  to  be  frightened  and  infect  one 
another,  and  we  know  they  are  frightened  and  do  infect  one 
another,'  said  my  sister. 

*  With  the  exception  of  Bottles,'  I  observed,  in  a  meditative 
tone. 

(The  deaf  stableman.  I  kept  him  in  my  service,  and  still 
keep  him,  as  a  phenomenon  of  moroseness  not  to  be  matched  in 
England.) 

'  To  be  sure,  John,'  assented  my  sister ;  *  except  Bottles.  And 
what  does  that  go  to  prove  ?  Bottles  talks  to  nobody,  and  hears 
nobody  unless  he  is  absolutely  roared  at,  and  what  alarm  has 
Bottles  ever  given,  or  taken  !     None.' 

This  was  perfectly  true ;  the  indiviaual  in  question  having  re- 
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tired,  every  night  at  ten  o'clock,  to  his  bed  over  the  coach-house, 
with  no  other  company  llian  a  pitchfork  and  a  pail  of  water.  That 
the  pail  of  water  would  have  been  over  me,  and  the  pitchfork 
through  me,  if  I  had  put  myself  without  announcement  in  Bottles's 
way  after  that  minute,  I  had  deposited  in  my  own  mind  as  a  fact 
worth  remembering.  Neither  had  Bottles  ever  taken  the  least 
notice  of  any  of  our  many  uproars.  An  imperturbable  and  speech- 
less man,  he  had  sat  at  his  supper,  with  Streaker  present  in  a 
swoon,  and  the  Odd  Girl  marble,  and  had  only  put  anotlier  potato 
in  his  clieek,  or  profited  by  the  general  misery  to  help  himself  to 
beefsteak  pie. 

'  And  so,'  continued  my  sister,  '  I  exempt  Bottles.  And  con- 
sidering, John,  that  the  house  is  too  large,  and  perhaps  too  lonely, 
to  be  kept  well  in  hand  by  Bottles,  you,  and  me,  I  propose  that 
we  cast  about  among  our  friends  for  a  certain  selected  number  of 
the  most  reliable  and  willing — form  a  Society  here  for  three 
months — wait  upon  ourselves  and  one  another — live  cheerfully 
and  socially — and  see  what  happens.' 

I  was  so  charmed  with  my  sister,  that  I  embraced  her  on  the 
spot,  and  went  into  her  plan  with  the  greatest  ardour. 

We  were  then  in  the  third  week  of  November ;  but,  we  took 
our  measures  so  vigorously,  and  were  so  well  seconded  by  the 
friends  in  wh<im  we  confided,  that  there  was  still  a  week  of  the 
month  unexpired,  when  our  party  all  came  down  together  merrily, 
and  mustered  in  the  haunted  house. 

1  will  mention,  in  tliis  place,  two  small  changes  that  I  made 
while  my  sister  and  I  were  yet  alone.  It  occurring  to  me  as  not 
improbal)le  that  Turk  howled  in  the  house  at  night,  partly  because 
he  wanted  to  get  out  of  it,  I  stationed  him  in  his  kennel  outside, 
but  unchained ;  and  I  seriously  warned  the  village  that  any  man 
who  came  in  his  way  must  not  expect  to  leave  him  without  a  rip 
in  his  own  throat.  I  then  casually  asked  Ikey  if  he  were  a  judge 
of  a  gun  ?  On  his  saying,  '  Yes,  sir,  I  knows  a  good  gun  when  I 
sees  her,'  I  begged  the  favour  of  his  stepping  up  to  the  house  and 
looking  at  mine. 

'  S/ii'd  a  true  one,  sir,'  said  Ikey,  after  inspecting  a  double- 
barrel  letl  ririe  that  I  bought  in  New  York  a  few  years  ago.  '  No 
mistake  about  lie?',  sir.' 

'Ikey,'  said  I,  'don't  mention  it;  I  have  seen  something  in 
this  house.' 

'  No,  sir  V  he  whispered,  greedily  opening  his  eyes.  *  'Ooded 
lady,  sir  V 

*  Don't  be  frightened,'  said  I.   '  It  was  a  figure  rather  like  you.' 
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*Lord,  sir?' 

*  Ikey  !'  said  I,  shaking  hands  with  him  warmly :  I  may  say 
affectionately ;  '  if  there  is  any  truth  in  these  ghost-stories,  the 
greatest  service  I  can  do  you,  is,  to  fire  at  that  figure.  And  I 
promise  you,  by  Keaven  and  earth,  I  will  do  it  with  this  gun  if  I 
see  it  again !' 

The  young  man  thanked  me,  and  took  his  leave  with  some 
little  precipitation,  after  declining  a  glass  of  liquor.  I  imparted 
my  secret  to  him,  because  I  had  never  quite  forgotten  his  throw- 
ing his  cap  at  the  bell ;  because  I  had,  on  another  occasion,  noticed 
something  very  like  a  fur  cap,  lying  not  far  from  the  bell,  one 
night  when  it  had  burst  out  ringing ;  and  because  I  had  remarked 
that  we  were  at  our  ghostliest  whenever  he  came  up  in  the  even- 
ing to  comfort  the  servants.  Let  me  do  Ikey  no  injustice.  He 
was  afraid  of  the  house,  and  believed  in  its  being  haunted ;  and 
yet  he  would  play  false  on  the  haunting  side,  so  surely  as  he  got 
an  opportunity.  Tlie  Odd  Girl's  case  was  exactly  similar.  She 
went  about  the  house  in  a  state  of  real  terror,  and  yet  lied  mon- 
strously and  wilfully,  and  invented  many  of  the  alarms  she  spread, 
and  made  many  of  the  sounds  we  heard.  I  had  had  my  eye  on 
the  two,  and  I  know  it.  It  is  not  necessary  for  me,  here,  to  ac- 
count for  this  preposterous  state  of  mind;  I  content  myself  with 
remarking  that  it  is  familiarly  known  to  every  intelligent  man 
who  has  had  fair  medical,  legal,  or  other  watchful  experience ; 
that  it  is  as  well  established  and  as  common  a  state  of  mind  as 
any  with  which  observers  are  acquainted ;  and  that  it  is  one  of 
the  first  elements,  above  all  others,  rationally  to  be  suspected  in, 
and  strictly  looked  for,  and  sepa7ated  from,  any  question  of  this 
kind. 

To  return  to  our  pai-ty.  The  first  thing  we  did  when  we  were 
all  assembled,  was,  to  draw  lots  for  bedrooms.  That  done,  and 
every  bedroom,  and,  indeed,  the  whole  house,  having  been  minutely 
examined  by  the  whole  body,  we  allotted  the  various  household 
duties,  as  if  we  had  been  on  a  gipsy  party,  or  a  yachting  party, 
or  a  hunting  j^arty,  or  were  shipwrecked.  I  then  recounted  the 
Hoating  rumours  concerning  the  hooded  lady,  the  owl,  and  jNfaster 
B. :  with  others,  still  more  filmy,  which  had  fioated  about  during 
our  occupation,  relative  to  some  ridiculous  old  ghost  of  the  female 
gender  who  went  up  and  down,  carrying  the  ghost  of  a  round 
table;  and  also  to  an  impalpable  Jackass,  whom  nobody  was  ever 
able  to  catch.  8ome  of  these  ideas  I  really  believe  our  people 
below  had  communicated  to  one  another  in  some  diseased  way, 
without  convey  big  them  in  words.     We  then  gravely  calVd  OLie 
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another  to  witness,  that  we  were  not  there  to  be  deceived,  or  t-o 
deceive — which  we  considered  pretty  much  the  same  thing — and 
that,  with  a  serious  sense  of  responsibihty,  we  would  be  strictly 
true  to  one  another,  and  would  strictly  follow  out  the  truth.  The 
understanding  was  established,  that  any  one  who  heard  unusual 
noises  in  the  night,  and  who  wished  to  trace  them,  should  knock 
at  my  door ;  lastly,  that  on  Twelfth  Night,  the  last  night  of  holy 
Christmas,  all  our  individual  experiences  since  that  tlien  present 
liour  of  our  conn'ng  together  in  the  haunted  house,  should  be 
brought  to  light  for  the  good  of  all ;  and  that  we  would  hold  our 
peace  on  the  subject  till  then,  unless  on  some  remarkable  provo- 
cation to  break  silence. 

We  were,  in  number  and  in  character,  as  follows : 
First — to  get  my  sister  and  myself  out  of  the  way — there  were 
we  two.  In  the  drawing  of  lots,  my  sister  drew  her  own  room, 
and  I  drew  Master  B.'s.  Next,  there  was  our  first  cousin  John 
Ilerschel,  so  called  after  the  great  astronomer :  than  whom  I 
suppose  a  better  man  at  a  telescope  does  not  breathe.  With  him, 
was  his  wife  :  a  charming  creature  to  whom  he  had  been  married 
iu  the  previous  spring.  I  thought  it  (under  the  circumstances) 
rather  imprudent  to  bring  her,  because  there  is  no  knowing  what 
even  a  false  alarm  may  do  at  such  a  time;  but  I  suppose  he  knew 
his  own  business  best,  and  I  must  say  that  if  she  had  heenmij  wife, 
I  never  could  have  left  her  endearing  and  bright  face  behind. 
They  drew  the  Clock  Room.  Alfred  Starling,  an  uncommonly 
agreeable  young  fellow  of  eight-and-tweuty  for  whom  I  have  the 
greatest  liking,  was  in  the  Double  Room :  mine,  usually,  and 
designated  by  that  name  from  having  a  dressing-room  within  it, 
with  two  large  and  cumbersome  windows,  which  no  wedges  /  was 
ever  able  to  make,  would  keep  from  shaking,  in  any  weather,  wind 
or  no  wind.  Alfred  is  a  young  fellow  who  pretends  to  be  '  fast' 
(another  word  for  loose,  as  I  understand  the  term),  but  who  is 
nnich  too  good  and  sensible  for  that  nonsense,  and  who  would 
have  distinguished  himself  liefore  now,  if  his  faiiier  had  not  un- 
fortunately lel't  him  a  small  inde])endence  of  two  hundred  a  year, 
on  the  strength  of  which  his  only  occupation  in  life  has  been  to 
spend  six.  I  am  in  hopes,  however,  that  his  Banker  may  break, 
or  that  he  may  enter  into  some  speculation  guaranteed  to  pay 
twenty  per  cent;  for,  I  am  convinced  that  if  he  could  only  be 
mined,  his  fortune  is  made.  Belinda  Bates,  bosom  friend  of  my 
sister,  and  a  most  intellectual,  amiable,  and  delightful  girl,  got 
the  Picture  Room.  She  has  a  fine  genius  for  poetry,  combined 
with  real  business  earnestness,  and  '  goes  iu' — to  use  an  expressioD 


THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE.  Ili3 

of  Alfred's — for  Woman's  mission,  Woman's  rights,  Woman's 
wrongs,  and  everything  that  is  woman's  with  a  capital  W,  or  is 
not  and  ought  to  be,  or  is  and  ought  not  to  be.  '  Most  praise- 
worthy, my  dear,  and  Heaven  prosper  you  !'  I  whispered  to  her 
on  the  first  night  of  my  taking  leave  of  her  at  the  Picture-Room 
door,  '  but  don't  overdo  it.  And  in  respect  of  the  great  necessity 
there  is,  my  darling,  for  more  employments  being  within  the  reach 
of  Woman  than  our  civilisation  has  as  yet  assigned  to  her,  don't 
fly  at  the  unfortunate  men,  even  those  men  who  are  at  first  sight 
in  your  way,  as  if  they  were  the  natural  oppressors  of  your  sex  ; 
for,  trust  me,  Belinda,  they  do  sometimes  spend  their  wages  among 
wives  and  daughters,  sisters,  mothers,  aunts,  and  grandmothers ; 
and  the  play  is,  really,  not  all  Wolf  and  Red  Riding-Hood,  but 
has  other  parts  in  it.'     However,  I  digress. 

Belinda,  as  I  have  mentioned,  occupied  the  Picture  Room. 
We  had  but  three  other  chambers :  the  Corner  Room,  the  Cup- 
board Room,  and  the  Garden  Room.  My  old  friend,  Jack  Gover- 
nor, '  slung  his  hammock,'  as  he  called  it,  in  the  Corner  Room. 
1  have  always  regarded  Jack  as  the  finest-looking  sailor  that  ever 
sailed.  He  is  gray  now,  but  as  handsome  as  he  was  a  quarter  <if 
a  century  ago — nay,  handsomer.  A  portly,  cheery,  well-luiilt  figure 
of  a  broad-shouldered  man,  with  a  frank  smile,  a  brilliant  dark 
eye,  and  a  rich  dark  eyebrow.  I  remember  those  under  darker 
hair,  and  they  look  all  the  better  for  their  silver  setting.  He  has 
been  wherever  his  Union  namesake  flies,  has  Jack,  and  I  have  met 
old  shipmates  of  his,  away  in  the  Mediterranean  and  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Atlantic,  who  have  beamed  and  brightened  at  the  casual 
mention  of  his  name,  and  have  cried, '  You  know  Jack  Governor  ? 
Then  you  know  a  prince  of  men  !'  That  he  is  !  And  so  unmis- 
takably a  naval  oflicer,  that  if  you  were  to  meet  liim  coming  out 
of  an  Esquimaux  snow-hut  in  seal's  skin,  you  would  be  vaguely 
persuaded  he  was  in  full  naval  uniform. 

Jack  once  had  that  bright  clear  eye  of  his  on  my  sister ;  but, 
it  fell  out  that  he  marrijd  another  lady  and  took  her  to  South 
America,  where  she  died.  This  was  a  dozen  years  ago  or  more. 
He  brought  down  with  him  to  our  haunted  house  a  little  cask  of 
salt  beef;  for,  he  is  always  convinced  that  all  salt  beef  not  of  bis 
own  pickling,  is  mere  carrion,  and  invariably,  when  he  goes  to 
London,  packs  a  piece  in  his  portmanteau.  He  had  also  volun- 
teered to  bring  with  him  one  '  Nat  Beaver,'  an  old  comrade  of  hJR, 
captain  of  a  merchantman.  Mr.  Beaver,  with  a  thick-set  wooden 
face  and  figure,  and  apparently  as  hard  as  a  block  all  over,  proved 
to  be  an  mteUigent  man,  with  a  world  of  watery  experiences  in 
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liiin,  and  great  practical  knowledge.  At  times,  tliere  was  a 
curious  nervousness  about  him,  ap]:)arently  the  lingering  result  of 
some  old  illness ;  but,  it  seldom  lasted  man}'  minutes.  He  got  the 
Cupboard  Room,  and  lay  there  next  to  Mr.  Undery,  my  friend 
and  solicitor :  who  came  down,  in  an  amateur  capacity,  '  to  go 
through  with  it,'  as  he  said,  and  who  plays  whist  better  than  tlie 
whole  Law  List,  from  the  red  cover  at  the  beginning  to  the  red 
cover  at  the  end. 

I  never  was  happier  in  my  life,  and  I  believe  it  was  the  nm- 
versal  feeling  among  us.  Jack  Governor,  always  a  man  of  won- 
derful resources,  was  Chief  Cook,  and  made  some  of  the  best 
dishes  I  ever  ate,  including  imapproachable  curries.  INIy  sister 
was  pastrycook  and  confectioner.  Starling  and  I  were  Cook's 
Mate,  turn  and  turn  about,  and  on  special  occasions  the  chief  cook 
'  pressed'  ]\[r.  Beaver.  We  had  a  great  deal  of  out-door  sport  and 
exercise,  but  nothing  was  neglected  within,  and  there  was  no  ill 
humour  or  misunderstanding  among  us,  and  our  evenings  were  so 
delightful  that  we  had  at  least  one  good  reason  for  being  reluctant 
to  go  to  bed. 

We  had  a  few  night  alarms  in  the  beginning.  On  the  first 
night,  I  was  knocked  up  by  Jack  with  a  most  wonderful  ship's 
lantern  in  his  hand,  like  the  gills  of  some  monster  of  the  deep, 
who  informed  me  that  he  was  '  going  aloft  to  the  main  truck,'  to 
have  the  weathercock  down.  It  was  a  stormy  night  and  I  re- 
monstrated ;  but  Jack  called  my  attention  to  its  making  a  sound 
like  a  cry  of  despair,  and  said  somebody  would  be  'hailing  a  ghost' 
presently,  if  it  wasn't  done.  So,  up  to  the  top  of  the  house,  where 
I  could  hardly  stand  for  the  wind,  we  went,  accompanied  by  Mr. 
Beaver ;  and  there  Jack,  lantern  and  all  with  ]Mr.  Beaver  after 
him,  swarmed  up  to  the  top  of  a  cupola,  some  two  dozen  feet 
above  the  chimneys,  and  stood  upon  nothing  particular,  coolly 
knocking  the  weathercock  otf,  until  they  both  got  into  such  good 
spirits  with  the  wind  and  the  height,  that  I  thought  thoy  would 
never  come  down.  Another  night,  they  turned  out  again,  and  had 
a  chimney-cowl  off.  Another  night,  they  cut  a  sobbing  and  gulp- 
ing water-pipe  away.  Another  night,  they  found  out  something 
else.  On  several  occasions,  they  both,  in  the  coolest  manner, 
sinuiltaneously  dropped  out  of  their  respective  bedroom  windows, 
hand  over  liand  by  their  counterpanes,  to  '  overhaul'  something 
mysterious  in  the  garden. 

The  engagement  among  us  was  faithfully  ke[it,  and  nobody 
revealed  anything.  All  wo  knew  was,  if  any  one's  room  were 
haunted,  no  one  looked  the  worse  for  it. 
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THE  GHOST  IN  INIASTEE  B.'S  EOOM. 

"Whex  I  established  myself  in  the  triangular  garret  which  had 
gained  so  distinguished  a  reputation,  my  thoughts  naturally  turned 
to  Master  B.  My  speculations  about  him  were  uneasy  and  mani- 
fold. Whether  his  Christian  name  was  Benjamin,  Bissextile 
(from  his  having  been  born  in  Leap  Year),  Bartholomew,  or  Bill. 
Whether  the  initial  letter  belonged  to  his  family  name,  and  that 
was  Baxter,  Black,  Brown,  Barker,  Buggins,  Baker,  or  Bird. 
Whether  he  was  a  foundling,  and  had  been  baptised  B.  Whether 
he  was  a  lion-hearted  boy,  and  B.  was  short  for  Briton,  or  for 
Bull.  Whether  he  could  possibly  have  been  kith  and  kin  to  aa 
illustrious  lady  who  brightened  my  own  childhood,  and  had  come 
of  the  blood  of  the  briUiant  Mother  Bunch  1 

With  these  profitless  meditations  I  tormented  myself  much. 
I  also  carried  the  mysterious  letter  into  the  appearance  and  pur- 
suits of  the  deceased  ;  wondering  whether  he  dressed  in  Blue,  wore 
Boots  (he  couldn't  have  been  Bald),  was  a  boy  of  Brains,  liked 
Books,  was  good  at  Bowling,  had  any  skill  as  a  Boxer,  even  in  his 
Buoyant  Boyhood  Bathed  from  a  Bathing-machine  at  Bognor, 
Bangor,  Bournemouth,  Brighton,  or  Broadstairs,  like  a  Bounding 
Bilhard  Ball  ? 

So,  from  the  first,  I  was  haunted  by  the  letter  B. 

It  was  not  long  before  I  remarked  that  I  never  by  any  hazard 
had  a  dream  of  Master  B.,  or  of  anything  belonging  to  him.  But, 
the  instant  I  awoke  from  sleep,  at  whatever  hour  of  the  night,  my 
thoughts  took  him  up,  and  roamed  away,  trying  to  attach  his  ini- 
tial letter  to  something  that  would  tit  it  and  keep  it  quiet. 

For  six  nights,  I  had  been  worried  thus  in  Master  B.'s  room, 
when  I  began  to  perceive  that  things  were  going  wrong. 

The  first  appearance  that  presented  itself  was  early  in  the 
morning  when  it  was  but  just  daylight  and  no  more.  I  was  stand- 
ing shaving  at  my  glass,  when  I  suddenly  discovered,  to  my  con- 
sternation and  amazement,  that  I  was  shaving — not  myself — I 
am  fifty — but  a  boy.     Apparently  Master  B.  ? 

I  trembled  and  looked  over  my  shoulder ;  nothing  there.  I 
looked  again  in  the  glass,  and  distinctly  saw  the  features  and  ex- 
pression of  a  boy,  who  was  shaving,  not  to  get  rid  of  a  beard,  but  to 
get  one.  Extremely  troubled  in  my  mind,  I  took  a  few  turns  in 
the  room,  and  went  back  to  the  looking-glass,  resolved  to  steady, 
my  hand  and  complete  the  operation  in  which  I  had  been  disturbed, 
Opening  my  eyes,  which  I  had  shut  while  recovering  my  firmness. 
I  now  met  in  the  glass,  looking  straight  at  me,  the  eyes  of  a  young 
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man  of  four  or  five  and  twenty.  Terrified  by  this  new  gliost,  I 
closed  my  eyes,  and  made  a  strong  effort  to  recover  myself.  (,)jion- 
ing  them  again,  I  saw,  shaving  his  cheek  in  the  glass,  my  father, 
who  has  long  been  dead.  Nay,  I  even  saw  my  grandfather  too, 
whom  I  never  did  see  in  my  life. 

Although  naturally  much  affected  by  these  remarkable  yisita- 
lions,  I  determined  to  keep  my  secret,  until  the  time  agreed  upon 
fur  tlie  present  general  disclosure.  Agitated  by  a  multitude  of 
curious  thoughts,  I  retired  to  my  room,  that  night,  prepared  to 
encounter  some  new  experience  of  a  spectral  character.  !Nor  was 
my  preparation  needless,  for,  waking  from  an  uneasy  sleep  at  ex- 
actly two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  what  were  my  feelings  to  find 
tliat  T  was  sharing  my  bed  with  the  skeleton  of  Master  B.  ! 

I  sprang  up,  and  the  skeleton  sprang  up  also.  I  then  heard 
a  ])laintive  voice  saying,  '  Where  am  I  ?  What  is  become  of  me  ?' 
and,  looking  bard  in  that  direction,  perceived  the  ghost  of  Mas- 
ter B. 

The  young  spectre  was  dressed  in  an  obsolete  fashion :  or 
rather,  was  not  so  much  dressed  as  put  into  a  case  of  inferior  pep- 
j)er-and-salt  cloth,  made  horrible  by  means  of  shining  buttons.  I 
observed  that  these  buttons  went,  in  a  double  row,  over  each 
shoulder  of  the  young  ghost,  and  appeared  to  descend  his  back. 
He  wore  a  frill  round  his  neck.  His  right  hand  (which  I  distinctly 
noticed  to  be  inky)  was  laid  upon  his  stomach ;  connecting  this 
action  with  some  feeble  pimples  on  his  countenance,  and  his  general 
air  of  nausea,  I  concluded  this  ghost  to  be  the  ghost  of  a  boy  who 
had  habitually  take's  a  great  deal  too  much  medicine. 

'  AVhere  am  1  ?'  said  the  little  spectre,  in  a  pathetic  voice. 
'  And  why  was  I  bom  in  the  Calomel  days,  and  wliy  did  I  have 
all  that  Calomel  given  me?' 

I  replied,  with  sincere  earnestness,  that  upon  my  soul  I  couldn't 
tell  him. 

'  Where  is  my  little  sister,'  said  the  ghost,  '  and  where  my 
angelic  little  wife,  and  where  is  the  boy  I  went  to  school  with  ?' 

1  entreated  the  jiliantom  to  be  comforted,  and  alwve  all  things 
to  take  heart  respecting  the  loss  of  the  boy  he  went  to  schot)l  with. 
1  represented  to  him  that  probably  that  boy  never  did,  within 
human  experieni-e,  come  out  well,  when  discovered.  I  urged  that 
1  myself  had,  in  later  life,  turned  u\>  several  boys  whom  I  went  to 
school  with,  and  none  of  them  had  at  all  answered.  I  expressed 
my  humble  belief  that  that  boy  never  did  answer.  I  represented 
tiiat  he  was  ft  mythic  character,  a  delusion,  and  a  snare.  I  re- 
counted how,  the  last  time  I  fo\iud  him,  1  found  hinx  at  a  dinner 
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party  behind  a  wall  of  white  cravat,  with  an  inconclusive  opinion 
on  every  possible  snbjoct,  and  a  power  of  silent  boredom  absolutely 
Titanic.  I  related  how,  on  the  strength  of  our  having  been  to- 
gether at  *  Old  Doylance's,'  he  had  asked  himself  to  breakfast  with 
nie  (a  social  offence  of  the  largest  magnitude) ;  how,  fanning  my 
weak  embers  of  belief  in  Doylance's  boys,  I  had  let  him  in;  and 
how,  he  had  proved  to  be  a  fearful  wanderer  about  the  earth,  pur- 
sning  the  race  of  Adam  with  inexplicable  notions  concerning  the 
currency,  and  with  a  proposition  that  the  Bank  of  lilngland  should, 
on  pain  of  being  abolished,  instantly  strike  off  and  circulate,  God 
Icnows  how  many  thousand  millions  of  teii-and-sixpenny  notes. 

The  ghost  heard  me  in  silence,  and  with  a  fixed  stare.  '  Bar- 
ber !'  it  apostrophised  me  when  I  had  finished. 

'  Barber?'  I  repeated — for  I  am  not  of  that  profession. 

*  Condemned,'  said  the  ghost,  '  to  shave  a  constant  change  (tf 
customers — now,  me — now,  a  young  man — now,  thyself  as  thou 
art — now,  thy  father — now,  thy  grandfather;  condemned,  too,  t(t 
lie  down  with  a  skeleton  every  night,  and  to  rise  with  it  every 
morning — ' 

(I  shuddered  on  hearing  this  dismal  announcement). 

'  Barber  !     Pursue  nte  !' 

I  had  felt,  even  before  the  words  were  uttered,  that  I  was 
under  a  spell  to  pursue  the  phantom.  I  immediately  did  so,  and 
was  in  Master  B.'s  room  no  longer. 

Most  people  know  what  long  and  fatiguing  night  journeys  hnd 
been  forced  upon  the  witches  who  used  to  confe>:s,  and  who,  no 
doubt,  told  the  exact  truth — particularly  as  they  were  always  as- 
sisted with  leading  questions,  and  the  Torture  was  always  ready. 
I  asseverate  that,  during  my  occupation  of  INIaster  B.'s  room,  1 
was  taken  by  the  ghost  that  haunted  it,  on  expeditions  fully  as 
long  and  wild  as  any  of  those.  Assuredly,  I  was  presented  to  no 
shabby  old  man  with  a  goat's  horns  and  tail  (something  between 
Pan  and  an  old  clothesman),  holding  conventional  receptions,  as 
stupid  as  those  of  real  life  and  less  decent;  but,  I  came  upon  othci 
things  which  appeared  to  me  to  have  more  meaning. 

Confident  that  I  speak  the  truth  and  shall  be  believed,  I  de- 
clare without  hesitation  that  I  followed  the  ghost,  in  the  first  in- 
stance on  a  broom-stick,  and  afterwards  on  a  rocking-horse.  The 
very  smell  of  the  animal's  paint — especially  when  I  brought  It  out, 
by  making  him  warm — I  am  ready  to  swear  to,  I  followed  tha 
ghost,  afterwards,  in  a  hackney  coach ;  an  institution  with  the 
peculiar  smell  of  which,  the  present  generation  is  unacquainted,  but 
to  which  I  am  again  ready  to  swear  as  a  combination  of  stable, 
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dog  with  the  mange,  and  very  old  bellows.  (In  this,  I  appeal  to  pre- 
vious generations  to  confirm  or  refute  me.)  I  pursued  the  phan- 
tom, on  a  headless  donkey :  at  least,  upon  a  donkey  who  was  so 
interested  in  the  state  of  his  stomach  tliat  his  head  was  always 
down  there,  investigating  it ;  on  ponies,  expressly  born  to  kick  up 
behind  ;  on  roundabouts  and  swings,  from  fairs ;  in  the  first  cab — 
another  forgotten  institution  where  the  fare  regularly  got  into  bed, 
and  was  tucked  up  with  the  driver. 

Not  to  trouble  you  with  a  detailed  account  of  all  my  travels  in 
pursuit  of  the  ghost  of  Master  B.,  which  were  longer  and  more 
wonderful  than  those  of  Sindbad  the  Sailor,  I  will  confine  myself 
to  one  experience  from  which  you  may  judge  of  many. 

I  was  marvellously  changed.  I  was  myself,  yet  not  myself.  I 
was  conscious  of  something  within  me,  which  has  been  the  same 
all  thi-ough  my  life,  and  which  1  have  always  recognised  under  all 
its  phases  and  varieties  as  never  altering,  and  yet  I  was  not  the  1 
who  had  gone  to  bed  in  Master  B.'s  room.  I  had  the  smoothest 
of  faces  and  the  shortest  of  legs,  and  I  had  taken  another  crea- 
ture like  myself,  also  with  the  smoothest  of  faces  and  the  shortest 
oi'  legs,  behind  a  door,  and  was  confiding  to  him  a  proposition  of 
the  most  astounding  nature. 

This  proposition  was,  that  we  should  have  a  Seraglio. 

The  other  creature  assented  warmly.  He  had  no  notion  of 
respectability,  neither  had  I.  It  was  the  custom  of  the  East,  it 
was  the  way  of  the  good  Caliph  Haroun  Alraschid  (let  me  have 
the  corrupted  name  again  for  once,  it  is  so  scented  with  sweet 
memories !),  the  usage  was  highly  laudable,  and  most  worthy  of 
imitation.  '  0,  yes  1  Let  us,'  said  the  other  creature  with  a  jump, 
'  have  a  Seraglio.' 

It  was  not  because  we  entertained  the  faintest  doubts  of  the 
meritorious  character  of  the  C)riental  establishment  we  proposed 
to  import,  that  we  perceived  it  must  be  kept  a  secret  from  Miss 
Gridin.  It  was  because  we  knew  Miss  Griffin  to  be  bereft  of 
human  sympathies,  and  inca|iable  of  appreciating  the  greatness  of 
tlie  great  liaroun.  IMystery  impenetrably  shrouded  from  Miss 
Griniu  then,  let  us  entrust  it  to  Miss  Bule. 

We  were  ten  in  ]\Iiss  Griffin's  establishment  by  Ilampstead 
Ponds;  eight  ladies  and  two  gentlemen.  Miss  Bule,  whom  I 
judge  to  have  attained  the  ri|)e  age  of  eight  or  nine,  took  the  lead 
in  society.  I  opened  the  subject  to  her  in  the  course  of  the  day, 
and  proposed  that  she  should  become  the  Favourite. 

Miss  Bule,  after  struggling  with  the  diffidence  so  natural  to, 
and  cl)arming  in,  her  adorable  sex,  expressed  her&elf  as  Uattered 
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by  the  idea,  but  wished  to  know  how  it  was  proposed  to  provide 
for  Miss  Pipson  ?  Miss  Bule — who  was  understood  to  have  vowed 
towards  that  yoiinoc  lady,  a  friendship,  halv^es,  and  no  secrets,  until 
death,  on  the  Cliurch  Service  and  Lessons  complete  in  two  volumes 
with  case  and  lock — Miss  Bule  said  she  could  not,  as  the  friend 
of  Pipson,  disguise  from  herself,  or  me,  that  Pipson  was  not  one 
of  the  common. 

Now,  Miss  Pipson,  having  curly  light  hair  and  blue  eyes 
(which  was  my  idea  of  anything  mortal  and  feminine  that  was 
called  Fair),  I  promptly  replied  that  I  regarded  Miss  Pipson  in 
the  light  of  a  Fair  Circassian.  / 

'  And  what  then  V  Miss  Bule  pensively  asked, 

I  replied  that  she  must  be  inveigled  by  a  Merchant,  brought 
to  me  veiled,  and  purchased  as  a  slave. 

[The  other  creature  had  already  fallen  into  the  second  male  })lace 
in  the  State,  and  was  set  apart  for  Grand  Vizier.  He  afterwanis 
resisted  this  disposal  of  events,  but  had  his  hair  pulled  until  he 
yielded.] 

*  Shall  Inot  be  jealous?'  Miss  Bule  inquired,  casting  down  her  eyes. 

'  Zobeide,  no,'  I  replied;  'you  will  ever  be  the  favourite  Sul- 
tana; the  first  place  in  my  heart,  and  on  my  throne,  will  be  ever 
yours.' 

Miss  Bule,  upon  that  assurance,  consented  to  propound  the 
idea  to  her  seven  beautiful  companions.  It  occuning  to  me,  in 
the  course  of  the  same  day,  that  we  knew  we  could  trust  a  grin- 
ning and  good-natured  soul  called  Tabby,  who  was  the  serving 
drudge  of  the  house,  and  had  no  more  figure  than  one  of  the  beds, 
and  u})on  whose  face  there  was  always  more  or  less  black  lead,  I 
slipped  into  Miss  Bule's  hand  after  supper,  a  little  note  to  that 
effect:  dwelling  on  the  black-lead  as  being  in  a  manner  deposited 
by  the  finger  of  Providence,  pointing  Tabby  out  fur  Mesrour,  the 
celebrated  chief  of  the  Blacks  of  the  Hareem. 

There  were  difficulties  in  the  formation  of  the  desired  institu- 
tion, as  there  are  in  ail  combinations.  The  other  creature  showed 
himself  of  a  low  character,  and,  when  defeated  in  aspiring  to  the 
throne,  pretended  to  have  conscientious  scruples  abotit  prostrating 
himself  before  the  Cali]di;  wouldn't  call  him  Commander  of  the 
Faithful;  spoke  of  him  slightingly  and  inconsistently  as  a  mere 
'chap;'  said  he,  the  other  creature,  'wouldn't  play' — Play! — and 
was  otherwise  coarse  and  ofiensive.  This  meanness  of  disposition 
was,  however,  put  down  by  the  general  indignation  of  an  nniied 
Seraglio,  and  1  became  blessed  in  the  smiles  of  eight  of  the  fairest 
of  the  dauo:hters  of  men. 
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The  smiles  could  only  he  hestowed  when  ^liss  Griffin  was 
looking  another  way,  and  only  then  in  a  very  wary  manner,  for 
tliere  was  a  legend  among  the  followers  of  the  Prophet  that  she 
saw  with  a  little  ronnd  ornament  in  the  middle  of  the  pattern  on 
the  back  of  her  shawl.  But  every  day  after  dinner,  for  an  hour, 
we  were  all  together,  and  then  the  Favourite  and  the  rest  of  the 
Royal  Hareem  competed  who  should  most  beguile  the  leisure  of 
the  Serene  Haroun  reposing  from  the  cares  of  State — which  were 
giMierally,  as  in  most  affairs  of  State,  of  an  arithmetical  character, 
the  Commander  of  the  Faithful  being  a  fearful  boggier  at  a  sum. 

On  these  occasions,  the  devoted  Mesrour,  chief  of  the  Blacks 
of  the  Hareem,  was  always  in  attendance  (]\Iiss  Griffin  usually 
ringing  for  that  officer,  at  the  same  time,  with  great  vehemence), 
but  never  acquitted  himself  in  a  manner  worthy  of  his  historical 
reputation.  In  the  first  place,  his  bringing  a  broom  into  the 
l)ivan  of  the  Caliph,  even  when  Haroun  wore  on  his  shoulders 
the  red  robe  of  anger  (Miss  Pipson's  pelisse),  though  it  might  be 
got  over  for  the  moment,  was  never  to  be  quite  satisfactorily  ac- 
counted for.  In  the  second  place,  his  breaking  out  into  grinning 
exclamations  of  '  Lork  yon  pretties !'  was  neither  Eastern  nor 
respectful.  In  the  third  place,  when  specially  instructed  to  say 
'  Bismillah  !'  he  always  said  '  Hallelujah  !'  This  officer,  unlike 
liis  class,  was  too  good-humoured  altogether,  kept  his  mouth  open 
far  too  wide,  expressed  approbation  to  an  incongruous  extent,  and 
even  once — it  was  on  the  occasion  of  the  purchase  of  the  Fair 
Circassian  for  five  hundred  thousand  purses  of  gold,  and  cheap, 
too — embraced  the  Slave,  the  Favourite,  and  the  Caliph,  all  round. 
(Parenthetically  let  me  say  God  bless  Mesrour,  and  may  there 
have  been  sons  and  daughters  on  that  tender  bosom,  softening 
many  a  hard  day  since  I) 

Miss  Griffin  was  a  model  of  propriety,  and  I  am  at  a  loss  to 
imagine  what  the  feelings  of  the  virtuous  woman  would  have  been, 
if  she  had  known,  wlien  she  paraded  us  down  the  Ilampstead- 
road  two  and  two,  that  she  was  walking  with  a  stately  step  at  the 
head  of  Polygamy  and  Mahomedanism.  I  believe  that  a  myste- 
rious and  terrible  joy  with  which  the  contemplation  of  Miss 
Griffin,  in  this  unconscious  state,  inspired  us,  and  a  grim  sense 
j)revalent  among  us  that  there  was  a  dreadful  ]iower  in  our  know- 
ledge of  what  Miss  Grilfiu  (who  knew  all  things  that  could  be 
learnt  out  ol  book)  didn't  know,  were  the  mainspring  of  the  pre- 
servation of  our  secret.  It  was  wonderfully  kept,  but  was  once 
upon  the  verge  ol  self- betrayal.  The  danger  antl  escape  occurred 
upon  a  Sunday.     We  were  all  ten  ranged  in  a  conspicuous  part  of 
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the  gallery  at  church,  with  ]\Iiss  Griffin  at  our  head — as  we  were 
every  Sunday — advertisins^  the  establishment  in  an  unsecular  surt 
of  way — when  the  description  of  Solomon  in  his  domestic  glory 
happened  to  be  read.  The  moment  tliat  monarch  was  thus  re- 
ferred to,  conscience  whispered  me,  '  Thou,  too,  Haroun !'  The 
officiating  minister  had  a  cast  in  his  eye,  and  it  assisted  consci- 
ence by  giving  him  the  appearance  of  reading  personally  at  nie. 
A  crimson  blush,  attended  by  a  fearful  perspiration,  sufiused  my 
features.  The  Grand  Vizier  became  more  dead  than  alive,  and 
the  whole  Seraglio  reddened  as  if  the  sunset  of  Bagdad  shone 
direct  upon  their  lovely  faces.  At  this  portentous  time  the  awful 
Griffin  rose,  and  balefully  surveyed  the  children  of  Islam.  ]\Iy 
own  impression  was,  that  Church  and  State  had  entered  into  a 
conspiracy  with  Miss  Griffin  to  expose  us,  and  that  we  should  all 
be  put  into  white  sheets,  and  exhibited  in  the  centre  aisle.  But, 
so  Westerly — if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression  as  opposite  to 
Eastern  associations — was  Miss  Griffin's  sense  of  rectitude,  that 
she  merely  suspected  Apples,  and  we  were  saved. 

I  have  called  the  Seraglio,  united.  Upon  the  question,  solely, 
whether  the  Commander  of  the  Faithful  durst  exercise  a  right  of 
kissing  in  that  sanctuary  of  the  palace,  were  its  peerless  inmates 
divided.  Zobeide  asserted  a  counter-right  in  the  Favourite  to 
scratch,  and  the  fair  Circassian  put  her  face,  for  refuge,  into  a 
green  baize  bag,  originally  designed  for  books.  On  the  other 
hand,  a  young  antelope  of  transcendant  beauty  from  the  fruitful 
plains  of  Camden-town  (whence  she  had  been  brought,  by  traders, 
in  the  half-yearly  caravan  that  crossed  the  intermediate  desert 
after  the  holidays),  held  more  liberal  opinions,  but  stipulated  for 
limiting  the  benefit  of  them  to  that  dog,  and  son  of  a  dog,  the 
Grand  Vizier — who  had  no  rights,  and  was  not  in  question.  At 
length,  the  difficulty  was  compromised  by  the  installation  of  a 
very  youthful  slave  as  Deputy.  She,  raised  upon  a  stool,  officially 
received  upon  her  cheeks  the  salutes  intended  by  the  gracious 
Haroun  for  other  Sultanas,  and  was  privately  rewarded  from  the 
coffers  of  the  Ladies  of  the  Hareeni. 

And  BOW  it  was,  at  the  full  height  of  enjoyment  of  my  bliss, 
that  I  became  heavily  troubled.  I  began  to  think  of  my  mother, 
and  what  she  would  say  to  my  taking  home  at  Midsummer  eight 
of  the  most  beautiful  of  the  daughters  of  men,  but  all  unexpected. 
I  thought  of  the  number  of  beds  we  made  up  at  our  house,  of  my 
father's  income,  and  of  the  baker,  and  my  despondency  redoubled. 
The  Seraglio  and  malicious  Vizier,  divining  the  cause  of  their 
Lord's  unhappiness,  did  their  utmost  to  augment  it.     They  pro- 
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fessed  unbounded  fidelity,  and  declared  that  they  would  live  and  die 
with  him.  Reduced  to  the  utmost  wretcheduess  by  these  pro- 
testations of  attachment,  I  lay  awake,  for  hours  at  a  time,  rumi- 
nating; on  my  frightful  lot.  In  my  despair,  I  think  I  might  have 
taken  an  early  opportunity  of  falling  on  my  knees  before  Miss 
Griffin,  avowing  my  resemblance  to  Solomon,  and  praying  to  be 
dealt  with  according  to  the  outraged  laws  of  my  country,  if  an 
unthought-of  means  of  escape  had  not  opened  before  me. 

One  day,  we  were  out  walking,  two  and  two — on  which  occa- 
sion the  Vizier  had  his  usual  instructions  to  take  note  of  the  boy 
at  the  turnpike,  and  if  he  profanely  gazed  (which  he  always  did) 
at  the  beauties  of  the  Hareem,  to  liave  him  bowstrung  in  the 
course  of  the  night — and  it  happened  that  our  hearts  were  veiled 
in  gloom.  An  unaccountable  action  on  the  part  of  the  antelope 
had  phmged  the  State  into  disgrace.  That  charmer,  on  the  re- 
presentation that  the  previous  day  was  her  birthday,  and  that  vast 
treasures  had  been  sent  in  a  hamper  for  its  celebration  (both 
baseless  assertions),  had  secretly  but  most  pressingly  invited 
thirty-five  neighbouring  princes  and  princesses  to  a  ball  and  sup- 
per :  with  a  special  stipulation  that  they  were  '  not  to  be  fetched 
till  twelve.'  This  wandering  of  the  antelope's  fancy,  led  to  the 
surprising  arrival  at  Miss  Griffin's  door,  in  divers  equipages  and 
under  various  escorts,  of  a  great  company  in  full  dress,  who  were 
deposited  on  the  top  step  in  a  flush  of  high  expectancy,  and  who 
were  dismissed  in  tears.  At  the  begiiniing  of  the  double  knocks 
attendant  on  these  ceremonies,  the  antelope  had  retired  to  a  back 
attic,  and  bolted  herself  in  ;  and  at  every  new  arrival.  Miss  Griffin 
had  gone  so  much  more  and  more  distracted,  that  at  last  she  had 
been  seen  to  tear  her  fi'ont.  Ultimate  capitidation  on  the  part  of 
the  offender,  had  been  followed  by  solitude  in  the  Hnen-closet, 
bread  and  water,  and  a  lecture  to  all,  of  vindictive  length,  in  which 
IMiss  Griffin  had  used  expressions :  Firstl}^  '  I  believe  you  all  of 
you  knew  of  it ;'  Secondly,  '  Every  one  of  you  is  as  wicked  as 
another;'  Thirdly,  *  A  pack  of  little  wretches.' 

Under  these  circumstances,  we  were  walking  drearily  along; 
and  I  especially,  with  my  ^Moosulmaun  responsibilities  heavy  on 
me,  was  in  a  very  low  state  of  mind;  when  a  strange  man  accosted 
]\liss  Griffin,  and,  after  walking  on  at  her  side  for  a  little  while 
and  talking  with  her,  looked  at  me.  Supjiosing  him  to  be  a 
minion  of  the  law,  and  that  my  hour  was  come,  I  instantly  ran 
away,  with  a  general  purpose  of  making  for  Egypt. 

The  whole  Seraglio  cried  out,  when  they  saw  me  making  off 
as  fast  as  my  legs  would  carry  me  (I  had  an  impression  that  the 
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first  turning  on  the  left,  and  ronnd  by  the  public-house,  would  he 
the  shortest  way  to  the  Pyramids),  jNIiss  Griffin  screamed  after 
nie,  the  faithless  Vizier  ran  after  nie,  and  the  boy  at  tlie  turnpike 
dodged  me  into  a  corner,  like  a  sheep,  and  cut  me  off.  Nobody 
scolded  me  when  I  was  taken  and  brought  back;  iliss  Griffin 
only  said,  with  a  stunning  gentleness.  This  was  very  curious  ! 
Why  had  I  run  away  when  the  gentleman  looked  at  me  ? 

If  I  had  had  any  breath  to  answer  with,  1  dare  say  I  should 
have  made  no  answer;  having  no  breath,  I  certainly  made  none. 
]\Iiss  Griffin  and  the  strange  man  took  me  between  them,  and 
walked  me  back  to  the  palace  in  a  sort  of  state  ;  but  not  at  all  (as 
I  couldn't  help  feeling,  with  astonishment),  in  culprit  state. 

When  we  got  there,  we  went  into  a  room  by  ourselves,  and 
Miss  Griffin  called  in  to  her  assistance,  JMesrour,  chief  of  the 
dusky  guards  of  the  Hareem.  Mesrour,  on  being  whispered  to, 
began  to  shed  tears. 

'  Bless  you,  my  precious !'  said  that  officer,  turning  to  me  • 
'  your  Pa's  took  bitter  bad  !' 

I  asked,  with  a  fluttered  heart,  '  Is  he  very  ill  T 

'  Lord  temper  the  wind  to  you,  my  lamb  !'  said  the  good  jMes- 
rour,  kneeling  down,  that  I  might  have  a  comforting  shoulder  for 
my  head  to  rest  on,  '  your  Pa's  dead  !' 

Haroun  Alraschid  took  to  flight  at  the  words;  the  Seraglio 
vanished  ;  from  that  moment,  I  never  again  saw  one  of  the  eight 
of  the  fairest  of  the  daughters  of  men. 

I  was  taken  home,  and  there  was  Debt  at  home  as  well  as 
Death,  and  we  had  a  sale  there.  My  own  little  bed  was  so  super- 
ciliously looked  u])ou  by  a  Power  unknown  to  me,  hazily  called 
'  The  Trade,'  that  a  brass  coal-scuttle,  a  roasting-jack,  and  a 
birdcage,  were  obliged  to  be  put  into  it  to  make  a  Lot  of  it,  and 
then  it  went  for  a  song.  So  I  heard  mentioned,  and  I  wondered 
what  song,  and  thought  what  a  dismal  song  it  must  have  been 
to  sing ! 

Then,  I  was  sent  to  a  great,  cold,  bare,  school  of  big  boys ; 
where  everything  to  eat  and  wear  was  thick  and  clumpy,  without 
being  enough ;  where  everybody,  large  and  small,  was  cruel ; 
where  the  boys  knew  all  about  the  sale,  before  I  got  there,  and 
asked  me  what  I  had  fetched,  and  who  had  bought  me,  and  hooted 
at  me, '  Going,  going,  gone  !'  I  never  whispered  in  that  wretched 
place  that  I  had  been  Haroun,  or  had  had  a  Seraglio :  for,  I  knew 
that  if  I  mentioned  my  reverses,  I  should  be  so  worried,  that  1 
should  have  to  drown  myself  in  the  muddy  pond  near  the  play- 
ground, which  looked  like  tlie  beer. 
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Ah  me,  ah  me !  No  other  g'host  has  haunted  the  boy's  room, 
my  friends,  since  I  have  occupied  it,  than  ilie  ghost  of  my  own 
childhood,  the  ghost  of  my  own  innocence,  the  ghost  of  my  own  airy 
beh'ef.  ]\Iany  a  time  have  I  pursued  the  phantom :  never  with 
this  man's  stride  of  mine  to  come  up  with  it,  never  with  these  man's 
hands  of  mine  to  touch  it,  never  more  to  this  man's  heart  of  mine 
to  hold  it  in  its  purity.  And  here  you  see  me  working  out,  as 
cheerfully  and  thankfully  as  I  may,  my  doom  of  shaving  in  the 
glass  a  constant  change  of  customers,  and  of  lying  down  and  rising 
up  with  the  skeleton  allotted  tu  me  for  my  mortal  companion. 
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CHAPTER  L 

THE  VILLAGE. 

'  And  a  mighty  sing'lar  and  pretty  place  it  is,  as  ever  I  saw  in  all 
the  days  of  my  life !'  said  Captain  Jorgan,  looking  up  at  it. 

Captain  Jorgan  had  to  look  high  to  look  at  it,  for  the  village 
was  built  sheer  up  the  face  of  a  steep  and  lofty  cliff.  There  was 
no  road  in  it,  there  was  no  wheeled  vehicle  in  it,  there  was  not  a 
level  yard  in  it.  From  the  sea-beach  to  the  cliff-top  two  irregular 
rows  of  white  houses,  placed  opposite  to  one  another,  and  twisting 
here  and  there,  and  there  and  here,  rose,  like  the  sides  of  a  long 
succession  of  stages  of  crooked  ladders,  and  you  climbed  up  the 
village  or  climbed  down  the  village  by  the  staves  between,  some 
six  feet  wide  or  so,  and  made  of  sharp  irregular  stones.  The  old 
pack-saddle,  long  laid  aside  in  most  parts  of  England  as  one  of 
the  appendages  of  its  infancy,  flourished  here  intact.  Strings  of 
pack-horses  and  pack-donkeys  toiled  slowly  up  the  staves  of  the 
ladders,  bearing  fish,  and  coal,  and  such  other  cargo  as  was  un- 
shipping at  the  pier  from  the  dancing  fleet  of  village  boats,  and 
from  two  or  three  little  coasting  traders.  As  the  beasts  of  burden 
ascended  laden,  or  descended  light,  they  got  so  lost  at  intervals 
in  the  floating  clouds  of  village  smoke,  that  they  seemed  to  dive 
down  some  of  the  village  chimneys,  and  come  to  the  surface  again 
far  off,  high  above  others.  No  two  houses  in  the  village  were 
alike,  in  chimney,  size,  shape,  door,  window,  gable,  roof-tree,  any- 
thing. The  sides  of  the  ladders  were  musical  with  water,  run- 
ning clear  and  bright.  The  staves  were  musical  with  the  clattering 
feet  of  the  pack-horses  and  pack-donkeys,  and  the  voices  of  the 
tisbermen  urging  them  up,  mingled  with  the  voices  of  the  fisher- 
mea'b  wives  and  their  many  cluidreii.    The  pier  was  musical  with 
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the  wash  of  the  sea,  tlie  creaking  of  capstans  and  windlasses,  and 
tlie  airy  fluttering  of  little  vanes  and  sails.  The  rough,  sea- 
Weached  boulders  of  which  the  pier  was  made,  and  the  whiter 
boulders  of  the  shore,  were  brown  with  drying-nets.  The  red- 
brown  cliffs,  richly  wooded  to  their  extremest  verge,  had  their 
softened  and  beautiful  forms  reflected  in  the  bluest  water,  under 
the  clear  i^orth  Devonshire  sky  of  a  November  day  without  a 
cloud.  The  village  itself  was  so  steeped  in  autunmal  foliage, 
from  the  houses  lying  on  the  pier  to  the  topmost  round  of  the 
topmost  ladder,  that  one  might  have  fancied  it  was  out  a  birds'- 
nesting,  and  was  (as  indeed  it  was)  a  wonderful  climber.  And 
mentioning  birds,  the  place  was  not  without  some  music  from 
them  too ;  for  the  rook  was  very  busy  on  the  higher  levels,  and 
the  gull  with  his  flapping  wings  was  fishing  in  the  bay,  and  the 
lusty  little  robin  was  hopping  among  the  great  stone  blocks  and 
iron  rings  of  the  break-water,  fearless  in  the  faith  of  his  ancestors, 
and  the  Children  in  the  Wood. 

Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  Captain  Jorgan,  sitting  balancing 
himself  on  the  pier-wall,  struck  his  leg  with  his  open  hand,  as 
some  men  do  when  they  are  pleased — and  as  he  always  did  when 
he  was  pleased — and  said, — 

*  A  nn'ghty  sing'lar  and  pretty  place  it  is,  as  ever  I  saw  in  all 
the  days  of  my  life  !' 

Captain  Jorgan  had  not  boen  through  the  village,  but  had 
come  down  to  the  ]>ier  by  a  winding  side-road,  to  have  a  pre- 
liminary look  at  it  from  the  level  of  his  own  natural  element.  He 
hud  seen  many  things  and  places,  and  had  stowed  them  all  away 
in  a  shrewd  intellect  and  a  vigorous  memory.  He  was  an  Ameri- 
can born,  was  Captain  Jorgan, — a  New-Englander, — but  he  was 
a  citizen  of  the  world,  and  a  combination  of  most  of  the  best 
qualities  of  most  of  its  best  countries. 

For  Captain  Jorgan  to  sit  anywhere  in  his  long-skirted  bin*; 
coat  and  blue  trousers,  without  holding  converse  with  ever}  body 
within  speaking  distance,  was  a  sheer  impossibility.  So  the  cap- 
tain fell  to  talking  with  the  fishermen,  and  to  asking  them  know- 
ing questions  about  the  fishery,  and  the  tides,  and  the  current'^, 
and  the  race  of  water  off  that  point  yonder,  and  what  you  kept  in 
your  eye,  and  got  into  a  line  with  what  else  when  you  ran  into  tlie 
little  harbour;  and  other  nautical  profundities.  Among  the  men 
who  exchanged  ideas  with  the  captain  was  a  young  fellow,  wlio 
exactly  hit  his  fancy, — a  young  fisherman  of  two  or  three  and 
twenty,  in  the  rougli  sea-dress  of  his  craft,  with  a  brown  laei% 
uark  ciirhng  hair,  and  bright,  modest  eyes  under  his  Sou'wester 
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hat,  and  with  a  frank,  but  simple  and  retiring  manner,  which  the 
captain  found  uncommonly  taking.  '  I'd  bet  a  thousand  dollars,' 
said  the  captain  to  himself,  '  that  your  father  was  an  honest  man !' 
'  Might  you  be  married  now  ?'  asked  the  captain,  when  be  had 
had  some  talk  with  this  new  acquaintance. 

•  Not  yet.' 

'  Going  to  be  V  said  the  captain. 

'  I  hope  so.' 

The  captain's  keen  glance  followed  the  slightest  possible 
turn  of  the  dark  eye,  and  the  slightest  possible  tilt  of  the  Sou'- 
wester hat.  The  captain  then  slapped  both  his  legs,  and  said  to 
himself, — 

'  Never  knew  such  a  good  thing  in  all  my  life  1  There's  his 
sweetheart  looking  over  the  wall !' 

There  was  a  very  pretty  girl  looking  over  the  wall,  from  a 
little  platform  of  cottage,  vine,  and  fuchsia;  and  she  certainly  did 
not  look  as  if  the  presence  of  this  young  fisherman  in  the  land- 
scape made  it  any  the  less  sunny  and  hopeful  for  her. 

Captain  Jorgan,  having  doubled  himself  up  to  laugh  with  that 
hearty  good-nature  which  is  quite  exultant  in  the  innocent  hapjii- 
ness  of  other  people,  had  undoubled  himself,  and  was  going  t<> 
start  a  new  subject,  when  there  appeared  coming  down  the  lower 
ladders  of  stones,  a  man  whom  he  hailed  as  '  Tom  Pettifer,  Ho  !' 
Tom  Pettifer,  Ho,  responded  with  alacrity,  and  in  speedy  course 
descended  on  the  pier. 

'  Afraid  of  a  sun-stroke  in  England  in  November,  Tom,  that 
you  wear  your  tropical  hat,  strongly  paid  outside  and  paper-luied 
inside,  here  V  said  the  captain,  eyeing  it. 

•  It's  as  well  to  be  on  the  safe  side,  sir,'  repred  Tom. 

'  Safe  side  !'  repeated  the  captain,  laughing,      *  You'd  guard 
against  a  sun-stroke,  with  that  old  hat,  in  an  Ice  Pack.     Wa'al  ! 
What  have  you  made  out  at  the  Post-office?' 
'  It  is  the  Post-office,  sir.' 
'  What's  the  Post-office  f  said  the  captain, 
'  The  name,  sir.     The  name  keeps  the  Post-office.* 
'  A  coincidence  !'  said  the  captain.     '  A  lucky  hit !     Show  me 
where  it  is.    Good-bye,  shipmates,  for  the  present !    I  shall  come 
and  have  another  look  at  you,  afore  I  leave,  this  afternoon.' 

This  was  addressed  to  all  there,  but  especially  the  young  fisher- 
man ;  so  all  there  acknowledged  it,  but  especially  the  young  fisher- 
man. '  He's  a  sailor !'  said  one  to  another,  as  they  looked  after 
the  captain  moving  away.  That  he  was  ;  and  so  outspeaking  was 
the  sailor  in  him,  that  although  his  dress  had  nothing  nautical 
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about  it,  with  the  single  exception  of  its  colour,  but  was  a  suit  of 
a  shore-going  shape  and  form,  too  long  in  the  sleeves  and  too 
short  in  the  legs,  and  too  unaccommodating  everywhere,  termin- 
ating earthward  in  a  piiir  of  Wellington  boots,  and  surmounted  by 
a  tall,  stiil  hat,  which  no  mortal  could  have  worn  at  sea  in  any 
wind  under  heaven ;  nevertheless,  a  glimpse  of  his  sagacious, 
weather-beaten  face,  or  his  strong,  brown  hand,  would  have  esta- 
blished the  captain's  calling.  Whereas  Mr.  Pettifer — a  man  of 
a  certain  plump  neatness,  with  a  curly  whisker,  and  elaborately 
nautical  in  a  jacket,  and  shoes,  and  all  things  correspondent — 
looked  no  more  like  a  seaman,  beside  Captain  Jorgan,  than  he 
looked  like  a  sea-serpent. 

The  two  climbed  high  up  the  village, — which  had  the  most 
arbitrary  turns  and  twists  in  it,  so  that  the  cobbler's  house  came 
dead  across  the  ladder,  and  to  have  held  a  reasoncble  course,  you 
must  have  gone  through  his  house,  and  through  him  too,  as  he 
sat  at  his  work  between  two  little  windows,  with  one  eye  micro- 
scopically on  the  geological  formation  of  that  part  of  Devonshire, 
and  the  other  telescopically  on  the  open  sea, — the  two  climbed 
high  up  the  village,  and  stopped  before  a  quaint  little  house,  on 
which  was  painted,  *  Mrs.  Raybrock,  Draper  ;'  and  also  '  Post- 
office.'  Before  it,  ran  a  rill  of  murmuring  water,  and  access  to 
it  was  gained  by  a  little  plank-bridge. 

'  Here's  the  name,'  said  Captain  Jorgan,  '  sure  enough.  You 
can  come  in  if  you  like,  Tom.' 

The  captain  opened  tlie  door,  and  passed  into  an  odd  little 
shoj),  about  six  feet  high,  w4th  a  great  variety  of  beams  and 
bumps  in  the  ceiling,  and,  besides  the  principal  window  giving  on 
the  ladder  of  stones,  a  purbhnd  little  window  of  a  single  pane  of 
glass,  peeping  out  of  an  abutting  corner  at  the  sun-lighted  ocean, 
and  winking  at  its  brightness. 

'  How  do  you  do,  ma'am  T  said  the  captain.  '  I  am  very  glad 
to  see  you.     I  have  come  a  long  way  to  see  you.' 

'  Have  you,  sir?  Tlien  I  am  sure  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you, 
thoutrli  1  don't  know  you  from  Adam.' 

Tims  a  comely  elderly  woman,  siiort  of  stature,  plump  of  form, 
sparkling  and  dark  of  eye,  who,  perfectly  clean  and  neat  herself, 
stood  in  the  midst  of  her  perfectly  clean  and  neat  arrangements, 
and  surveyed  Captain  Jorgan  with  smiling  curiosity.  '  Ah  !  but 
you  are  a  sailor,  sir,'  she  atldod,  almost  immediately,  and  with  a 
i«light  movement  of  her  hands,  that  was  not  very  unhke  wringing 
them  ;  '  then  you  are  heartily  welcome.' 

'  Thank  'ee,  ma'am/  said  the  captain,  '  I  don't  know  what  it 
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is,  I  am  sure,  that  brings  out  the  salt  in  me,  but  everybody  seems 
to  see  it  on  the  crown  of  my  hat  and  the  collar  of  my  coat.  Yes, 
ma'am,  I  am  in  that  way  of  life.' 

'  And  the  other  gentleman,  too,'  said  Mrs.  Eaybrock. 

'  Well  now,  ma'am,'  said  the  captain,  glancing  shrewdly  at 
the  other  gentleman,  '  you  are  that  nigh  right,  that  he  goes  to 
sea, — if  that  makes  him  a  sailor.  This  is  my  steward,  ma'am, 
Tom  Pettifer ;  he's  been  a'most  all  trades  you  could  name,  in  the 
course  of  his  life, — would  have  bought  all  your  chairs  and  tables 
once,  if  you  had  wished  to  sell  'em, — but  now  he's  my  steward. 
My  name's  Jorgan,  and  I'm  a  ship-owner,  and  I  sail  my  own  and 
my  partners'  ships,  and  have  done  so  this  five-and-twenty  year. 
According  to  custom  I  am  called  Captain  Jorgan,  but  I  am  no 
more  a  captain,  bless  your  heart !  than  you  are.' 

'  Perhaps  you'll  come  into  my  parlour,  sir,  and  take  a  chair  ?' 
said  Mrs.  Eaybrock. 

'  Ex-actly  what  I  was  going  to  propose  myself,  ma'am.  After 
you.' 

Thus  replying,  and  enjoining  Tom  to  give  an  eye  to  the  shop, 
Captain  Jorgan  followed  Mrs.  Raybrock  into  the  little,  low  back- 
room,— decorated  with  divers  plants  in  pots,  tea-trays,  old  china 
teapots,  and  punch-bowls, — which  was  at  once  the  private  sitting- 
room  of  the  Raybrock  family  and  the  inner  cabinet  of  the  post- 
office  of  the  village  of  Steepways. 

'  Now,  ma'am,'  said  the  captain,  '  it  don't  signify  a  cent  to  you 
where  I  was  born,  except — '  But  here  the  shadow  of  some  one 
entering  fell  upon  the  captain's  figure,  and  he  broke  off  to  double 
himself  up,  slap  both  his  legs,  and  ejaculate,  '  Never  knew  such  a 
thing  in  all  my  life  !     Here  he  is  again  !     How  are  you  T 

These  words  referred  to  the  young  fellow  who  had  so  taken 
Captain  Jorgan's  fancy  down  at  the  pier.  To  make  it  all  quite 
complete  he  came  in  accompanied  by  the  sweetheart  whom  the 
captain  had  detected  looking  over  the  wall,  A  prettier  sweetheart 
the  sun  could  not  have  shone  upon  that  shining  day.  As  she 
stood  before  the  captain,  with  her  rosy  lips  just  parted  in  surprise, 
her  brown  eyes  a  little  wider  open  than  was  usual  from  the  same 
cause,  and  her  breathing  a  little  quickened  by  the  ascent  (and 
possibly  by  some  mysterious  hurry  and  flurry  at  the  parlour  door, 
in  which  the  captain  had  observed  her  face  to  be  for  a  moment 
totally  eclipsed  by  the  Sou'wester  hat),  she  looked  so  charming, 
that  the  captain  felt  himself  under  a  moral  obligation  to  slap  both 
his  legs  again.  She  was  very  simply  dressed,  with  no  other  orna- 
ment than  *n  autunmal  flower  in  her  bosom.     She  wore  neither 
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hat  nor  bonnet,  but  merely  a  scarf  or  kerchief,  folded  squarely 
back  over  the  head,  to  keep  the  sun  off, — according  to  a  fashion 
that  may  be  sometimes  seen  in  the  more  genial  partr  of  England 
as  well  as  of  Italy,  and  which  is  probably  the  first  fashion  of  head- 
dress that  came  into  the  word  wlien  grasses  and  leaves  went  out. 

'  In  my  country,'  said  the  captain,  rising  to  give  her  his  chair, 
and  dexterously  sliding  it  close  to  another  chair  on  which  the 
young  fisherman  must  necessarily  establish  himself,  —  *  in  my 
country  we  should  call  Devonshire  beauty  first-rate !' 

Whenever  a  frank  manner  is  offensive,  it  is  bfcause  it  is^ 
strained  or  feigned ;  for  there  may  be  quite  as  much  intolerable 
affectation  in  plainness  as  in  mincing  nicety.  All  that  the  captain 
said  and  did  was  honestly  according  to  his  nature ;  and  his  nature 
was  open  nature  and  good  nature ;  therefore,  when  he  paid  this 
little  compliment,  and  expressed  with  a  sparkle  or  two  of  his 
knowing  eye,  '  I  see  how  it  is,  and  nothing  could  be  better,'  he 
had  established  a  delicate  confidence  on  that  subject  with  the 
family. 

'  I  was  saying  to  your  worthy  mother,'  said  the  captain  to  the 
young  man,  after  again  introducing  himself  by  name  and  occu- 
pation,— '  I  was  saying  to  your  mother  (and  you're  very  like  her) 
that  it  didn't  signify  where  I  was  born,  except  that  I  was  raised 
on  question-asking  ground,  where  the  babies  as  soon  as  ever  they 
come  into  the  world,  inquire  of  their  mothers,  "  N^eow,  how  old 
may  yo^l  be,  and  wa'at  air  you  a  goin'  to  name  me?" — which  is  a 
fact.'  Here  he  slapped  his  leg.  '  Such  being  the  case,  I  may  be 
excused  for  asking  you  if  your  name's  Alfred  V 

'  Yes,  sir,  my  name  is  Alfred,'  returned  the  young  man. 

'  I  am  not  a  conjurer,'  pursued  the  captain,  '  and  don't  think 
me  so,  or  I  shall  right  soon  undeceive  you.  Likewise  don't  think, 
if  you  please,  though  I  do  come  from  that  country  of  the  babies, 
that  I  am  asking  questions  for  question-asking's  sake,  for  I  am 
not.      Somebody  belonging  to  you  went  to  sea]' 

*My  elder  brother,  Hugh,'  returned  the  young  man.  He  said 
it  in  an  altered  and  lower  voice,  and  glanced  at  his  mother,  who 
raised  her  hands  hurriedly,  and  put  them  together  across  her 
black  gown,  and  looked  eagerly  at  the  visitor. 

*  No  !  For  God's  sake,  don't  think  that !'  said  the  captain,  in 
a  solemn  way ;  '  I  bring  no  good  tidings  of  him.' 

There  was  a  silence,  and  the  mother  turned  her  face  to  the 
fire  and  put  her  hand  between  it  and  her  eyes.  The  young  fisher- 
man slightly  motioned  toward  the  window,  and  the  captain,  look- 
ijig  in  that  direction,  saw  a  young  widow,  sitting  at  a  neighbour- 
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ing  window  across  a  little  garden,  engaged  in  needle-work,  with 
a  young  child  sleeping  on  her  bosom.  The  silence  continued  until 
the  captain  asked  of  Alfred, — 

'  How  long  is  it  since  it  happened  ]' 

*  He  shipped  for  his  last  voyage  better  than  three  years  ago.' 

'  Ship  struck  upon  some  reef  or  rock,  as  I  take  it,'  said  the 
captain,  '  and  all  hands  lost?' 
'  Yes.' 

*  Wa'al !'  said  the  captain,  after  a  shorter  silence,  '  Here  I  sit 
who  may  come  to  the  same  end,  like  enough.  He  holds  the  seas 
in  the  hollow  of  His  hand.  We  must  all  strike  somewhere  and 
go  down.  Our  comfort,  then,  for  ourselves  and  one  another  is  to 
have  done  our  duty.     I'd  wager  your  brother  did  his  !' 

'  He  did !'  answered  the  young  fisherman.  '  If  ever  man 
strove  faithfully  on  all  occasions  to  do  his  duty,  my  brother  did. 
My  brother  was  not  a  quick  man  (anything  but  that),  but  he  was; 
a  faithful,  true,  and  just  man.  We  were  the  sons  of  only  a  small 
tradesman  in  this  county,  sir;  yet  our  father  was  as  watchful  of 
his  good  name  as  if  he  had  been  a  king.' 

'  A  precious  sight  more  so,  I  hope, — bearing  in  mind  tlu 
general  run  of  that  class  of  crittur,'  said  the  captain.  '  But  I 
interrupt.' 

'  'My  brother  considered  that  our  father  left  the  good  name  txt 
us,  to  keep  clear  and  true.' 

'  Your  brother  considered  right,*  said  the  captain ;  *  and  you 
couldn't  take  care  of  a  better  legacy.     But  again  I  interrupt.' 

'  No ;  for  I  have  nothing  more  to  say.  We  know  that  Hugh 
lived  well  for  the  good  name,  and  we  feel  certain  that  he  died  well 
for  the  good  name.  And  now  it  has  come  into  my  keeping.  And 
that's  all.' 

*  Well  spoken !'  cried  the  captain.  *  Well  spoken,  young 
man  !  Concerning  the  manner  of  your  brother's  death,' — by  this 
time  the  captain  had  released  the  hand  he  had  shaken,  and  sat 
with  his  own  broad,  brown  hands  spread  out  on  his  knees,  and 
fpoke  aside, — '  concerning  the  manner  of  your  brother's  death,  it 
may  be  that  I  have  some  information  to  give  you  ;  though  it  may 
not  be,  for  I  am  far  from  sure.     Can  we  have  a  little  talk  alone?' 

The  young  man  rose ;  but  not  before  the  captain's  quick  eye 
had  noticed  that,  on  the  pretty  sweetheart's  turning  to  the  window 
to  greet  the  young  widow  with  a  nod  and  a  wave  of  the  hand,  the 
young  widow  had  held  up  to  her  the  needle-work  on  which  she 
was  engaged,  with  a  patient  and  pleasant  smile.  So  the  captain 
fiaid,  being  on  his  legs, — 


184  A  MESSAGE  FROM  THE  SEA. 

'  What  might  she  be  making  now?' 

*  What  is  Margaret  making,  Kitty  T  asked  the  yonng  fisher- 
man,— with  one  of  his  arms  ajiparentlj  mislaid  somewhere. 

As  Kitty  only  blushed  in  reply,  the  captain  doubled  himself  up 
as  far  as  he  could,  standing,  and  said,  with  a  slap  of  his  leg, — 

'  In  my  country  we  should  call  it  wedding-clothes.  Fact ! 
"We  should,  I  do  assure  you.' 

But  it  seemed  to  strike  the  captain  in  another  light  too ;  for 
his  laugh  was  not  a  long  one,  and  he  added,  in  quite  a  gentle  tone, 

'  And  it's  very  pretty,  my  dear,  to  see  her — poor  young  thing, 
with  her  fatherless  child  upon  her  bosom — giving  up  her  thoughts 
to  your  home  and  your  hajipiness.  It's  very  pretty,  my  dear,  and 
it's  very  good.  May  your  marriage  be  more  prosperous  than  hers, 
and  be  a  comfort  to  her  too.  May  the  blessed  sun  see  you  all 
happy  together,  in  possession  of  the  good  name,  long  after  I  have 
done  ploughii/g  the  great  salt  field  that  is  never  sown !' 

Kitty  answered  very  earnestly,  '  O  !  Thank  you,  sir,  with  all 
my  heart !'  And,  in  her  loving  little  way,  kissed  her  hand  to  bin), 
and  possibly  by  im])lication  to  the  young  fisherman,  too,  as  the 
latter  held  the  parlour-door  open  for  the  captain  to  pass  out. 


CHAPTEE  IL 

THE  MONEY. 

*  The  stairs  are  very  narrow,  sir,'  said  Alfred  Eay brock  to 
Captain  Jorgan. 

*  Like  my  cabin-stairs,'  returned  the  captain,  'on  many  a  voy- 
age.' 

'  And  they  are  rather  inconvenient  for  the  head.' 
'  If  my  head  can't  take  care  of  itself  by  this  lime,  after  all  the 
knocking  about  the  world  it  has  had,'  replied  the  captain,  as  un- 
concernedly as  if  he  had  no  coiniection  with  it, '  it's  not  worth  look- 
ing after.' 

Thus  they  came  into  the  young  fisherman's  bedroom,  which 
was  as  perfectly  neat  and  clean  as  the  shop  and  parlour  below ; 
though  it  was  but  a  little  place,  with  a  sliding  window,  and  a 
phrenological  ceiling  expressive  of  all  the  peculiarities  of  the  house- 
roof.  Here  the  captain  sat  down  on  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and 
glancing  at  a  dreadful  libel  on  Kitty  which  oruamen'ed  the  wall, — 
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the  production  of  some  wandering  limner,  whom  the  captain  secretly 
admired  as  having  studied  portraiture  from  the  tigure-heads  of 
ships, — motioned  to  the  young  man  to  take  the  rush-chair  on  the 
other  side  of  the  small,  round  table.  That  done,  the  captain  put 
his  hand  in  the  deep  breast-pocket  of  his  long-skirted  blue  coat, 
and  took  out  of  it  a  strong  square  case-bottle, — not  a  large  bottle, 
but  such  as  may  be  seen  in  any  ordinary  ship's  medicine-chest. 
(Setting  this  bottle  on  the  table  without  removing  his  hand  from 
it.  Captain  Jorgan  then  spake  as  follows : — 

'  In  my  last  voyage  homeward-bound,'  said  the  captain,  '  and 
that's  the  voyage  off  of  which  I  now  come  straight,  I  encountered 
such  weather  off  the  Horn  as  is  not  very  often  met  with,  even 
there.  I  have  rounded  that  stormy  Cape  pretty  often,  and  I  be- 
lieve 1  first  beat  about  there  in  the  identical  storms  that  blew  the 
Devil's  horns  and  tail  oft",  and  led  to  the  horns  being  worked  up 
into  tooth-picks  for  the  plantation  overseers  in  my  country,  who 
may  be  seen  (if  you  travel  down  South,  or  away  West,  fur  enough) 
picking  their  teeth  with  'em,  while  the  whips,  made  of  the  tail, 
ilog  hard.  In  this  last  voyage,  homeward-bound  fur  Liverpool 
from  South  America,  I  say  to  you,  my  young  fricDd,  it  blew. 
Whole  measures  !  iS'o  half  measures,  nor  making  believe  to  blow  ; 
it  blew  !  Now  I  warn't  blown  clean  out  of  the  water  into  the  sky, 
— though  I  expected  to  be  even  that,— but  I  was  blown  clean  out 
of  my  course ;  and  when  at  last  it  fell  calm,  it  fell  dead  calm,  and 
a  strong  current  set  one  way,  day  and  night,  night  and  day,  and  I 
drifted  —  drifted — drifted  —  out  of  all  tlie  ordinary  tracks  and 
courses  of  ships,  and  drifted  yet,  and  yet  drifted.  It  behooves  a 
man  who  takes  charge  of  fellow-crutturs'  lives,  never  to  rest  from 
making  himself  master  of  his  calling.  I  never  did  rest,  and  con- 
sequently I  knew  pretty  well  ('specially  looking  over  the  side  in 
the  dead  calm  of  that  strong  current)  what  dangers  to  expect,  and 
what  precautions  to  take  against  'em.  In  short,  we  were  driving 
head  on  to  an  island.  There  was  no  island  in  the  chart,  and,  there- 
fore, you  may  say  it  was  ill-manners  in  the  island  to  be  there ;  I 
don't  dispute  its  bad  breeding,  but  there  it  was.  Thanks  be  to 
Heaven,  I  was  as  ready  for  the  island  as  the  island  was  ready  for 
me.  I  made  it  out  myself  from  the  masthead,  and  I  got  enough 
way  upon  her  in  good  time  to  keep  her  off".  I  ordered  a  boat  to 
be  lowered  and  manned,  and  went  in  that  boat  myself  to  explore 
the  island.  There  was  a  reef  outside  it,  and,  floating  in  a  corner 
of  the  smooth  water  within  the  reef,  was  a  heap  of  sea-weed,  and 
entangled  in  that  sea-weed  was  this  bottle.' 

Here  the  captain  took  his  hand  from  the  bottle  for  a  moment, 
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that  the  young  fisherman  mi;:;ht  direct  a  wondering  glance  at  it ; 
and  then  replaced  his  hand  and  went  on:  — 

*  If  ever  you  come — or  even  if  ever  you  don't  come — to  a  de- 
sert place,  use  you  yonr  eyes  and  your  spy-glass  well ;  for  the 
smallest  thing  you  see  may  prove  of  use  to  you,  and  may  have 
some  information  or  some  warning  in  it.  That's  the  principle  on 
which  I  came  to  see  this  bottle.  I  picked  up  the  bottle  and  rau 
the  boat  alongside  the  island,  and  made  fast  and  went  ashore 
armed,  with  a  part  of  my  boat's  crew.  We  found  that  every  scrap 
of  vegetation  on  the  island  (I  give  it  you  as  my  opinion,  but  scant 
and  scrubby  at  the  best  of  times)  had  been  consumed  by  fire.  As 
we  were  making  our  way,  cautiously  and  toilsomely,  over  the  pul- 
verised embers,  one  of  my  people  sank  into  the  earth  breast-high. 
He  turned  pale,  and  "  Haul  me  out  smart,  shipmates,"  says  he, 
"  for  my  feet  are  among  bones."  We  soon  got  him  on  his  legs 
again,  and  then  we  dug  up  the  spot,  and  we  found  that  the  man 
was  right,  and  that  his  feet  had  been  among  bones.  More  than 
that,  they  were  human  bones  ;  though  whether  the  remains  of  one 
man,  or  of  two  or  three  men,  what  with  calcination  and  ashes,  and 
what  with  a  poor  practical  knowledge  of  anatomy,  I  can't  under- 
take to  say.  We  examined  the  whole  island  and  made  out  no- 
thing else,  save  and  except  that,  from  its  opposite  side,  I  sighted 
a  considerable  tract  of  land,  which  land  I  was  able  to  identify,  and 
according  to  the  bearings  of  which  (not  to  trouble  you  with  my 
log)  I  took  a  fresh  dejjarture.  Wlien  I  got  aboard  again  I  opened 
the  bottle,  which  was  oilskin-covered  as  you  see,  and  glass-stop- 
pered as  you  see.  Inside  of  it,'  pursued  the  captain,  suiting  his 
action  to  his  words,  '  I  found  this  little  crumpled,  folded  paper,  just 
as  you  see.  Outside  of  it  was  written,  as  you  see,  these  words : 
"  Whoever  finds  this,  is  solemnhj  entreated  hrj  the  dead  to  convey  it 
unread  to  Alfred  liai/bivcJc,  Steepivaj/s,  North  Devon,  England^ 
A  sacred  charge,'  said  the  captain,  concluding  his  narrative,  '  and, 
Alfred  Raybrock,  there  it  is  !' 

'  This  is  my  poor  brother's  writing  !' 

'  I  suppose  so,'  said  Captain  Jorgan,  *  I'll  take  a  look  out  of 
this  little  window  while  you  read  it.' 

*  Pray  no,  sir  !  I  should  be  hurt.  My  brother  couldn't  know 
it  would  fall  into  such  hands  as  yours.' 

The  captain  sat  down  again  on  the  foot  of  the  bod,  and  the 
young  man  opened  the  folded  paper  with  a  trembling  hand,  and 
spread  it  on  the  table.  The  ragged  paper,  evidently  creased  and 
torn  both  before  and  after  being  written  on,  was  much  Wotted  and 
btaiucd,  and   the  ink   had  faded  and  run,  and  many  words  were 
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wanring.  "What  the  captain  and  the  young  tishermau  made  out 
together,  after  much  re-reading  and  much  humouring  of  the  foldd 
of  the  paper,  is  given  ou  this  page. 

The  young  fisherman  had  become  more  and  more  agitated,  as 
the  writing  had  hecome  clearer  to  him.  He  now  left  it  lying  be- 
fore the  captain,  over  whose  shoulder  he  had  been  reading  it,  and 
dropping  into  his  former  seat,  leaned  forward  on  the  table  and  laid 
his  face  in  his  hands 

'What,  man,'  urged  the  captain,  'don't  give  in!  Be  up  and 
doing  like  a  man  !' 

'  It  is  selfish,  I  know, — but  doing  what,  doing  what  ?'  cried  the 
young  fisherman,  in  complete  despair,  and  stamping  his  sea-bo(3t 
on  the  ground. 

'  Doing  what  ?' returned  the  captain.  '  Something  I  I'd  go 
down  to  the  little  breakwater  below  yonder,  and  take  a  wrench  at 
one  of  the  salt-rusted  iron  rings  there,  and  either  wrench  it  up  by 
the  roots  or  wrench  my  teeth  out  of  my  head,  sooner  than  I'd  do 
nothing.  Nothing  !' ejaculated  the  captain.  '  Any  fool  or  faint- 
heart can  do  that^  and  nothing  can  come  of  nothing, — which  was 
pretended  to  be  found  out,  I  believe,  by  one  of  them  Latin  critters.' 
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said  the  captain  with  the  deepest  disdain ;  '  as  if  Adam  hadn't 
ti>und  it  oiit,  afore  ever  he  so  much  as  named  the  beasts  !' 

Yet  tlie  captain  saw,  in  spite  of  his  bold  words,  that  there  was 
pome  greater  reason  tlian  he  yet  understood  for  the  young  man's 
distress.     And  he  eyed  iiiui  with  a  sympathising  curiosity. 

'Come,  come!' continued  the  captain.  '  (Speak  out.  What 
is  it,  boy  !' 

'  You  have  seen  how  beautiful  she  is,  sir,'  said  the  yonng  man, 
looking  up  for  the  moment,  with  a  flushed  face  and  riun[)led  liair. 

'Did  any  man  ever  say  she  waru't  beautitul?'  retorted  the  ch{> 
tain.     '  If  so,  go  and  lick  him.' 

The  young  man  laughed  fretfully  in  spite  of  himself,  and  said, 

'  It's  not  tliat,  it's  not  that.' 

'  Wa'al,  then,  what  is  it?  said  the  captain  in  a  more  soothing 
tone. 

The  young  fisherman  mournfully  composed  himself  to  tell  the 
captain  what  it  was,  and  began :  '  We  were  to  have  been  married 
next  Monday  week — ' 

'  Were  to  have  been  !'  interrupted  Captain  Jorgan.  *  And  are 
to  be  ?     Hey  V 

Young  Raybrock  shook  his  head,  and  traced  out  with  his  fore- 
finger the  words  '■  poor  father'' s  Jive  hundred  pounds,^  in  the  written 
paper. 

'  Go  along,'  said  the  captain.     '  Five  hundred  pounds  ?    Yes  ?' 

'  That  sum  of  money,'  pursued  the  young  fisherman,  entering 
with  the  greatest  earnestness  on  his  demonstration,  while  the  cap- 
tain eyed  him  with  equal  earnestness,  '  was  all  my  late  father  pos- 
sessed. When  he  died,  he  owed  no  man  more  than  he  left  means 
to  pay,  but  he  had  been  able  to  lay  by  only  five  hundred  pounds.' 

'  Five  hundred  pounds,'  repeated  the  captain,     *  Yes  ?' 

'  In  his  lifetime,  years  before,  he  had  expressly  laid  the  money 
aside  to  leave  to  my  mother, — like  to  settle  upon  her,  if  I  mak** 
myself  understood.' 

1  CO    1 

'He  had  risked  it  once — my  father  put  down  in  writing  at 
that  time,  respecting  the  money — and  was  resolved  never  to  risk 
it  again.' 

'  Not  a  spec'lator,'  said  the  captain.  '  My  country  wouldn't 
have  suited  him.     Yes  ?' 

'  Jly  mother  has  never  touched  the  money  till  now.  And  now 
it  was  to  have  been  laiil  out,  this  very  next  week,  in  buying  me  a 
handsome  share  in  our  neighbouring  fishery  here,  to  settle  me  in 
life  with  Kitty.' 
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The  captain's  face  fell,  and  he  passed  and  repassed  his  sun- 
browned  right  hand  over  his  thin  hair,  in  a  discomfited  manner. 

'  Kitty's  father  has  no  more  than  enough  to  live  on,  even  in 
tlie  sparing  waj  in  which  we  live  about  here.  He  is  a  kind  of 
bailiff  or  steward  of  manor  rights  here,  and  they  are  not  much, 
and  it  is  but  a  poor  little  office.  He  was  better  off  once,  and 
Kitty  must  never  marry  to  mere  drudgery  and  hard  living.' 

The  captain  still  sat  stroking  his  thin  hair,  and  looking  at  the 
young  fisherman. 

'  I  am  as  certain  that  my  father  had  no  knowledge  that  any 
one  was  wronged  as  to  this  money,  or  that  any  restitution  ought 
to  be  made,  as  I  am  certain  that  the  sim  now  shines.  But,  after 
this  solemn  warning  from  my  brother's  grave  in  the  sea,  that  the 
money  is  Stolen  ]Money,'  said  Young  Raybrock,  forcing  himself 
to  the  utterance  of  the  words, '  can  I  doubt  it  1    Can  I  touch  it  ?' 

*  About  not  doubting,  I  ain't  so  sure,'  observed  the  captain ; 
*  but  about  not  touching — no — I  don't  tbink  you  can.' 

'  See  then,'  said  Young  Raybrock,  '  why  I  am  so  grieved. 
Think  of  Kitty.     Think  what  I  have  got  to  tell  her !' 

His  heart  quite  failed  him  again  when  he  had  come  round  to 
that,  and  he  once  more  beat  his  sea-boot  softly  on  the  floor.  But 
not  for  long ;  he  soon  began  again,  in  a  quietly  resolute  tone. 

*  However  I  Enough  of  that !  You  spoke  some  brave  words 
to  me  just  now,  Captain  Jorgan,  and  they  shall  not  be  spoken  in 
vain.  I  have  got  to  do  something.  Wliat  I  have  got  to  do,  be- 
fore all  other  things,  is  to  trace  out  the  meaning  of  this  paper, 
for  the  sake  of  the  Good  Name  that  has  no  one  else  to  put  it 
right.  And  still  for  the  sake  of  the  Good  Name,  and  my  father's 
memory,  not  a  word  of  this  writing  must  be  breathed  to  my 
mother,  or  to  Kitty,  or  to  any  human  creature.  You  agree  in  this  ?' 

'  I  don't  know  what  they'll  think  of  us  below,'  said  the  cap- 
tain, '  but  for  certain  I  can't  oppose  it.  Now,  as  to  tracing.  How 
will  you  do?' 

They  both,  as  by  consent,  bent  over  the  paper  again,  and  again 
carefully  puzzled  out  the  whole  of  the  writing. 

'  I  make  out  that  this  would  stand,  if  all  the  writing  was  here, 
"  Inquire  among  the  old  men  living  there,  for" — some  one.  Most 
like,  you'll  go  to  this  village  named  here  V  said  the  captain,  mus- 
ing, with  his  finger  on  the  name. 

'  Yes !  And  Mr.  Tregarthen  is  a  Cornishman,  and — to  be 
sure  ! — comes  from  Lanrean.' 

'  Does  he  V  said  the  captain  quietly.  *  As  I  ain't  acquainted 
with  him,  who  may  he  be  V 
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'  JTr.  Tregartlien  is  Kitty's  father.' 

*  Ay,  ay  !'  cried  the  captain.  '  Now  you  speak  !  Tregarthen 
knows  this  village  of  Lanrean,  then? 

'  Beyond  all  doubt  he  does.  I  have  often  heard  him  mention 
it,  as  being  his  native  place.     He  knows  it  well.' 

'  Stop  half  a  moment,'  said  the  captain.  '  We  want  a  name 
here.  You  could  ask  Tregarthen  (or  if  you  couldn't  I  could) 
what  names  of  old  men  he  remembers  in  his  time  in  those  dig- 
gings ?     Hey  V 

'  I  can  go  straight  to  his  cottage,  and  ask  him  now.' 

'  Take  me  with  you,'  said  the  captain,  rising  in  a  solid  way 
that  had  a  most  comfortable  reliability  in  it,  'and  just  a  word 
more  first.  I  have  knocked  about  liarder  than  you,  and  have  got 
along  further  than  you.  I  have  had,  all  my  sea-going  life  long, 
to  keep  my  wits  polished  bright  with  acid  and  friction,  like  the 
brass  cases  of  the  ship's  instruments.  I'll  keep  you  company  on 
this  expedition.  ISTow  you  don't  live  by  talking  any  more  than  I 
do.  Clench  that  hand  of  yours  in  this  hand  of  mine,  and  that's 
a  speech  on  both  sides.' 

Captain  Jorgan  took  command  of  the  expedition  with  that 
hearty  shake.  He  at  once  refoUIed  the  paper  exactly  as  before, 
replaced  it  in  the  bottle,  put  the  stopper  in,  put  the  oilskin  ove r 
the  stoi)per,  confided  the  whole  to  Young  Raybrock's  keeping,  and 
led  the  way  down-stairs. 

But  it  was  Jiarder  navigation  below  stairs  than  above.  The 
instant  they  sot  foot  in  the  parlour  the  quick,  womanly  eye  de- 
tected that  there  was  something  wrong.  Kitty  exclaimed,  fright- 
ened, as  she  ran  to  her  lover's  side,  'Alfred  !  What's  the  matter?' 
]\Irs.  llaybrock  cried  out  to  the  captain,  '  Gracious  !  what  have 
you  done  to  my  son  to  change  him  like  this  all  in  a  minute  ?' 
And  the  young  widow — who  was  there  with  her  work  upon  her 
arm — was  at  first  so  agitated  that  she  frightened  the  little  girl 
she  held  in  her  hand,  who  hid  her  face  in  her  mother's  skirts  and 
screamed.  The  captain,  conscious  of  being  held  resjwnsible  for 
this  domestic  change,  contemplated  it  with  quite  a  guilty  expres- 
sion of  countenance,  and  looked  to  the  young  fisherman  to  come 
to  his  rescue. 

'Kitty,  darling,' said  Young  Raybrock,  'Kitty,  dearest  love,  I 
must  go  away  to  Lanrean,  and  I  don't  know  where  else  or  how 
much  further,  this  very  day.  Worse  than  that — our  marriage, 
Kitty,  must  be  put  oiY,  and  I  don't  know  for  how  long.' 

Kitty  stared  at  him.  in  doubt  and  wonder  and  in  anger,  and 
pushed  him  from  Iilm-  with  her  hand. 
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'Put  off?'  cried  Mrs.  Eaybrock.  'The  marriage  put  ofi'T 
And  vou  going  to  Lar"-otn  !  Wby,  in  the  name  of  the  dear 
Lordr 

'  Mother  dear,  i  can't  say  why ;  I  must  not  say  vrhy.  It 
would  be  dishonourable  and  undutiful  to  say  why.' 

'  Dishonourable  and  undutiful  V  returned  the  dame.  '  And  is 
there  nothing  dishonourable  or  undutiful  in  the  boy's  breaking  the 
heart  of  his  own  plighted  love,  and  his  mother's  heart  too,  for  the 
sake  of  the  dark  secrets  and  counsels  of  a  wicked  stranger?  Why 
did  you  ever  come  herel'  she  apostrophised  the  innocent  captain. 
'Who  wanted  you?  Where  did  you  come  from?  Why  couldn't 
you  rest  in  your  own  bad  place,  wherever  it  is,  instead  of  dis- 
turbing the  peace  of  quiet  unoffending  folk  like  us  V 

'  And  what,'  sobbed  the  poor  little  Kitty,  '  have  I  ever  done 
to  you,  you  hard  and  cruel  captain,  that  you  should  come  and 
serve  me  so  ?' 

And  then  they  both  began  to  weep  most  pitifully,  while  tlie 
captain  could  only  look  from  the  one  to  the  other,  and  lay  hold  of 
himself  by  the  coat  collar. 

'  Margaret,'  said  the  poor  young  fishennan,  on  his  knees  at 
Kitty's  feet,  while  Kitty  kept  both  her  hands  before  her  tearful 
face,  to  shut  out  the  traitor  from  her  view, — but  kept  her  fingers 
wide  asunder  and  looked  at  him  all  the  time, — '  Margaret,  you 
have  suffered  so  much,  so  uncomplainingly,  and  are  always  so  care- 
ful and  considerate  !     Do  take  my  part,  for  poor  Hugh's  sake  !' 

The  quiet  IMargaret  was  not  appealed  to  in  vain.  '  I  will, 
Alfred,'  she  returned,  '  and  I  do.  I  wish  this  gentleman  had 
never  come  near  us;'  whereupon  the  captain  laid  hold  of  himself 
the  tighter ;  '  but  I  take  your  part  for  all  that.  I  am  sure  you 
have  some  strong  reason  and  some  sufficient  reason  fur  what  you 
do,  strange  as  it  is,  and  even  for  not  saying  why  you  do  it,  strange 
as  that  is.  And,  Kitty  darling,  you  are  bound  to  tliink  so  more 
than  any  one,  for  true  love  believes  everything,  and  bears  every- 
thing, and  trusts  everything.  And,  mother  dear,  you  are  bound 
to  think  so  too,  for  you  know  you  have  been  blest  with  good  sons, 
whose  word  was  always  as  good  as  their  oaih,  and  who  were 
lirought  up  in  as  true  a  sense  of  honour  as  any  gentleman  in  this 
land.  And  I  am  sure  you  have  no  more  call,  mother,  to  doubt 
your  living  son  than  to  doubt  your  dead  son ;  and  for  the  sake  of 
the  dear  dead,  1  stand  up  for  the  dear  living.' 

'  Wa'al  now,'  the  captain  struck  in,  with  enthusiasm,  '  this  I 
say,  That  whether  your  opinions  flatter  me  or  not,  you  are  a  young 
woman  of  sense,  and  spirit,  and  feeling;  and  I'd  sooner  have  you 
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by  my  side,  in  the  hour  of  danger,  than  a  good  half  of  the  men 
I've  ever  fallen  in  with — or  fallen  out  with,  ayther.' 

Margaret  did  not  return  the  captain's  compliment,  or  appear 
fully  to  reciprocate  his  good  opinion,  but  she  applied  herself  to  the 
consolation  of  Kitty,  and  of  Kitty's  mother-in-law  that  was  to 
have  been  next  Monday  week,  and  soon  restored  the  parlour  to  a 
quiet  condition. 

'  Kitty,  my  darling,'  said  the  young  fisherman,  '  I  must  go  to 
your  father  to  entreat  him  still  to  trust  me  in  spite  of  this  wretched 
change  and  mystery,  and  to  ask  him  for  some  directions  concern- 
ing Lanrean.  Will  you  come  home  ?  Will  you  come  with  me,Kitty1' 

Kitty  answered  not  a  word,  but  rose  sobbing,  with  the  end  of 
her  simple  head-dress  at  her  eyes.  Captain  Jorgan  followed  the 
lovers  out,  quite  sheepishly,  pausing  in  the  shop  to  give  an  in- 
struction to  i\Ir.  Petti  t'er. 

'  Here,  Tom  !'  said  the  captain,  in  a  low  voice.  '  Here's  some- 
thing in  your  line.  Here's  an  old  lady  poorly  and  low  in  her 
spirits.     Cheer  her  up  a  bit,  Tom.     Cheer  'em  all  up.' 

Mr.  Pettifer,  with  a  brisk  nod  of  intelligence,  immediately  as- 
sumed his  steward  face,  and  went  with  his  quiet,  helpful,  stewar  i 
step  into  the  parlour,  where  the  captain  had  the  great  satisfaction 
of  seeing  him,  through  the  glass  door,  take  the  child  in  his  arms 
(who  offered  no  objection),  and  bend  over  Mrs.  Raybrock,  ad- 
ministering soft  words  of  consolation. 

'  Though  what  he  finds  to  say,  unless  he 's  telling  her  that 't  '11 
soon  be  over,  or  that  most  people  is  so  at  first,  or  that  it  '11  do  her 
good  afterward,  I  cannot  imaginate !'  was  the  captain's  reflection 
as  he  followed  the  lovers. 

He  had  not  far  to  follow  them,  since  it  was  but  a  short  descent 
down  the  stony  ways  to  the  cottage  of  Kitty's  father.  But  short 
as  the  distance  was,  it  was  long  enough  to  enable  the  captain  to 
observe  that  he  was  fast  becoming  the  village  Ogre;  for  there  was 
not  a  woman  standing  working  at  her  door,  or  a  fisherman  coming 
up  or  going  down,  who  saw  Young  Raybrock  unhappy  and  little 
Kitty  in  tears,  but  he  or  she  instantly  darted  a  suspicious  and  in- 
dignant glance  at  the  captain,  as  the  foreigner  who  must  somehow 
be  responsible  for  this  unusual  spectacle.  Consequently,  when 
they  came  into  Tregarthen's  little  ganlen. — which  formed  the 
platform  from  which  the  captain  had  seen  Kilty  peeping  over  the 
wall, — the  captain  brought  to,  and  stood  oft'  and  on  at  the  gate, 
while  Kitty  hurried  to  hide  her  tears  in  her  own  room,  and  Alfred 
spoke  with  lier  father,  who  was  working  in  the  garden.  He  was 
a  rather  infirm  man,  but  could  scarcely  be  called  old  yet,  with  an 
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agreeaWe  face  and  a  promising  pir  of  making  the  best  of  things. 
The  conversation  began  on  his  side  with  great  cheerfulness  and 
good  humour,  but  soon  became  distrustful,  and  soon  angry.  That 
was  the  captain's  cue  for  striking  both  into  the  conversation  and 
the  garden. 

'  Morning,  sir  !'  said  Captain  Jorgan.     '  How  do  you  do  V 

'  The  gentleman  I  am  going  away  with,'  said  the  young  fisher- 
man to  Tregarthen. 

'  0  !'  returned  Kitty's  father,  surveying  the  unfortunate  cap- 
tain with  a  look  of  extreme  disfavour.  '  I  confess  that  I  can't  say 
I  am  glad  to  see  you.' 

'  Xo,'  said  the  captain,  '  and,  to  admit  the  truth,  that  seems  to 
be  the  general  opinion  in  these  parts.  But  don't  be  hasty  ;  you 
may  think  better  of  me  by  and  by.' 

'  I  hope  so,'  observed  Tregarthen. 

'  Wa'al,  /  hope  so,'  observed  the  captain,  quite  at  his  ease ; 
*  more  than  that,  I  beheve  so, — though  you  don't.  Now,  ]Mr. 
Tregarthen,  you  don't  want  to  exchange  words  of  mistrust  with 
me  ;  and  if  you  did,  you  couldn't,  because  I  wouldn't.  You  and 
I  are  old  enough  to  know  better  than  to  judge  against  experience 
from  surfaces  and  appearances ;  and  if  you  haven't  lived  to  find 
out  the  evil  and  injustice  of  such  judgments,  you  are  a  lucky 
man.' 

The  other  seemed  to  shrink  under  this  remark,  and  repliecL 
'  Sir,  I  have  lived  to  feel  it  deeply.' 

'  Wa'al,'  said  the  captain,  mjllified,  '  then  I've  made  a  good 
cast  without  knowing  it.  Now,  Tregarthen,  there  stands  the 
lover  of  your  only  child,  and  here  stand  1  who  know  his  secret. 
I  warrant  it  a  righteous  secret,  and  none  of  his  making,  though 
bound  to  be  of  his  keeping.  I  want  to  help  him  out  with  it,  and 
tewwards  that  end  we  ask  you  to  favour  us  with  the  names  of  two 
or  three  old  residents  in  the  village  of  Laurean.  As  I  am  taking 
out  my  pocket-book  and  pencil  to  pi\t  the  names  down,  I  may  as 
well  observe  to  you  that  this,  wrote  atop  of  the  first  page  here,  i» 
my  name  and  address :  *'  Silas  Jonas  Jorgan,  Salem,  jMassachu- 
setts.  United  States."  If  ever  you  take  it  in  your  head  to  run 
over  any  morning,  I  shall  be  glad  to  welcome  you.  Now,  what 
may  be  the  spelling  of  these  said  names  V 

'  There  was  an  elderly  man,'  said  Tregarthen,  '  named  David 
Polreath.     He  may  be  dead.' 

*  Wa'al,'  said  the  captain,  cheerfully,  *  if  Polreath's  dead  and 
buried,  and  can  be  made  of  any  service  to  us,  Polreath  won't  ob- 
ject to  our  digging  of  him  up.     Polreath's  down,  anyhow.' 

0 
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'  TlieTe  was  another  named  Penrewea  I  don't  know  his 
Cliristian  nanu'.' 

'  Never  mind  his  Chris'en  name,'  said  the  captain.  *  Pen- 
rewen,  for  short.' 

'  There  was  another  named  John  Tredgear.' 

*  And  a  pleasant-sounding  name,  too,'  said  the  captain ;  '  John 
Tredgear's  booked.' 

*  I  can  recall  no  other  except  old  Parvis.' 

'  One  of  old  Parvis's  fam'ly  I  reckon,'  said  the  captain,  '  kept 
a  dry-goods  store  in  New  York  city,  and  realised  a  handsome  com- 
petency by  burning  his  house  to  ashes.  Same  name,  anyhow, 
David  Polreath,  Unchris'en  Penrewen,  John  Tredgear,  and  old 
Arson  Par  vis.' 

'  I  cannot  recall  any  others  at  the  moment.' 

'  Thank'ee,'  said  the  captain.  'And  so,  Tregarthen,  hoping 
for  your  good  opinion  yet,  and  likewise  for  the  fair  Devonshire 
Flower's,  your  daughter's,  I  give  you  my  hand,  sir,  and  wish  you 
good  day.' 

Young  Raybrock  accompanied  him  disconsolately ;  for  there 
was  no  Kitty  at  the  window  when  he  looked  up,  no  Kitty  in  the 
gai'den  when  he  shut  the  gate,  no  Kitty  gazing  after  them  along 
the  stony  ways  when  they  begin  to  climb  back. 

*  Now  I  tell  you  what,'  said  the  captain.  '  Not  being  at  pre- 
sent calc'lated  to  promote  harmony  in  your  family,  I  won't  come 
in.  You  go  and  get  your  dinner  at  home,  and  I'll  get  mine  at 
the  littl.e  hotel.  Let  our  hour  of  meeting  be  two  o'clock,  and 
you'll  find  me  smoking  a  cigar  in  the  sun  afore  the  hotel  door. 
Tell  Tom  Pettifer,  my  steward,  to  consider  himself  on  duty,  and 
to  look  after  your  people  till  we  come  back  ;  you'll  find  he'll  have 
made  himself  useful  to  'em  already,  and  will  be  quite  acceptable.' 

All  was  done  as  Captain  Jorgan  directed.  Punctually  at  two 
o'clock  the  young  fisherman  appeared  with  his  knapsack  at  his 
back ;  and  punctually  at  two  o'clock  the  captain  jerked  away  the 
last  feather-end  of  his  cigar. 

*  liCt  me  carry  your  baggage,  Captain  Jorgan ;  I  can  easily 
take  it  with  mine.' 

'  Thank'ee,'  said  the  captain.  '  I  '11  carry  it  myself.  It's 
only  a  comb.' 

They  climbed  out  of  the  village,  and  paused  among  the  trees 
and  fern  on  the  siunmit  of  the  hill  above,  to  take  breath,  and  to 
look  down  at  the  beautiful  sea.  Suddenly  the  captain  gave  his 
leg  a  resoundiiig  slaj),  and  cried,  *  Never  knew  such  a  right  thing 
in  all  my  life  1' — and  ran  away. 
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Tlie  canse  of  this  abrn[)t  retirement  on  the  part  of  the  captain 
was  Uttle  Kitty  among  the  trees.  The  captain  went  out  of  sight 
and  waited,  and  kept  out  of  sight  and  waited,  until  it  occurred  to 
him  to  beguile  the  time  with  another  cigar.  He  lighted  it,  and 
smoked  it  out,  and  still  he  was  out  of  sight  and  waiting.  He  stole 
within  sight  at  last,  and  saw  the  lovers,  with  their  arms  entwined 
and  their  bent  heads  touching,  moving  slowly  among  the  trees.  It 
was  the  golden  time  of  the  afternoon  then,  and  the  captain  said  to 
liiinself,  '  Golden  sun,  golden  sea,  golden  sails,  gokien  leaves, 
golden  love,  golden  youth, — a  golden  state  of  things  altogether  !' 

Nevertheless  the  captain  found  it  necessary  to  hail  his  young 
companion  before  going  out  of  sight  again.  In  a  few  moments 
more  he  came  up  and  they  began  their  journey. 

'  That  still  young  woman  with  the  fatherless  child,'  said 
Captain  Jorgan,  as  they  fell  into  step,  '  didn't  throw  her  words 
away  ;  but  good  honest  words  are  never  thrown  away.  And  now 
that  I  am  conveying  you  off  from  that  tender  httle  thing  that 
loves,  and  relies,  and  hopes,  I  feel  just  as  if  I  was  the  snarling 
crittur  in  the  picters,  with  the  tight  legs,  the  long  nose,  and  the 
feather  in  his  cap,  the  tips  of  whose  moustaches  get  up  nearer  to 
his  eyes  the  wickeder  he  gets.' 

The  young  fisherman  knew  nothing  of  Mephistopheles  ;  but 
he  smiled  when  the  captain  stopped  to  double  himself  up  and  slap 
his  leg,  and  they  went  along  ia  right  goodfellowship. 


Note. — The  third  and  fourth  chapters  of  this  Christmas  number  were 
not  by  Mr.  Dickens.  After  the  first  and  secotid  he  did  not  resume  the 
pen  until  the  chapter  entitled  the  '  Restitution,'  here  numbered  as  the 
fifth.  For  the  two  intervening  chapters  the  reader  is  referred  to  the 
number  as  republished  in  the  volume  of  the  Nine  Christmas  numbers  of 
All  'he  Year  R(/UHd. 
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CHAPTER  Y. 

THE    RESTITUTION. 

Captain  Jorgan,  up  and  out  betimes,  had  put  the  whole  village 
of  Lanrean  under  an  amicable  cross-examination,  and  was  return- 
ing to  the  King  Arthur's  Arms  to  breakfast,  none  the  wiser  for 
his  trouble,  when  he  beheld  the  young  fisherman  advancing  to  meet 
him,  accompanied  by  a  stranger.  A  glance  at  this  stranger  assured 
the  captain  that  he  could  be  no  other  than  the  Seafaring  Man;  and 
the  captain  was  about  to  hail  him  as  a  fellow-craftsman,  when  the 
two  stood  still  and  silent  before  the  captain,  and  the  captain  stood 
still,  silent,  and  wondering  before  them. 

'  Why,  what's  this  V  cried  the  captain,  when  at  last  he  broke 
the  silence.  '  You  two  are  alike.  You  two  are  much  alike  1 
What's  this  ?' 

Not  a  word  was  answered  on  the  other  side,  until  after  the 
seafaring  brother  had  got  hold  of  the  captain's  right  hand,  and 
the  fisherman  brother  had  got  hold  of  the  captain's  left  hand;  and 
if  ever  the  captain  had  had  his  fill  of  hand-shaking,  from  his  birth 
to  that  hour,  he  had  it  then.  And  presently  up  and  spoke  the  two 
brothers,  one  at  a  time,  two  at  a  time,  two  dozen  at  a  time  for  the 
bewilderment  into  wliich  they  f  iliuiged  the  captain,  until  he  graihi- 
ally  liad  Hugh  Raybrock's  deliverance  made  clear  to  him,  and  also 
unravelled  the  fact  that  the  person  referred  to  in  the  half-obliterated 
paper  was  Tregavthcn  himself. 

'  Formerly,  dear  Captain  Jorgan,'  said  Alfred,  '  of  Lanrean, 
you  recollect?  Kilty  and  her  father  came  to  live  at  Steepways 
after  Hugh  shipped  on  his  last  voyage.' 

*Ay,  ay!'  cried  the  captain,  fetching  a  breath.  '  Now  jon 
liave  me  in  tow.  Then  your  brother  here  don't  know  his  sister-in- 
law  that  is  to  be  so  much  as  by  name  ?' 

'  Never  saw  her;  never  heard  of  her  !' 

'  Ay,  ay,  ay  !'  cried  the  captain.  '  Why  then  we  every  one  go 
back  together — paper,  writer,  and  all — autl  take  Tregarthen  into 
the  secret  we  kept  from  him  ?' 

'  Surely,'  said  Alfred,  '  we  can't  help  it  now.  We  must  go 
ijurough  with  our  duty.' 
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'  Not  a  donVit.'  rpl-nrnod  the  captain.  '  Gi\^e  mt^  an  arm  apiece, 
and  let  us  set  this  ship-shape.' 

So  walking  up  and  down  in  the  shrill  wind  on  the  wild  moor, 
while  the  neglected  breakfast  cooled  within,  the  captain  and  tlie 
brothers  settled  their  course  of  action. 

It  was  that  they  should  all  proceed  by  the  quickest  means  they 
could  secure  to  Barnstaple,  and  there  look  over  the  father's  books 
and  pafiers  in  the  lawyers  keeping;  as  Hugh  had  proposed  to 
himself  to  do  if  ever  he  reached  home.  That,  enlightened  or  un- 
enlightened, they  should  then  return  to  Steepways  and  go  straight 
to  Mr.  Tregartheu,  and  tell  him  all  they  knew,  and  see  what  came 
of  it,  and  act  accordingly.  Lastly,  that  when  they  got  there  they 
should  enter  the  village  with  a  A  precautions  against  Hugh's  being 
recognised  by  any  chance ;  and  that  to  the  captain  should  be  con- 
signed the  task  of  preparing  his  wife  and  mother  for  his  restora- 
tion to  this  life. 

'  For  you  see,'  quoth  Captain  Jorgan,  touching  the  last  head, 
'  it  requires  caution  any  way,  great  joys  being  as  dangerous  as 
great  griefs,  if  not  more  dangerous,  as  being  more  uncommon  (and 
therefore  less  provided  against)  in  this  round  world  of  ours.  And 
besides,  I  should  like  to  free  my  name  with  the  ladies,  and  take 
you  home  again  at  your  brightest  and  luckiest;  so  don't  let's 
throw  away  a  chance  of  success.' 

The  captain  was  highly  lauded  by  the  brothers  for  his  kind 
interest  and  foresight. 

'  And  now  stop  !'  said  the  captain,  coming  to  a  stand-still,  and 
lof)king  from  one  brother  to  the  other,  with  quite  a  new  rigging  of 
wrinkles  about  each  eye ;  '  you  are  of  opinion,'  to  the  elder,  '  that 
you  are  ra'ather  slow  V 

'  I  assure  you  I  am  very  slow,'  said  the  honest  Hugh. 

'  Wa'al,'  i"e[)lied  tlie  captain,  '  I  assure  j/ou  that  to  the  best  of 
my  belief  I  am  ra'alher  smart.  Now  a  slow  man  ain't  good  at 
quick  business,  is  he  ?' 

That  was  clear  to  both. 

*  You,'  said  the  captain,  turning  to  the  younger  brother,  *  are 
a  little  in  love ;   ain't  you  V 

'  Not  a  little.  Captain  .Jorgan.' 

*  Much  or  little,  you're  sort  ])reoccupied  ;  ain't  you?' 
It  was  impossible  to  be  denied. 

'  And  a  sort  preoccupied  man  ain't  good  at  quick  business,  is 
he?'  said  the  captain. 

Equally  clear  on  all  sides. 

'  Now.'  said  the  captain,  '  I  ain't  in  love  myself,  and  I've  made 
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many  a  smart  run  across  the  ocean,  and  I  should  like  to  carry  on 
and  go  ahead  with  this  affair  of  yours  and  make  a  run  slick  through 
it.     Shall  I  try  ?     Will  you  hand  it  over  to  me  V 

They  were  both  delighted  to  do  so,  and  thanked  him  heartily. 

'  Good,'  said  the  captain,  taking  out  his  watch.  '  This  is  half- 
past  eight  A.M.,  Friday  morning.  I'll  jot  that  down,  and  we'll 
compute  how  many  hours  we've  been  out  when  we  run  into  your 
niDthor's  post  oftice.  There  !  The  entry's  made,  and  now  we  go 
aliea(].' 

Tliey  went  aliead  so  well  that  before  the  Barnstaple  lawyer's 
office  was  open  next  morning,  the  captain  was  sitting  whistling  on 
the  step  of  the  door,  waiting  for  the  clerk  to  come  down  the  street 
with  his  key  and  open  it.  But  instead  of  the  clerk  there  came  the 
master,  with  whom  the  captain  fraternised  on  the  spot  to  an  extent 
that  utterly  confounded  him. 

As  he  personally  knew  both  Hugh  and  Alfred,  there  was  no 
difliculty  in  obtaining  immediate  access  to  such  of  the  father's 
papers  as  were  in  his  keeping.  These  were  chiefly  old  letters  and 
casli  accounts ;  from  which  the  captain,  with  a  shrewdness  and 
despatch  that  left  the  lawyer  far  behind,  established  with  perfect 
clearness,  by  noon,  the  following  particulars: — 

That  one  Lawrence  Clissold  had  borrowed  of  the  deceased,  at 
a  time  when  he  was  a  thriving  ycrang  tradesman  in  the  town  of 
Barnstaple,  the  sum  of  five  hundred  pounds.  That  he  liad  bor- 
rowed it  on  the  written  statement  that  it  was  to  be  laid  out  in 
furtherance  of  a  sjieculation  which  he  expected  would  raise  him  to 
independence ;  he  being,  at  the  time  of  writing  that  letter,  no 
more  than  a  clerk  in  the  house  of  Dringworth  Brothers,  America- 
square,  London.  That  the  money  was  borrowed  for  a  stipulated 
period  ;  but  that,  when  the  term  was  out,  the  aforesaid  speculation 
failed,  and  Clissold  was  without  means  of  rejiayment.  That,  here- 
upon, he  had  written  to  his  creditor,  in  no  very  persuasive  terms, 
vaguely  requesting  furtlier  time.  That  the  creditor  had  refused 
this  concession,  declaring  that  he  could  not  afford  delay.  That 
Clissold  then  paid  the  debt,  accompanying  the  remittance  of  the 
money  with  an  angry  letter  describing  it  as  having  been  advanced 
by  a  relative  to  save  him  from  ruin.  That,  in  acknowledging  the 
receipt,  Kaybrock  had  cautioned  Clissold  to  seek  to  borrow  money 
of  him  no  more,  as  he  woulil  never  so  risk  money  again. 

Before  the  lawyer  the  cajitain  said  never  a  word  in  reference  to 
tliese  discoveries.  But  when  the  papers  had  been  put  back  in  their 
box,  and  he  aiid  his  two  con;])ani<ins  were  well  out  of  the  office,  his 
right  leg  suffered  for  it,  and  he  said, — 
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'  So  far  this  run's  begun  with  a  fair  wind  and  a  prosperous, 
for  don't  you  see  that  all  this  agrees  with  that  dutiful  trust  in  lii» 
father  mamtained  by  the  slow  member  of  the  Raybrock  family  ?' 

Whether  the  brothers  had  seen  it  before  or  no,  they  saw  it 
now.  Not  that  the  captain  gave  them  much  time  to  contemplate 
the  state  of  things  at  their  ease,  for  he  instantly  whipped  theia 
into  a  chaise  again,  and  bore  them  oflT  to  Steepways.  Although 
the  afternoon  was  but  just  beginning  to  decline  when  they  reached 
it,  and  it  was  broad  daylight,  still  they  had  no  difficulty,  by  dint 
of  mufSing  the  returned  sailor  up,  and  ascending  the  village  rather 
than  descending  it,  in  reaching  Tregarthen's  cottage  unobserved. 
Kitty  was  not  visible,  and  they  surprised  Tregarthen  sitting  writing 
in  the  small  bay-window  of  his  little  room. 

*  Sir,'  said  the  captain,  instantly  shaking  hands  with  him,  pen 
and  all,  'I'm  glad  to  see  you,  sir.  How  do  you  do,  sir?  I  told 
you  you'd  think  better  of  me  by  and  by,  and  I  congratulate  you 
on  going  to  do  it.' 

Here  the  captain's  eye  fell  on  Tom  Pettifer  Ho,  engaged  in 
preparing  some  cookery  at  the  fire. 

'  That  critter,'  said  the  captain,  smiting  his  leg,  '  is  a  born 
steward,  and  never  ought  to  have  been  in  any  other  way  of  life. 
Stop  where  you  are,  Tom,  and  make  yourself  useful.  Isow,  Tre- 
garthen, I'm  going  to  try  a  chair.' 

Accordingly  the  captain  drew  one  close  to  him,  and  went  on: — 

'  This  loving  member  of  the  Raybrock  family  you  know,  sir. 
This  slow  member  of  the  same  family,  you  don't  know,  sir.  Wa'al, 
these  two  are  brothers, — fact !  Hugh's  come  to  life  again,  and 
here  he  stands.  Now  see  here,  my  friend  !  You  don't  want  to 
be  told  that  he  was  cast  away,  but  you  do  want  to  be  told  (foi 
there's  a  purpose  in  it)  that  he  was  cast  away  with  another  man. 
That  man  by  name  was  Lawrence  Clissold.' 

At  the  mention  of  this  name  Tregarthen  started  and  changed 
colour.     '  What's  the  matter  T  said  the  captain. 

'  He  was  a  fellow-clerk  of  mine  thirty — five-and-thirty — years 
ago.' 

'  True,'  said  the  captain,  immediately  catching  at  the  clew : 
*  Dringworth  Brothers,  America-square,  London  City.' 

The  other  started  again,  nodded,  and  said,  '  That  was  the 
house.' 

'  Now,'  pursued  the  captain,  *  between  those  two  men  cast  away 
there  arose  a  mystery  concerning  the  round  sum  of  five  hundred 
pound,' 
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Again  Tregarthen  started,  changing  colour.  Again  the  cap- 
tain said,  'What's  the  matter  ?' 

As  Tregarthen  only  answered, '  Please  to  go  on,'  the  captain  re- 
counted, very  tersely  and  plainly,  the  nature  of  Clissold's  wander- 
ings on  the  barren  island,  as  he  had  condensed  them  in  his  mind 
from  the  seafaring  man.  Tregarthen  became  greatly  agitated 
during  this  recital,  and  at  length  exclaimed, — 

'  Clissold  was  the  man  who  ruined  me  !  I  have  suspected  it 
jbr  many  a  long  year,  and  now  I  know  it.' 

'  And  how,'  said  the  captain,  drawing  his  chair  still  closer  to 
Tregarthen,  and  clapping  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder, — '  how  may 
you  know  itf 

'  When  we  were  fellow-clerks,'  replied  Tregarthen,  '  in  that 
London  house,  it  was  one  of  my  duties  to  enter  daily  in  a  certain 
book  an  account  of  the  sums  received  that  day  by  the  firm,  and 
afterward  paid  into  the  banker's.  One  memorable  day, — a  Wednes- 
day, the  black  day  of  my  life, — among  the  sums  I  so  entered  was 
one  of  five  hundred  pounds.' 

'  1  begin  to  make  it  out,'  said  the  captain.     *  Yes  f 

'  It  was  one  of  Clissold's  duties  to  copy  from  this  entry  a 
memorandum  of  the  simis  which  the  clerk  employed  to  go  to  the 
bankers  paid  in  there.  It  was  my  duty  to  hand  the  money  to 
Clissold  ;  it  was  Clissold's  to  hand  it  to  the  clerk,  with  that  memo- 
randum of  his  writing.  On  that  Wednesday  I  entered  a  sum  of 
five  hundred  pounds  received.  I  handed  that  simi,  as  I  handed 
the  other  sums  in  the  day's  entry,  to  Clissold.  I  was  absolutely 
certain  of  it  at  the  time ;  I  have  been  absolutely  certain  of  it  ever 
since.  A  sum  of  hve  hundred  pounds  was  afterward  found  by 
the  house  to  have  been  that  day  wanting  from  the  bag,  from  Clis- 
sold's memorandum,  and  from  the  entries  in  my  book.  Clissold, 
being  questioned,  stood  upon  his  perfect  clearness  in  the  matter, 
and  emphatically  declared  that  he  asked  no  better  than  to  be 
tested  by  "  Tregarthen's  book."  J\Iy  book  was  examined,  and  the 
entry  of  five  hundred  pounds  was  not  there.' 

'  How  not  there,'  said  the  captain,  'when  you  made  it  yourself?' 

Tregarthen  continued  : — 

'  I  was  then  questioned.  Had  I  made  the  entry?  Certainly 
T  had.  The  house  in-oduced  my  book,  and  it  was  not  there.  I 
could  not  deny  my  book;  I  could  not  deny  my  writing.  I  knew 
there  must  be  forgery  by  some  one ;  but  the  writing  was  wonder- 
fidly  like  mine,  and  1  could  impeach  no  one  if  the  house  could  not. 
1  was  required  to  pay  the  money  back.  I  did  so;  and  I  left  the 
Louse,  almost  broken-hearted,  rather  than  remain  there, — even  if 
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I  could  have  done  so, — with  a  dark  shadow  of  suspicion  always 
on  ine.  1  returned  to  my  native  place,  Lanrean,  and  remained 
there,  clerk  to  a  mine,  until  I  was  appointed  to  my  little  post 
here.' 

'  I  well  remember,'  said  the  captain,  '  that  I  told  you  that  if 
you  had  no  experience  of  ill  judgments  on  deceiving  appearances, 
you  were  a  lucky  man.  You  went  hurt  at  that,  and  I  see  why. 
I'm  sorry.' 

'  Thus  it  is,'  said  Tregarthen.  '  Of  my  own  innocence  I  have 
of  course  been  sure ;  it  has  been  at  once  my  comfort  and  my  trial. 
Of  Clissold  I  have  always  had  suspicions  almost  amounting  to 
certainty ;  but  they  have  never  been  confirmed  until  now.  For  my 
daughter's  sake  and  for  my  own  I  have  carried  this  subject  in  my 
own  heart,  as  the  only  secret  of  my  life,  and  have  long  believed 
that  it  would  die  with  me.' 

'  Wa'al,  my  good  sir,'  said  the  captain  cordially,  '  the  present 
question  is,  and  will  be  long,  I  hope,  concerning  living,  and  not 
dying.  Now,  here  are  our  two  honest  friends,  the  loving  Ray- 
brock  and  the  slow.  Here  they  stand,  agreed  on  one  point,  on 
which  I'd  back  'em  round  the  woi-ld,  and  right  across  it  from  north 
to  south,  and  then  again  from  east  to  west,  and  through  it,  from 
your  deepest  Cornish  mine  to  China.  It  is,  that  they  will  never 
use  this  same  so-often- mentioned  siim  of  money,  and  that  restitu- 
tion of  it  must  be  made  to  you.  These  two,  the  loving  member 
and  the  slow,  for  the  sake  of  the  right  and  of  their  father's  memory, 
will  have  it  ready  for  you  to-morrow.  Take  it,  and  ease  their 
minds  and  mine,  and  end  a  most  unforl'nate  transaction.' 

Tregarthen  took  the  captain  by  the  hand,  and  gave  his  hand 
to  each  of  the  young  men,  but  positively  and  finally  answered  No. 
He  said,  they  trusted  to  his  word,  and  he  was  glad  of  it,  and  at 
rest  in  his  mind  ;  but  there  was  no  proof,  and  the  money  must 
remain  as  it  was.  All  were  very  earnest  over  this ;  and  earnest- 
ness in  men,  when  they  are  right  and  true,  is  so  impressive,  that 
Wr.  Pettifer  deserted  his  cookery  and  looked  on  quite  moved. 

'  And  so,'  said  the  captain, '  so  we  come — as  that  lawyer-critter 
over  yonder  where  we  were  this  morning  might — to  mere  proof; 
do  we  ?  We  must  have  it ;  must  we  ?  How  ?  From  this  Clis- 
sold's  wanderings,  and  from  what  you  say,  it  ain't  hard  to  make 
out  that  there  was  a  neat  forgery  of  your  writing  committed  by 
the  too  smart  rowdy  that  was  grease  and  ashes  when  I  made  his 
acquaintance,  and  a  substitution  of  a  forged  leaf  in  your  book  for 
a  real  and  true  leaf  torn  out.  Now  was  that  real  and  true  leaf 
then  and  there  destroyed  ?  No, — for  says  he,  in  his  drunken  way, 
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be  slipped  it  into  a  crack  in  his  own  desk,  because  you  came  into 
tlie  office  before  there  was  time  to  burn  it,  and  could  never  get 
back  to  it  arterwards.  Wait  a  bit.  Where  is  that  desk  now  ? 
Do  3'OU  consider  it  likely  to  be  in  America-stj^uare,  London  City?' 

Tregarthen  shook  his  head. 

'  The  house  has  not,  for  years,  transacted  business  in  that 
place.  I  have  heard  of  it,  and  read  of  it,  as  removed,  enlarged, 
every  way  altered.     Things  alter  so  fast  in  these  times.' 

'  You  think  so,'  returned  the  captain,  with  compassion ;  *  but 
you  should  come  over  and  see  me  afore  you  talk  about  that.  Wa'al, 
now.  This  desk,  this  paper, — this  paper,  this  desk,'  said  the  cap- 
tain, ruminating  and  walking  about,  and  looking,  in  his  uneasy 
abstraction,  into  Mr.  Pettifer's  hat  on  a  table,  among  other  things. 
'This  desk,  this  paper,— this  paper,  this  desk,'  the  captain  con- 
tinued, musing  and  roaming  about  the  room,  '  I'd  give — ' 

However,  he  gave  nothing,  but  took  up  his  steward's  hat  in- 
stead, and  stood  looking  into  it,  as  if  he  had  just  come  into  church. 
After  that  he  roamed  again,  and  again  said,  '  This  desk,  belonging 
to  this  House  of  Dringworth  Drolhers,  America-square,  Loudon 
City-' 

Mr.  Pettifer,  still  strangely  moved,  and  now  more  moved  than 
before,  cut  the  captain  off  as  he  backed  across  the  room,  and  be- 
spake  him  thus : — 

'  Captain  Jorgan,  I  have  been  wishful  to  enp^age  your  atten- 
tion, but  I  couldn't  do  it.  I  am  unwilling  to  interrupt  Captain 
Jorgan,  but  I  must  do  it.    /  know  something  about  that  house.' 

The  captain  stood  stock-still,  and  looked  at  him, — with  his 
(Mr.  Pettifer's)  hat  under  his  arm. 

'  You're  aware,'  pursued  his  steward,  '  that  I  was  once  in  the 
br»;king  business,  Captain  Jorgan  V 

'  I  was  aware,'  said  the  captain,  '  that  you  had  failed  in  that 
calling,  and  in  half  the  businesses  going,  Tom.' 

'  Not  quite  so.  Captain  Jorgan ;  but  I  failed  in  the  broking 
business.  I  was  partners  witli  my  brother,  sir.  There  was  a  sale 
of  old  office  furniture  at  Dringworth  Brothers'  when  the  house  was 
moved  from  America-s(]nare,  and  me  and  my  brother  made  what 
we  call  in  the  trade  a  Deal  there,  sir.  And  I'll  make  bold  to  say. 
sir,  that  the  oidy  thing  1  ever  had  from  my  brother,  or  from  any 
relation, — for  my  relations  have  mostly  taken  property  from  me 
instead  of  giving  me  any, — was  an  old  desk  we  bought  at  that 
same  sale,  with  a  crack  in  it.  My  brother  wouldn't  have  given 
me  even  that,  when  we  broke  partnership,  if  it  had  been  wortii 
anything.' 

'  Where  is  that  desk  now  ?'  said  the  captain. 
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'"Well,  Captain  Jorgan,'  replied  the  steward,  'I  couldn't  say 
foi  certain  where  it  is  U(jw ;  but  when  I  saw  it  last, — which  was 
last  time  we  were  outward-bound, — it  was  at  a  very  nice  lady's  at 
Wapping,  along  with  a  little  chest  of  mine  which  was  detained  for 
a  small  matter  of  a  bill  owing.' 

The  captain,  instead  of  paying  that  rapt  attention  to  his 
steward  wliich  was  rendered  by  the  other  three  persons  present, 
went  to  Church  again,  in  respect  of  the  steward's  hat.  And  a 
most  especially  agitated  and  memorable  face  the  captain  produced 
from  it,  after  a  short  pause. 

'  Now,  Tom,'  said  the  captain,  '  I  spoke  to  yon,  when  we  first 
came  here,  respecting  your  constitutional  weakness  on  the  subject 
of  sunstroke.' 

'  You  did,  sir.' 

'  Will  my  slow  friend,'  said  the  captain,  *  lend  me  his  arm,  or 
I  shall  sink  right  back'ards  into  this  blessed  steward's  cookery  ? 
Now,  Tom,'  pursued  the  captain,  when  the  required  assistance  was 
given,  '  on  your  oath  as  a  steward,  didn't  you  take  that  desk  to 
pieces  to  make  a  better  one  of  it,  and  put  it  together  fresh, — or 
something  of  the  kind  V 

'  On  my  oath  I  did,  sir,'  replied  the  steward. 

'  And  by  the  blessing  of  Heaven,  my  friends,  one  and  all,* 
cried  the  captain,  radiant  with  joy, — '  of  the  Heaven  that  put  it 
into  this  Tom  Pettifer's  head  to  take  so  much  care  of  his  head 
against  the  bright  sun, — he  lined  his  hat  with  the  original  leaf  in 
Tregarthen's  writing, — and  here  it  is  !' 

With  that  the  captain,  to  the  utter  destruction  of  Mr.  Pettifer'a 
favourite  hat,  produced  the  book-leaf,  very  much  worn,  but  still 
legible,  and  gave  both  his  legs  such  tremendous  slaps  that  they 
were  heard  far  off  in  the  bay,  and  never  accounted  for. 

*  A  quarter  past  five  p.m.,'  said  the  captain,  pulling  out  his 
watch,  '  and  that's  thirty-three  hours  and  a  quarter  in  all,  and  a 
pritty  run !' 

How  they  were  all  overpowered  with  delight  and  triumph ;  how 
the  money  was  restored,  then  and  there,  to  Tregarthen  ;  how 
Tregarthen,  then  and  there,  gave  it  all  to  his  daughter;  how  the 
captain  undertook  to  go  to  Dringworth  Brothers  and  reestablish 
the  reputation  of  their  forgotten  old  clerk ;  how  Kitty  came  in, 
and  was  nearly  torn  to  pieces,  and  the  marriage  was  reappointed, 
needs  not  to  be  told.  Nor  how  she  and  the  young  fisherman  went 
home  to  the  post-ofiice  to  prepare  the  way  for  the  captain's  coming, 
by  declaring  him  to  be  the  mightiest  of  men,  who  had  made  ail 


204  A  MESSAGE  FROM  THE  SEA. 

their  fortunes, — and  then  dutifully  withdrew  together,  in  order 
that  he  might  have  the  domestic  coast  entirely  to  himself.  How 
he  availed  himself  of  it  is  all  that  remains  to  tell. 

Deeply  delighted  with  his  trust,  and  putting  his  heart  into  it, 
he  raised  the  latch  of  the  post-office  parlour  where  Mrs.  Eaybrock 
and  the  young  widow  sat,  and  said, — 

'  May  I  come  in  ?' 

'  Sure  you  may,  Captain  Jorgan!'  replied  the  old  lady.  'And 
good  reason  you  have  to  be  fi'ee  of  the  house,  though  you  have  not 
been  too  well  used  in  it  by  some  who  ought  to  have  known  better. 
I  ask  your  pardon.' 

'  No,  you  don't,  ma'am,'  said  the  captain,  '  for  I  won't  let  you. 
Wa'al,  to  be  sure  !' 

By  this  time  he  had  taken  a  chair  on  the  hearth  between  them. 

'  Never  felt  such  an  evil  spirit  in  the  whole  course  of  my  life ! 
There  !  I  tell  you  !  I  could  a'most  have  cut  my  own  connection. 
Like  the  dealer  in  my  country,  away  West,  who  when  he  had  let 
himself  be  outdone  in  a  bargain,  said  to  himself,  "  Now  I  tell  you 
what  I  I'll  never  speak  to  you  again."  And  he  never  did,  but 
joined  a  settlement  of  oysters,  and  translated  the  multiplication- 
table  into  their  language, — \vhich  is  a  fact  that  can  be  proved.  If 
you  doubt  it,  mention  it  to  any  oyster  you  come  across,  and  see  if 
he'll  have  the  face  to  contradict  it.' 

He  took  the  child  from  hermotlier's  lap  and  set  it  on  his  knee. 

'  Not  a  bit  afraid  of  me  now,  you  see.  Knows  I  am  fond  of 
small  people.  I  have  a  child,  and  she's  a  girl,  and  I  sing  to  her 
sometimes.' 

*  What  do  you  sing  ?'  asked  Margaret. 

'  Not  a  long  song,  my  dear. 

Silas  Jorgan 
Pliiyed  the  organ. 

That's  about  all.  And  sometimes  I  tell  her  stories, — stories  of 
sailors  supposed  to  be  lost,  and  recovered  after  all  hope  was  aban- 
doned.'    Here  the  captain  musingly  went  back  to  his  song, — 

Silas  Jorgan 
Played  the  organ  j 

repeating  it  with  his  eyes  on  the  fire,  as  he  softly  danced  the  child 
on  his  knee.      For  he  felt  that  Margaret  had  stopped  working. 

'  Yes,'  said  the  captain,  still  looking  at  the  tire.  '1  make  up 
stories  and  tell  'em  to  that  child.  Stories  of  shipwreck  on  desert 
islands,  and  long  delay  in  getting  back  to  civilised  lands.  It  is  to 
stories  the  like  of  that,  mostly,  that 

Silas  Jorgan 
Plays  the  organ.' 
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There  was  no  light  in  the  room  but  the  light  of  the  fire ;  for 
the  shades  of  night  were  on  the  village,  ami  the  slurs  had  begun 
to  peep  out  of  the  sky  one  by  one,  as  the  houses  of  the  village 
peeped  out  from  among  the  foliage  when  the  night  departed.  Tiie 
captain  felt  that  Margaret's  eyes  were  upon  him,  and  thought  it 
discreetest  to  keep  his  own  eyes  on  the  tire. 

'  Yes ;  I  make  'em  up,'  said  the  captain.  '  I  make  up  stories 
of  brothers  brought  together  by  the  good  providence  of  God, — of 
sons  brought  back  to  mothers,  husbands  brought  back  to  wives, 
fathers  raised  from  the  deep,  for  little  children  like  herself.' 

Margaret's  touch  was  on  his  arm,  and  he  could  not  choose  but 
look  round  now,  Next  moment  her  hand  moved  imploringly  to 
his  breast,  and  she  was  on  her  knees  before  him, — supporting  the 
mother,  who  was  also  kneeling. 

*  What's  the  matter  V  said  the  captain.     '  What's  the  matter  ? 

Silas  Jorgan 
Played  the  — ' 

Their  looks  and  tears  were  too  much  for  him,  and  he  could  not 
finish  the  song,  short  as  it  was. 

'  Mistress  Margaret,  you  have  borne  ill  fortune  well.  Could 
you  bear  good  fortune  equally  well,  if  it  was  to  come  V 

'  I  hope  so.     I  thankfully  and  humbly  and  earnestly  hope  so!' 

'  Wa'al,  my  dear,'  said  the  captain,  '  p'r'aps  it  has  come.  He's 
— don't  be  frightened — shall  I  say  the  word — ' 

'  Alive  ]' 

'Yes!' 

The  thanks  they  fervently  addressed  to  Heaven  were  again  too 
much  for  the  captain,  who  o[)cnly  took  out  his  handkerchief  and 
dried  his  eyes. 

'He's  no  further  off,'  resumed  the  captain,  'than  mj-  country. 
Indeed,  he's  no  further  off  than  his  own  native  countiy.  To  tell 
you  the  truth,  he's  no  further  off  than  Falmouth.  Indeed,  I  doul)t 
if  he's  quite  so  fur.  Indeed,  if  you  was  sure  you  could  bear  it 
nicely,  and  I  w^as  to  do  no  more  than  whistle  for  him — ' 

The  captain's  trust  was  discharged.  A  rush  came,  and  they 
were  all  together  again. 

This  was  a  fine  opportunity  for  Tom  Pettifer  to  appear  with  a 
tumbler  of  cold  water,  and  he  presently  appeared  with  it,  and  ad- 
ministered it  to  the  ladies;  at  the  same  time  soothing  them,  and 
composing  their  dresses,  exactly  as  if  they  had  been  passengers 
crossing  the  Channel.  The  extent  to  which  the  captain  slapped 
his  legs,  when  Mr.  Pettifer  acquitted  himself  of  this  act  of  steward- 
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ship,  could  have  bt'cn  thoroughly  appreciated  by  no  one  but  him- 
self; inasmuch  as  he  must  have  slapped  them  black  and  blue,  and 
they  must  have  smarted  tremendously. 

He  couldn't  stay  for  the  wedding,  having  a  few  appointments 
to  keep  at  the  irreconcilable  distance  of  about  four  thousand  miles. 
So  next  morning  all  the  village  cheered  him  up  to  the  level  ground 
above,  and  there  he  shook  hanrls  with  a  complete  Census  of  its 
population,  and  invited  the  Avhole,  without  exception,  to  come  and 
stay  several  months  with  him  at  Salem,  Mass.,  U.S.  And  there 
as  lie  stood  on  the  spot  where  be  had  seen  that  little  golden  picture 
of  love  and  parting,  and  from  which  he  could  that  morning  con- 
template anotlier  golden  picture  with  a  vista  of  golden  years  in  it, 
little  Kilty  put  her  arms  arcjund  his  neck,  and  kissed  him  on  both 
his  bronzed  cheeks,  and  laid  her  pretty  face  upon  his  storm-beaten 
breast,  in  sight  of  all, — asliamed  to  have  called  such  a  noble  cap- 
tain names.  And  there  the  cajitain  waved  his  hat  over  his  head 
three  final  times  ;  and  there  hf  was  last  seen,  going  away  accom- 
panied by  Tom  Pettifer  Ho,  and  carrying  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 
Anil  tliero,  before  that  ground  was  softened  with  the  fallen  leaves 
of  three  more  summers,  a  rosy  little  boy  took  his  first  unsteady 
run  to  a  lair  young  mothers  breast,  and  the  name  of  that  infant 
fibherman  was  Jor;jan  Kav brock. 


TOM  TIDDLER'S  GROUND. 


TOM  TIDDLER'S   GROUXD. 

IN  THREE  CHAPTEES.* 


PICKING  UP  SOOT  AN'D  CINDERS. 

'  And  why  Tom  Tiddler's  ground  ?'  asked  t!ie  Tras^eller. 

'Because  lie  scatters  halfpence  to  Tramps  and  such-like,'  re- 
turned the  Landlord,  '  and  of  course  they  pick  'em  up.  And  this 
being  done  on  his  own  land  (which  it  is  his  own  land,  you  observe, 
a'jd  were  his  family's  before  him),  why  it  is  but  regarding  the  half- 
pence as  gold  and  silver,  and  turning  the  ownership  of  the  pro- 
jjerty  a  bit  round  your  finger,  and  there  you  have  the  name  of 
the  children's  game  complete.  And  it's  appropriate  too,'  said  the 
Landlord,  with  liis  favourite  action  of  stooping  a  little,  to  look 
across  the  table  out  of  window  at  vacancy,  under  the  window- 
blind  which  vras  half  drawn  down.  '  Leastwise  it  has  been  so 
considered  by  many  gentlemen  which  have  partook  of  chops  and 
tea  in  the  jiresent  humble  parlour.' 

The  Traveller  was  partaking  of  chops  and  tea  in  the  present 
humble  parlour,  and  the  Landlord's  shot  was  tired  obliquely  at  him. 

'  And  you  call  him  a  Hermit?'  said  the  Traveller. 

'  They  call  him  such,'  returned  the  Landlord,  evading  personal 
responsibility;   'he  is  in  general  so  considered.' 

'  What  is  a  Hermit  ?'  asked  the  Traveller. 

'  What  is  it  ?'  repeated  the  Landlord,  drawing  his  hand  across 
his  chin. 

'  Yes,  what  is  it  ?' 

The  Landlord  stooped  again,  to  get  a  more  comprehensive 
view  of  vacancy  under  tlie  window-blind,  and — with  an  asphyxi  • 
atcd  appearance  on  him  as  one  unaccustomed  to  definition — made 
no  answer, 

*  The  original  has  seven  chapters ;  but  those  not  printed  here  were 
not  written  by  Mr.  Dickens. 

V 
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'  I'll  tell  you  wliat  I  suppose  it  to  be,'  said  the  Traveller.  'An 
abominably  dirty  tbing.' 

'  Mr.  ]\Iopps  is  dirty,  it  cannot  be  denied,'  said  the  Landlord. 

*  Intolerably  conceited.' 

'  Mr.  Mopes  is  vain  of  tbe  life  he  leads,  some  do  say,'  replied 
the  Landlord,  as  another  concession. 

*A  slothful,  unsavoury,  nasty  reversal  of  the  laws  of  human 
nature,'  said  the  Traveller;  'and  for  the  sake  of  God's  working 
world  and  its  wholesomeness,  both  moral  and  physical,  I  would 
j)ut  the  thing  on  the  treadmill  (if  I  had  my  way)  wherever  I  found 
it ;  whether  on  a  pillar,  or  in  a  hole ;  whether  on  Tom  Tiddler's 
ground,  or  the  Pope  of  Rome's  ground,  or  a  Hindoo  fakeer's 
ground,  or  any  other  ground.' 

'I  don't  know  about  putting  Mr.  Mopes  on  the  treadmill,' 
said  the  Landlord,  shaking  his  head  very  seriously.  '  There  ain't 
a  doubt  but  what  be  has  got  landed  property.' 

'  How  far  may  it  be  to  this  said  Tom  Tiddler's  ground  Y  asked 
the  Traveller. 

'  Put  it  at  five  mile,'  returned  the  Landlord. 

'  Well  !  When  I  have  done  my  breakfast,'  said  the  Traveller, 
'  I'll  go  there.  I  came  over  here  this  morning,  to  find  it  out  and 
see  it.' 

'  Many  does,'  observed  the  Landlord. 

The  conversation  passed,  in  the  Midsummer  weather  of  no 
remote  year  of  grace,  down  among  the  pleasant  dales  and  trout- 
streams  of  a  green  English  coimty.  No  matter  what  county. 
Enough  that  you  may  hunt  there,  shoot  there,  fish  there,  traverse 
hmg  grass-grown  Koman  roads  there,  open  ancient  barrows  there, 
see  many  a  square  mile  of  richly  cultivated  land  there,  and  hold 
Arcadian  talk  with  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride,  who 
will  tell  you  (if  you  want  to  know)  how  pastoral  housekeeping  is 
(lone  on  nine  shillings  a  week. 

Mr.  Traveller  sat  at  bis  breakfast  in  the  little  sanded  parlour 
of  the  Peal  of  Bells  village  alehouse,  with  the  dew  and  dust  of  an 
early  walk  uj)on  bis  sIkh's— an  early  walk  by  road  and  meadow 
and  co]jpice,  that  had  sprinkled  him  bountifully  with  little  blades 
of  grass,  and  scraps  of  new  hay,  and  with  leaves  both  young  and 
old,  and  with  other  such  fragrant  tokens  of  the  freshness  and 
wealth  of  summer.  The  window  througli  which  the  landlord  had 
concentrated  his  gaze  upon  vncancv  was  shaded,  because  the  morn- 
ing sun  was  hot  and  bright  on  the  vilhige  street.  The  village 
blreet  was  like  most  other  village  streets:  wide  for  its  height, 
silent  foj  its  size,  and  drowsy  in  the  dullest  degree.    The  quietest 
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little  dwellings  with  the  largest  of  window-shntters  (to  shut  up 
Nothing  as  carefully  as  if  it  were  the  ^Slint,  or  the  Bank  of  Eng- 
land) had  called  in  the  Doctor's  house  so  suddenly,  that  his  brass 
door-plate  and  three  stories  stood  among  them  as  conspicuous 
and  difierent  as  the  Doctor  himself  in  his  broadcloth,  among  the 
smock-frocks  of  his  patients.  The  village  residences  seemed  to 
have  gone  to  law  with  a  similar  absence  of  consideration,  for  a 
score  of  weak  little  lath- and -plaster  cabins  clung  in  confusion 
about  the  Attorney's  red-brick  house,  which,  with  glaring  door- 
steps and  a  most  terrific  scraper,  seemed  to  serve  all  manner  of 
ejectments  upon  them.  They  were  as  various  as  labourers — high- 
shouldered,  wry-necked,  one-eyed,  goggle-eyed,  squinting,  bow- 
legged,  knock- knee'd,  rheumatic,  crazy.  Some  of  the  small 
tradesmen's  houses,  such  as  the  crockery-shop  and  the  harness- 
makers,  had  a  Cyclops  window  in  the  middle  of  the  gable,  within 
an  inch  or  two  of  its  apex,  suggesting  that  some  forlorn  rural 
Prentice  must  wriggle  himself  into  that  apartment  horizontally, 
when  he  retired  to  rest,  after  the  manner  of  the  worm.  So 
bountiful  in  its  abundance  was  the  surrounding  country,  and  so 
lean  and  scant  the  village,  that  one  might  have  thought  the  vil- 
lage had  sown  and  planted  everything  it  once  possessed,  to  con- 
vert the  same  into  crops.  This  would  account  for  the  bareness 
of  the  little  shops,  the  bareness  of  the  few  boards  and  trestles 
designed  for  market  purposes  in  a  corner  of  the  street,  the  bare- 
ness of  the  obsolete  Inn  and  Inn  Yard,  with  the  ominous  inscrip- 
tion '  Excise  Office,'  not  yet  faded  out  frum  the  gateway,  as  indi- 
cating the  very  last  thing  that  poverty  could  get  rid  of.  This 
would  also  account  for  the  determined  abandonment  of  the  village 
by  one  stray  dog,  fast  lessening  in  the  perspective  where  the  white 
posts  and  the  pond  were,  and  would  explain  his  conduct  on  the 
hypothesis  that  he  was  going  (through  the  act  of  suicide)  to  con- 
vert himself  into  manure,  and  become  a  part  proprietor  in  turnips 
or  mangold-wurzel, 

Mr.  Traveller  having  finished  his  breakfast  and  paid  his 
moderate  score,  walked  out  to  the  threshold  of  the  Peal  of  Bells, 
and,  thence  directed  by  the  pointing  finger  of  his  host,  betuok 
himself  towards  the  ruined  hermitage  of  Mr,  Mopes  the  hermit. 

For,  Mr.  Mopes,  by  suffering  everything  about  him  to  go  to 
ruin,  and  by  dressing  himself  in  a  blanket  and  skewer,  and  by 
steeping  himself  in  soot  and  grease  and  other  nastiness,  had  ac- 
quired great  renown  in  all  that  country-side — far  greater  renown 
than  he  could  ever  have  won  for  himself,  if  his  career  had  been 
that  of  any  ordinary  Christian,  or  decent  Hottentot.     He  had  even 
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blanketed  and  skewered  and  sooted  and  greased  himself,  into  the 
London  papers.  And  it  ■svas  curious  to  find,  as  Mr.  Traveller 
found  by  stopping  for  a  new  direction  at  this  farm-house  or  at  that 
cottage  as  he  went  along,  with  liow  much  accuracy  the  morbid 
IVIofies  had  counted  on  the  weakness  of  his  neighbours  to  embel- 
lish him.  A  mist  of  home-brewed  marvel  and  romance  surrounded 
Mopes,  in  which  (as  in  all  fogs)  the  real  proportions  of  the  real 
object  were  extravagantly  heightened.  He  had  murdered  his 
beautiful  beloved  in  a  fit  of  jealousy  and  was  doing  penance ;  he 
had  made  a  vow  under  the  influence  of  grief;  he  had  made  a  vow 
under  the  influence  of  a  fatal  accident;  he  had  made  a  vow  under 
the  influence  of  religion ;  he  had  made  a  vow  under  the  influence 
of  drink ;  he  had  made  a  vow  under  the  influence  of  disappoint- 
ment ;  he  had  never  made  any  vow,  but  '  had  got  led  into  it'  by 
the  possession  of  a  mighty  and  most  awful  secret;  he  was  enor- 
mously rich,  he  was  stupendously  charitable,  he  was  profoundly 
learned,  he  saw  spectres,  he  knew  and  could  do  all  kinds  of  won- 
ders. Some  said  he  went  out  every  night,  and  was  met  by  terri- 
fied wayfarers  stalking  along  dark  roads,  others  said  he  never  went 
out,  some  kni^w  his  penance  to  be  nearly  expired,  others  had  posi- 
tive information  that  his  seclusion  was  not  a  penance  at  all,  and 
would  never  expire  but  with  himself.  Even,  as  to  the  easy  facts 
of  how  old  he  was,  or  how  long  he  had  held  verminous  occupa- 
tion of  his  blanket  and  skewer,  no  consistent  information  was  to 
be  got,  from  those  who  must  know  if  tliey  would.  He  was  repre- 
sented as  being  all  the  ages  between  five-and-twenty  and  sixty,  and 
as  having  been  a  hermit  seven  years,  twelve,  tvv'enty,  thirty, — 
thougii  twenty,  on  the  whole,  appeared  the  favourite  term. 

'  Well,  well !'  said  Mr.  Traveller.  '  At  any  rate,  let  us  see 
what  a  real  live  Hermit  looks  like.' 

So,  Mr.  Traveller  went  on,  and  on,  and  on,  until  he  came  to 
Tom  Tiddler's  Ground. 

It  was  a  nook  in  a  rustic  by-road,  which  the  genius  of  Mopes 
had  laid  waste  as  completely,  as  if  he  had  been  burn  an  Emperor 
and  a  Conqueror,  Its  centre  object  was  a  dwelling-house,  suf- 
ficiently substantial,  all  the  window-glass  of  wliicli  had  been  long 
ago  abolished  by  the  surprising  genius  of  Mopes,  and  ail  the  win- 
dows of  which  were  barred  across  with  rongb-^plit  logs  of  trees 
nailed  over  them  on  the  outside.  A  rickyard,  liip-high  in  veget- 
able rankness  and  ruin,  contained  outbuildings,  fnmi  which  the 
thatch  had  lightly  fluttered  away,  on  all  the  winds  of  all  the  sea- 
sons of  the  year,  and  from  which  the  planks  and  beams  had  heavily 
dropped  and  rotted.     The  frosts  and  damps  of  winter,  and  the 
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heats  of  summer,  had  warped  what  wreck  remained,  so  that  not  a 
post  or  a  board  retained  the  position  it  was  meant  to  hold,  but 
everything  was  twisted  from  its  purpose,  hke  its  owner,  and  de- 
graded and  debased.  In  this  homestead  of  the  sluggard,  behind 
the  ruined  hedge,  and  sinking  away  among  the  ruined  grass  and 
the  nettles,  were  the  last  perishing  fragments  of  certain  ricks  : 
which  had  gradually  mildewed  and  collapsed,  until  they  looked 
like  mounds  of  rotten  honeycomb,  or  dirty  sponge.  Tom  Tiddler's 
ground  could  even  show  its  ruined  water;  for,  there  was  a  slimy  pond 
into  which  a  tree  or  two  had  fallen — one  soppy  trunk  and  branclies 
lay  across  it  then — which  in  its  accumulation  of  stagnant  weed,  and 
in  its  black  decomposition,  and  in  all  its  foulness  and  filth,  was  al- 
most comforting,  regarded  as  the  only  water  that  could  have  reflecte<l 
the  shameful  place  without  seeming  polluted  by  that  low  office. 

Mr.  Traveller  looked  all  around  him  on  Tom  Tiddler's  ground, 
and  his  glance  at  last  encountered  a  dusty  Tinker  lying  among  the 
weeds  and  rank  grass,  in  the  shade  of  the  dwelling-house.  A 
rough  walking-staff  lay  on  the  ground  by  his  side,  and  his  head 
rested  on  a  small  wallet.  He  met  Mr.  Traveller's  eye  without 
lifting  up  his  head,  merely  depressing  his  chin  a  little  (for  he  was 
lying  on  his  back)  to  get  a  better  view  of  him. 

'  Good  day  !'  said  Mr.  Traveller. 

'  Same  to  you,  if  you  like  it,'  returned  the  Tinker. 

*  Don't  you  like  it?     It's  a  very  fine  day.' 

'  I  ain't  partickler  in  weather,'  returned  the  Tinker,  with  a 
yawn. 

Mr.  Traveller  had  walked  up  to  where  he  lay,  and  was  look- 
ing down  at  him.     '  This  is  a  curious  place,'  said  Mr.  Traveller. 

'  Ay,  I  suppose  so  !'  returned  the  Tinker.  '  Tom  Tiddler's 
ground,  they  call  this.' 

*  Are  you  well  acquainted  with  it  ?' 

*  Never  saw  it  afore  to-day,'  said  the  Tinker,  with  another 
yawn,  '  and  don't  care  if  I  never  see  it  again.  There  was  a  man 
here  just  now,  told  me  Avhat  it  was  called.  If  you  want  to  see  Tom 
himself,  you  nuist  go  in  at  that  gate.'  He  faiutly  indicated  with  his 
chin  a  little  mean  ruin  of  a  wooden  gate  at  the  side  of  the  house. 

*  Have  you  seen  Tom  V 

'  No,  and  I  ain't  partickler  to  see  him.  I  can  see  a  dirty  man 
anywhere.' 

'  He  does  not  live  in  the  house,  then  V  said  Sir.  Traveller, 
casting  his  eyes  upon  the  house  anew. 

'  The  man  said,'  returned  the  Tinker,  rather  irritaltly, — '  hiui 
as  was  here  just  now,-;— "  this  what  you're  a  lying  on,  mate,  is 
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Tom  Tiddler's  ground.  And  if  you  want  to  see  Tom,"  he  says, 
"you  must  go  in  at  that  gate."  The  man  come  out  at  that  gate 
himself,  and  he  ought  to  know.' 

*  Certainly,'  said  Mr.  Traveller. 

'  Though,  perhaps,'  exclaimed  the  Tinker,  so  stnick  by  the 
brightness  of  his  own  idea,  that  it  had  the  electric  effect  upon  him 
of  causing  him  to  lift  up  his  head  an  inch  or  so,  '  perhaps  he  was 
a  liar  !  He  told  some  rum'uns — him  as  was  here  just  now,  did 
about  this  place  of  Tom's.  He  says — him  as  was  here  just  now 
— "  When  Tom  shut  up  the  house,  mate,  to  go  to  rack,  the  l^eds 
was  left,  all  made,  like  as  if  somebody  was  a  going  to  sleep  in 
every  bed.  And  if  you  was  to  walk  through  the  bedrooms  now, 
you'd  see  the  ragged  mouldy  bedclothes  a  heaving  and  a  heaving 
like  seas.  And  a  heaving  and  a  heaving  with  what?"  he  says. 
"  Why,  with  the  rats  under  'em." ' 

'  1  wish  I  had  seen  that  man,'  Mr.  Traveller  remarked. 

'  You'd  have  been  welcome  to  see  him  instead  of  me  seeing 
him,'  growled  the  Tinker ;   '  for  he  was  a  long-winded  one.' 

Not  without  a  sense  of  injury  in  the  remembrance,  the  Tinker 
gloomily  closed  his  eyes.  Mr.  Traveller,  deeming  the  Tinker  a 
short-winded  one,  from  whom  no  further  breath  of  information 
was  to  be  derived,  betook  himself  to  the  gate. 

Swung  upon  its  rusty  hinges,  it  admitted  him  into  a  yard  in 
which  there  was  nothing  to  be  seen  but  an  outhouse  attached  to 
the  ruined  building,  with  a  barred  window  in  it.  As  there  were 
traces  of  many  recent  footsteps  under  this  window,  and  as  it  was 
a  low  window,  and  unglazed,  Mr.  Traveller  made  bold  to  peep 
within  the  bars.  And  there  to  be  sure  he  had  a  real  live  Hermit  be- 
fore him,  and  could  judge  how  the  real  dead  Hermits  used  to  look. 

He  was  lying  on  a  bank  of  soot  and  cinders,  on  the  floor,  in 
front  of  a  rusty  fireplace.  There  was  nothing  else  in  the  dark 
little  kitchen,  or  scullery,  or  whatever  his  den  had  been  originally 
used  as,  but  a  table  with  a  litter  of  old  bottles  on  it.  A  rat  made 
a  clatter  among  these  bottles,  jumped  down,  and  ran  over  the  real 
live  Hermit  on  his  way  to  his  hole,  or  the  man  in  his  hole  would 
not  have  been  so  easily  discernible.  Tickled  in  the  face  by  the 
rat's  tail,  the  owner  of  Tom  Tiddler's  ground  opened  his  eyes,  saw 
]\Ir.  Traveller,  started  up,  and  sprang  to  the  window. 

'  Humph  !'  thought  Mr.  Traveller,  retiring  a  pace  or  two  from 
the  bars.  *  A  compound  of  Newgate,  Bedlam,  a  Debtors'  Prison 
in  the  worst  time,  a  chimney-sweep,  a  mudlark,  and  the  Noble 
(Savage!     A  nice  old  family,  the  Hermit  family.     Hah  !' 

Mr.  Traveller  thought  this,  as  he  silently  confronted  the  sooty 
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object  in  the  blanket  and  skewer  (in  sober  truth  it  wore  notliing 
else),  with  the  matted  hair  and  the  staring  eyes.  Further,  Mr. 
Traveller  thought,  as  the  eyes  surveyed  hira  with  a  very  obvious 
curiosity  in  ascertaining  the  effect  they  produced,  '  Vanity,  vanity, 
vanity  !     Verily,  all  is  vanity  !' 

'  What  is  your  name,  sir,  and  where  do  you  come  from  V 
asked  JNIr.  Mopes  the  Hermit — with  an  air  of  authority,  but  in 
the  ordinary  human  speech  of  one  who  has  been  to  school. 

Mr.  Traveller  answered  the  inquiries. 

'  Did  you  come  here,  sir,  to  see  me  ? 

*  I  did.  I  heard  of  you,  and  I  came  to  see  you. — I  know  you 
like  to  be  seen.'  Mr.  Traveller  coolly  threw  the  last  words  in,  as 
a  matter  of  course,  to  forestall  an  affectation  of  resentment  or  ob- 
jection that  he  saw  rising  beneath  the  grease  and  grime  of  the 
face.     They  had  their  effect. 

'  So,'  said  the  Hermit,  after  a  momentary  silence,  unclasping 
the  bars  by  which  he  had  previously  held,  and  seating  himself 
behind  them  on  the  ledge  of  the  window,  with  his  bare  legs  and 
feet  crouched  up,  '  you  know  I  like  to  be  seen  V 

]\Ir.  Traveller  looked  about  him  for  something  to  sit  on,  and, 
observing  a  billet  of  wood  in  a  corner,  brought  it  near  the  window. 
Deliberately  seating  himself  upon  it,  he  answered,  '  Just  so.' 

Each  looked  at  the  other,  and  each  appeared  to  take  some 
pains  to  get  the  measure  of  the  other. 

'  Then  you  have  come  to  ask  me  why  I  lead  this  life,'  said  the 
Hermit,  frowning  in  a  stormy  manner.  '  I  never  tell  that  to  any 
human  being.     I  will  not  be  asked  that.' 

'  Certainly  you  will  not  be  asked  that  by  me,'  said  Mr.  Tra- 
veller, '  for  I  have  not  the  slightest  desire  to  know.' 

'  You  are  an  uncouth  man,'  said  Mr.  Mopes  the  Hermit. 

*  You  are  another,'  said  Mr.  Traveller. 

The  Hermit,  who  was  plainly  in  the  habit  of  oveiawnng  his  visi- 
tors with  the  novelty  of  his  filth  and  his  blanket  and  skewer,  glared 
at  his  present  visitor  in  some  discomfiture  and  surprise  :  as  if  he  had 
taken  aim  at  him  with  a  sure  gun,  and  his  piece  had  missed  fire. 

'  Why  do  you  come  here  at  all  ?'  he  asked,  after  a  pause. 

*  Upon  my  life,'  said  ]\Ir.  Traveller,  '  I  was  made  to  ask  my- 
self that  very  question  only  a  few  minutes  ago — by  a  Tinker  too.' 

As  he  glanced  towards  the  gate  in  saying  it,  the  Hermit 
glanced  in  that  direction  likewise. 

'  Yes.  He  is  lying  on  his  back  in  the  sunlight  outside,'  said 
Mr.  Traveller,  as  if  he  had  been  asked  concerning  the  man,  '  aud 
he  won't  come  in ;  for  he  says — and  really  very  reasonably — 
"  What  should  I  come  in  for  ?   I  can  see  a  dirty  man  anywhere." ' 
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'  Yoi  are  an  insolent  person.  Go  away  from  my  premises. 
Go  !'  said  the  Hermit,  in  an  imperious  and  angry  tone. 

'  Come,   come  !'   returned  Mr.  Traveller,   quite  undisturbed. 

This  is  a  little  too  much.     You  are  not  going  to  call  yourself 

clean  1     Look  at  your  legs.     And  as  to  these  being  your  pn^- 

mises : — they  are  in  far  too  disgraceful  a  condition  to  claim  any 

j.rivilege  of  ownership,  or  anything  else.' 

The  Hermit  boimced  down  from  his  window-ledge,  and  ca:-t 
himself  on  his  bed  of  soot  and  cinders. 

'  I  am  not  going,'  said  Mr.  Traveller,  glancing  in  after  him  : 
'  you  won't  get  rid  of  me  in  that  way.  You  had  better  come  and  talk.' 

'  I  won't  talk,'  said  the  Hermit,  flouncing  round  to  get  his- 
back  towards  the  window. 

'  Then  I  will,'  said  Mr.  Traveller.  '  Why  should  you  take  it 
ill  that  I  have  no  curiosity  to  know  why  you  live  this  highly 
absurd  and  highly  indecent  life?  When  I  contemplate  a  man  iu 
a  state  of  disease,  surely  there  is  no  moral  obligation  on  me  to  be 
anxious  to  know  how  he  took  it.' 

After  a  short  silence,  the  Hermit  bounced  up  again,  and  came 
back  to  the  barred  window. 

'  What  ?  You  are  not  gone  ?'  he  said,  affecting  to  have  sup- 
posed that  he  was. 

'  Nor  going,'  Mr.  Traveller  replied :  '  I  design  to  pass  this 
summer  day  here.' 

'  How  dare  you  come,  sir,  upon  my  premises '  the  Hermit 

was  returning,  when  his  visitor  interrupted  him. 

'  Jleally,  you  know,  you  must  vot  talk  about  your  premises. 
I  cannot  allow  such  a  place  as  this  to  be  dignified  with  the  name 
of  premises.' 

'  How  dare  you,'  said  the  Hermit,  shaking  his  bars,  '  come  in 
at  my  gate,  to  taunt  me  with  being  in  a  diseased  state  ?' 

'  Why,  Lord  bless  my  soul,'  returned  the  other,  very  com- 
posedly, '  you  have  not  the  face  to  say  that  you  are  in  a  whole- 
some state?  Do  allow  me  again  to  call  your  attention  to  your 
legs.  Scrape  yourself  anywhere — with  anything — and  then  teil 
me  you  are  in  a  wholesome  state.  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Mopes,  that 
you  are  not  only  a  Nuisance ' 

*  A  Nuisance  V  repeated  the  Hermit,  fiercely. 

*  What  is  a  place  in  this  obscene  state  of  dilapidation  but  a 
Nuisance  ?  VYhat  is  a  man  in  your  obscene  state  of  dilapidation 
but  a  Nuisance  ?  Then,  as  you  very  well  know,  you  cannot  do 
without  an  audience,  and  your  audience  is  a  Nuisance.  You 
attract  all  the  disreputable  vagabonds  and  prowlers  within  ten 
miles  round,  by  exhibiting  yourself  to  them  in  that  objectionable 
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blanket,  and  by  throwing  copper  money  among  them,  and  giving 
ttiem  drink  out  of  those  very  dirty  jars  and  l)ottles  that  I  see  in 
there  (their  stomachs  need  be  strong  !) ;  and  in  short,'  said  Mr, 
Traveller,  summing  up  in  a  quietly  and  comfortably  settled 
manner,  '  you  are  a  Nuisance,  and  this  kennel  is  a  Nuisance,  and 
the  audience  that  you  cannot  possibly  dispense  with  is  a  Nuisance, 
and  the  Nuisance  is  not  merely  a  local  Nuisance,  because  it  is  a 
general  Nuisance  to  know  that  there  can  he  such  a  Nuisance  left 
in  civilisation  so  very  long  after  its  time.' 

'Will  vou  go  away  ]   I  have  a  gun  in  here,'  said  the  Hermit. 

*  PooliV 

'  I  have  r 

*  Now,  I  put  it  to  yon.  Did  I  say  yon  had  not?  And  as  to 
going  away,  didn't  I  say  I  am  not  going  away  ?  You  have  made 
me  forget  where  I  was.  I  now  remember  that  I  was  reniarkini^ 
on  your  conduct  being  a  Nuisance.  Moreover,  it  is  in  the  last 
and  lowest  degree  inconsequent  foolishness  and  weakness.' 

'  Weakness  V  echoed  ihe  Hermit. 

*  Weakness,'  said  Mr.  Traveller,  with  his  former  comfortaMy 
settled  final  air. 

'  I  weak,  you  fool  ?'  cried  the  Hermit,  '  I,  who  have  held  to 
my  purpose,  and  my  diet,  and  my  only  bed  there,  all  these  years  f 

'  The  more  the  years,  the  weaker  you,'  returned  Mr.  Traveller, 
'  Though  the  years  are  not  so  n)any  as  folks  say,  and  as  yon 
willingly  take  credit  for.  The  crust  upon  your  face  is  thick  and 
dark,  Mr.  Mopes,  but  I  can  see  enough  of  you  through  it,  to  see 
that  yon  are  still  a  young  man.' 

'  Inconsequent  foolishness  is  lunacy,  I  suppose  ?'  said  the 
Hermit. 

'  I  suppose  it  is  very  like  it,'  answered  Mr.  Traveller. 

'  Do  I  converse  like  a  lunatic  ?' 

'  One  of  us  two  must  have  a  strong  presumption  against  him 
of  being  one,  whether  or  no.  Either  the  clean  and  decorously  clad 
man,  or  the  dirty  and  indecorously  clad  man.    I  don't  say  which.' 

'  Why,  you  self-sufficient  bear,'  said  the  Hermit,  '  not  a  day 
passes  but  I  am  justified  in  my  f)ur})ose  by  the  conversations  I 
h<jld  here  ;  not  a  day  passes  but  I  am  shown,  by  everything  I  hear 
and  see  here,  how  right  and  strong  I  am  in  holding  my  purpose. 

Mr.  Traveller,  lounging  easily  on  his  billet  of  wood,  took  out 
a  pocket  pipe  and  began  to  fill  it.  '  Now,  that  a  man,'  he  said, 
appealing  to  the  sunmier  sky  as  he  did  so,  '  that  a  man — even 
behind  bars,  in  a  blanket  and  skewer — should  tell  me  that  he  can 
see,  from  day  to  day,  any  orders  or  conditions  of  men,  women,  or 
children,  who  can  by  any  possibility  teach  him  that  it  is  anything 
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but  the  miserablest  drivelling  for  a  liuman  creature  to  quarrel  with 
his  social  nature — not  to  go  so  far  as  to  say,  to  renounce  his 
common  human  decency,  for  that  is  an  extreme  case ;  or  who  can 
teach  him  that  he  can  in  any  wise  separate  himself  from  his  kind 
and  the  habits  of  his  kind,  without  becoming  a  deteriorated  spec- 
tacle calculated  to  give  the  Devil  (and  perhaps  the  monkeys)  plea- 
sure,— is  something  wonderful !  I  repeat,'  said  Mr.  Traveller,  begin- 
ning to  smoke,  '  the  unreasoning  hardiliood  of  it,  is  something 
wonderful — even  in  a  man  with  the  dirt  upon  him  an  inch  or  two 
thick — behind  bars — hi  a  blanket  and  skewer  !' 

The  Hermit  looked  at  him  irresolutely,  and  retired  to  his  soot 
and  cinders  and  lay  down,  and  got  up  again  and  came  to  the  bars, 
and  again  looked  at  him  irresolutely,  and  finally  said  with  sharp- 
ness :   '  I  don't  like  tobacco.' 

'  I  don't  like  dirt,'  rejoined  ]\Ir.  Traveller ;  '  tobacco  is  an  ex- 
cellent disinfectant.  We  shall  both  be  the  better  for  my  pipe.  It 
is  my  intention  to  sit  here  through  this  summer  day,  until  that 
blessed  summer  sun  sinks  low  in  the  west,  and  to  show  you  what 
a  poor  creature  you  are,  through  the  lips  of  every  chance  wayfarer 
who  may  come  in  at  your  gate,' 

'  What  do  you  mean  V  inquired  the  Hermit,  with  a  furious  air. 

'  I  mean  that  yonder  is  your  gate,  and  there  are  you,  and  here 
am  I ;  I  mean  that  I  know  it  to  be  a  moral  impossibility  that  any 
person  can  stray  in  at  that  gate  from  any  point  of  the  compass, 
with  any  sort  of  experience,  gahied  at  first  hand,  or  derived  from 
another,  that  can  confute  me  and  justify  you.' 

'  You  arc  an  arrogant  and  boastful  hero,'  said  the  Hermit. 
'  You  think  yourself  profoundly  wise.' 

'  Bah  !'  returned  Air.  Traveller,  quietly  smoking.  *  There  is 
little  wisdom  in  knowing  tliat  every  man  nuist  be  up  and  doing, 
and  that  all  mankind  are  made  dependent  on  one  another.' 

'  You  have  companions  outside,'  said  the  Hermit.  '  I  am  not 
to  be  imposed  upon  by  your  assumed  confidence  in  the  people  who 
may  enter.' 

'  A  depraved  distrust,'  returned  the  visitor,  compassionately  rais- 
ing his  eyebrows,  *  of  course  belongs  to  your  state.    1  can't  help  that.' 

'  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  have  no  confederates  ?' 

'  I  mean  to  tell  you  nothing  but  what  I  have  told  you.  What 
I  have  told  you,  is,  that  it  is  a  moral  impossibility  that  any  son 
or  daughter  of  Adam  can  stand  on  this  ground  that  I  put  my  foot 
on,  or  on  any  ground  that  mortal  treads,  and  gainsay  the  healthy 
tenure  on  which  we  hold  our  existence.' 

'  Which  is,'  sneered  the  Hermit,  '  according  to  you — ' 

*  Which  is,'  returned  the  other,  '  according  to  Eternal  Provi- 
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detice,  that  we  must  arise  and  wash  onr  faces  and  do  our  gregarions 
work  and  act  and  re-act  on  one  another,  leaving  only  the  idiot  and 
the  palsied  to  sit  blinking  in  the  corner.  Come  !'  apostrophising 
the  gate  ;  '  Open  Sesame  !  Show  his  eyes  and  grieve  his  heart  ! 
I  don't  care  who  comes,  for  I  know  what  must  come  of  it !' 

With  that,  he  faced  round  a  little  on  his  billet  of  wood  towards 
the  gate ;  and  Mr.  Mopes,  the  Hermit,  after  two  or  three  ridicu- 
lous bounces  of  indecision  at  his  bed  and  back  again,  submitted  to 
what  he  could  not  help  himself  against,  and  coiled  himself  on  his 
window-ledge,  holding  to  his  bars  and  looking  out  rather  anx- 
iously. 
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The  day  was  by  this  time  waning,  when  the  gate  again  opened, 
and,  with  the  brilliant  golden  light  that  streamed  from  the  de- 
clining sun  and  touched  the  very  bars  of  the  sooty  creature's  den, 
there  passed  in  a  little  child ;  a  little  girl  with  beautiful  bright 
hair.  She  wore  a  plain  straw  hat,  had  a  door- key  in  her  hand, 
and  tripped  towards  Mr.  Traveller  as  if  she  were  pleased  to  see 
him  and  were  going  to  repose  some  childish  confidence  in  him, 
when  she  caught  sight  of  the  figure  behind  the  bars,  and  started 
back  in  terror. 

'  Don't  be  alarmed,  darling  !'  said  Mr.  Traveller,  taking  her  by 
the  hand. 

'  Oh,  but  I  don't  like  it  1'  urged  the  shrinking  child ;  '  it's 
dreadful.' 

'  Well !    I  don't  like  it,  either,'  said  I\rr.  Traveller. 

*  Who  has  put  it  there  ?'  asked  the  little  girl.     '  Does  it  bitel' 

'  No, — only  barks.  But  can't  you  make  up  your  mind  to  see 
it,  my  dear?'     For  she  was  covering  her  eyes. 

'  O  no  no  no  !'  returned  the  child.    *  I  cannot  bear  to  look  at  it !' 

Mr.  Traveller  turned  his  head  towards  his  friend  in  there,  as 
much  as  to  ask  him  how  he  liked  that  instance  of  his  success,  and 
then  took  the  child  out  at  the  still  open  gate,  and  stood  talking  to 
her  for  some  half  an  hour  in  the  mellow  sunlight.  At  length  he 
returned,  encouraging  her  as  she  held  his  arm  with  both  her  hands; 
and  laying  his  protecting  hand  upon  her  head  and  smoothing  her 
pretty  hair,  he  addressed  his  friend  behind  the  bars  as  follows : 

Miss  Pupford's  establishment  for  six  young  ladies  of  tender 
years,  is  au  establishment  of  a  compact  nature,  an  establishment 
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in  miniature,  quite  a  pocket  ostablisliment.  ]\Iiss  Pupforrl,  Misa 
I'upford's  assistant  with  the  Parisian  accent,  ]\liss  Puplord's  cook, 
and  Miss  Pupford's  housemaid,  complete  what  Miss  Pupford  calls 
the  educational  and  domestic  staff  of  lier  Lilliputian  College. 

Miss  Pupford  is  one  of  the  most  amiable  of  her  sex;  it  neces- 
sarily follows  that  she  possesses  a  sweet  temper,  and  would  own 
to  the  possession  of  a  great  deal  of  sentiment  if  she  considered  it 
quite  reconcilable  with  her  duty  to  parents.  Deeming  it  not  in  the 
bond,  Miss  Pupford  keeps  it  as  far  out  of  sight  as  she  can — which 
(God  bless  her!)  is  not  very  far. 

Miss  Pupford's  a«isistant  with  the  Parisian  accent,  may  be  re- 
garded as  in  some  sort  an  inspired  lady,  for  she  never  conversed 
with  a  Parisian,  and  was  never  out  of  England — except  once  in  the 
pleasure-boat.  Lively,  in  the  foreign  waters  that  ebb  and  How  two 
miles  off  Margate  at  high  water.  Kveu  under  those  geographically 
favourable  circumstances  for  the  acquisition  of  the  Frencli  language 
in  its  utmost  politeness  and  purily,  Miss  Pupford's  assistant  did  not 
fully  profit  by  the  opportunity ;  for,  the  pleasure-boat.  Lively,  so 
strongly  asserted  its  title  to  its  name  on  that  occasion,  that  she  was 
reduced  to  the  condition  of  lying  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  pickling 
in  brine — as  if  she  were  being  salted  down  for  the  use  of  the  Navy 
— undergoing  at  the  same  time  great  mental  alarm,  corporeal  dis- 
tress, and  clear-starching  derangement. 

When  Miss  Pupford  and  her  assistant  first  foregathered,  is  not 
known  to  men,  or  pupils.  But,  it  was  long  ago.  A  belief  would 
have  estal)lished  itself  among  pupils  that  the  two  once  went  to  school 
together,  were  it  not  for  the  dilliculty  and  audacity  of  inuigining 
Miss  Pupford  born  without  nuttens,  and  without  a  front,  and  with- 
out a  hit  of  gold  wire  among  her  front  teeth,  and  without  little  dabs 
of  powder  on  her  neat  little  face  and  nose.  Luleed,  whenever  Miss 
Pupford  gives  a  little  lecture  on  the  mythology  of  the  misguided 
heathens  (always  carefully  excluding  Cupid  from  recognition),  and 
tells  how  Alinerva  sprang,  perfectly  equipped,  from  the  brain  of 
Jupiter,  she  is  half  supposed  to  hint,  '  So  I  myself  came  into  the 
world,  completely  up  in  Pumock,  Mangnall,  Tables,  and  the  use  of 
the  Globes.' 

Howbeit,  Miss  Pupford  and  Miss  Pupford's  assistant  are  old 
old  friends.  And  it  is  thought  by  pupils  that,  after  pupils  are  gone 
to  bed,  they  even  call  one  another  by  their  christian  names  in  the 
quiet  little  parlour.  For,  once  upon  a  time  on  a  thunderous  after- 
noon, when  Miss  Pupford  fainted  away  without  notice,  Miss  Pup- 
ford's assistant  (never  heard,  before  or  since,  to  address  her  other- 
wise than  as  Miss  Pujiford)  ran  to  her,  crying  out  '  My  dearest 
Euphemia!'     And  Iviphemia  is  Miss  Puplord's  cbiiisian  name  on 
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the  sampler  (date  picked  out)  hanging  up  in  the  College-hall,  where 
the  two  peacocks,  terrified  to  death  by  some  German  text  that  is 
waddling  down  hill  after  them  out  of  a  cottage,  are  scuttling  away 
to  hide  their  profiles  in  two  immense  bean-stalks  growing  out  of 
flower-pfiis. 

Also,  there  is  a  notion  latent  among  pupils,  that  Miss  Pupford 
was  once  in  love,  and  that  the  beloved  object  still  moves  upon  this 
ball.  Also,  that  he  is  a  public  character,  and  a  personage  of  vast 
consequence.  Also,  that  Miss  Pnpford's  assistant  knows  all  about 
it.  For,  sometimes  of  an  afternoon  when  Miss  Pupford  has  been 
reading  the  paper  through  her  little  gold  eye-glass  (it  is  necessary 
to  read  it  on  the  spot,  as  the  boy  calls  for  it,  with  ill-conditioned 
punctuality,  in  an  hour),  she  has  become  agitated,  and  has  said  to 
her  assistant,  'G!'  Then  jNHss  Pupford's  assistant  has  gone  to 
Miss  Pupford,  and  ^liss  Pupford  has  pointed  out,  with  her  eye- 
glass, G  in  the  paper,  and  then  Miss  Pupford's  assistant  has  read 
about  G,  and  has  shown  sympathy.  80  stimulated  has  the  pupil- 
mind  been  in  its  time  to  curiosity  on  the  subject  of  G,  that  once, 
under  temporary  circumstances  favourable  to  the  bold  sally,  one 
fearless  pupil  did  actually  obtain  possession  of  the  paper,  and  range 
all  over  it  in  search  of  G,  who  had  been  discovered  therein  by  ]\liss 
Pupford  not  ten  minutes  before.  But  no  G  could  be  identified, 
except  one  capital  offender  who  had  been  executed  in  a  state  of 
great  hardihood,  and  it  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  Miss  Pupford 
C'luld  ever  have  loved  him.  Besides,  he  couldn't  be  always  being  exe- 
cuted.   Besides,  he  got  into  the  paper  again,  alive,  within  a  month. 

On  the  whole,  it  is  suspected  by  the  pupil-mind  that  G  is  a 
short  chubby  old  gentleman,  with  little  black  sealing-wax  boots 
up  to  his  knees,  whom  a  sharply  observant  pupil,  ]\[iss  Linx,  when 
she  once  went  to  Tunbridge  Wells  with  ]\liss  Pupford  for  the  holi- 
days, reported  on  her  return  (privately  and  confidentially)  to  have 
seen  come  capering  up  to  Miss  Pupford  on  the  Promenade,  and  to 
have  detected  in  the  act  of  squeezing  iliss  Pupford's  hand,  and  to 
have  heard  pronounce  the  words,  'Cruel  Euphemia,  ever  thine!' — 
or  something  like  that.  Miss  Linx  hazarded  a  guess  that  he  might 
be  House  of  Commons,  or  ]\loiiey  ^I:irket,  or  Court  Circular,  or 
Fasldonable  Movements;  which  would  account  for  his  getting  into 
the  paper  so  often.  But.  it  was  fatally  objected  by  the  pupil-mind, 
that  none  of  those  notabilities  could  possibly  be  spelt  with  a  (t. 

There  are  other  occasions,  closely  Avatched  and  perfectly  com- 
prehended by  the  pupil-mind,  when  Miss  Pupford  imparts  with 
mystery  to  her  assistant  that  there  is  special  excitement  in  the 
morning  paper.  These  occasions  are,  when  ]\Iiss  Pupford  finds  an 
old  pupil  coming  out  under  the  head  of  Births,  or  Marriages. 
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Affectionate  tears  are  invariably  seen  in  jNIiss  Pupford's  meek  little 
eyes  when  this  is  the  case;  and  the  pupil-mind,  perceiving  that  its 
order  has  distinguished  itself — though  the  fact  is  never  mentioned 
by  ]\Iiss  Pupford — becomes  elevated,  and  feels  that  it  likewise  is 
reserved  for  greatness. 

Miss  Pupford's  assistant  with  the  Parisian  accent  has  a  little 
more  bone  than  Miss  Pupford,  but  is  of  the  same  trim  orderly 
diminutive  cast,  and,  from  long  contemplation,  admiration,  and 
imitation  of  Miss  Pupford,  has  grown  like  her.  Being  entirely 
devoted  to  Miss  Pupford,  and  having  a  pretty  talent  for  pencil- 
drawing,  she  «nce  made  a  portrait  of  that  lady :  which  was  so 
instantly  identified  and  hailed  by  the  pupils,  that  it  was  done  on 
stone  at  five  shillings.  Surely  the  softest  and  milkiest  stone  that 
ever  was  quarried,  received  that  likeness  of  j\[iss  Pupford !  The 
lines  of  her  placid  little  nose  are  so  undecided  in  it  that  strangers 
to  the  work  of  art  are  observed  to  be  exceedingly  perplexed  as  to 
where  the  nose  goes  to,  and  involuntarily  feel  their  own  noses  in  a 
disconcerted  manner.  Miss  Pupford  being  represented  in  a  state 
of  dejection  at  an  open  window,  ruminating  over  a  bowl  of  gold 
fish,  the  pupil-mind  has  settled  that  the  bowl  was  presented  by  G, 
and  that  he  wreathed  the  bowl  with  flowers  of  soul,  and  that  !^Iiss 
Pupford  is  depicted  as  waiting  for  him  on  a  memorable  occasion 
when  he  was  behind  his  time. 

The  approach  of  the  last  IMidsuramer  holidays  had  a  particular 
interest  for  the  pupil-mind,  by  reason  of  its  knowing  that  Miss 
Pupford  was  bidden,  on  the  second  day  of  those  holidays,  to  tlie 
nuptials  of  a  former  pupil.  As  it  was  impossible  to  conceal  the 
fact — so  extensive  were  the  dress -making  preparations — Miss 
Pupford  openly  announced  it.  But,  she  held  it  due  to  parents  to 
make  the  announcement  with  an  air  of  gentle  melancholy,  as  if 
marriage  were  (as  indeed  it  exceptionally  has  been)  rather  a  cala- 
mity. With  an  air  of  softened  resignation  and  pity,  therefore,  ]\Iiss 
Pupford  went  on  with  her  preparations ;  and  meanwhile  no  pupil 
ever  went  up- stairs,  or  came  down,  without  peeping  in  at  the  door 
of  Miss  Pupford's  bedroom  (when  Miss  Pupford  wasn't  there),  and 
bringing  back  some  surprising  intelligence  concerning  the  bonnet. 

The  extensive  preparations  being  completed  on  the  day  before 
the  holidays,  an  unanimous  entreaty  was  preferred  to  ]\Iiss  Pup- 
ford by  the  pupil-mind — finding  expression  through  Miss  Pupford's 
assistant — that  she  would  deign  to  appear  in  all  her  splendour. 
Miss  Pupford  consenting,  presented  a  lovely  spectacle.  And 
although  the  oldest  pupil  was  barely  thirteen,  everyone  of  the  six 
became  in  two  minutes  perfect  in  the  shape,  cut,  colour,  price,  and 
quality,  of  every  article  Miss  Pupford  wore. 
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Thus  delightfully  n^hored  in,  the  holidays  began.  Five  of  the 
pix  pupils  kissed  little  Kitty  Kiniujeens  twenty  times  over  (round 
total,  one  hundred  times,  fur  she  was  very  popular),  and  so  went 
home.  Miss  Kitty  Kimmeens  remained  behind,  for  her  relations  and 
friends  were  all  in  India,  far  away.  A  self-helpful  steady  little 
child  is  Miss  Kitty  Kimmeens :  a  dimpled  child  too,  and  a  loving. 

So,  the  great  marriage-day  came,  and  Miss  Pupford,  quite  as 
much  fluttered  as  any  bride  could  be  (G !  thought  IMiss  Kitty 
Kimmeens),  went  away,  splendid  to  behold,  in  the  carriage  that 
was  sent  for  her.  But,  not  Miss  Pupford  only  went  away;  for 
^liss  Pupford's  assistant  went  away  with  her,  on  a  dutiful  visit  to 
an  aged  uncle — though  surely  the  venerable  gentleman  couldn't 
live  in  the  gallery  of  the  church  where  the  marriatre  was  to  be, 
thought  ]\Iiss  Kitty  Kimmeens — and  yet  Miss  Pupford's  assistant 
had  let  out  that  she  was  going  there.  Where  the  cook  was  going, 
didn't  appear,  but  she  generally  conveyed  to  Miss  Kimmeens  that 
she  was  bound,  rather  against  her  will,  on  a  pjilgrimage  to  perform 
some  pious  office  that  rendered  new  ribbons  necessary  to  her  best 
bonnet,  and  also  sandals  to  her  shoes. 

'  So  you  see,'  said  the  housemaid,  when  they  were  all  gone, 
'  there's  nobody  left  in  the  house  but  you  and  me,  Miss  Kim- 
meens.* 

'  Nobody  else,'  said  Miss  Kitty  Kimmeens,  shaking  her  curls  a 
little  sadly.     '  Nobody  !' 

*  And  you  wouldn't  like  your  Bella  to  go  too;  would  you. 
Miss  Kimmeens?'  said  the  housemaid.     (She  being  Bella.) 

'  N — no,'  answered  little  Miss  Kimmeens. 

'  Your  poor  Bella  is  forced  to  stay  with  you,  whether  she  likes 
it  or  not;  ain't  she,  Miss  Kimmeens?' 

'  Dorit  you  like  it  ?'  inquired  Kitty. 

'  Why,  you're  such  a  darling,  Miss,  that  it  would  be  unkind 
of  your  Bella  to  make  objections.  Yet  my  brother-in-law  has 
been  took  unexpected  bad  by  this  morning's  post.  And  your 
poor  Bella  is  much  attached  to  him,  letting  alone  her  favourite 
bister,  Miss  Kimmeens.' 

'  Is  Ire  very  ill  V  asked  little  Kitty. 

'  Your  poor  Bella  has  her  fears  so,  Miss  Kimmeens,'  returned 
the  housemaid,  with  her  apron  at  her  eyes.  '  It  was  but  his  in- 
side, it  is  true,  but  it  might  mount,  and  the  doctor  said  that  if  it 
mounted  he  wouldn't  answer.'  Here  the  housemaid  was  so  over- 
come that  Kitty  administered  the  only  comfort  she  had  ready : 
which  was  a  kiss. 

'  It  it  hadn't  been  for  disappointing  Cook,  dear  Miss  Kim- 
meens.' said  the  housemaid,  '  your  Bella  would  have  asked  her  to 
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stay  with  yon.  For  Cook  is  sweet  conipaay.  !Miss  Kimmeens; 
much  more  so  than  your  own  poor  BeUa.' 

'  But  you  are  very  nice,  Bella.' 

'  Your  Bella  could  wish  to  be  so,  Miss  Kiinmeens,'  returned 
the  housemaid,  '  but  she  knows  full  well  tliat  it  do  not  lay  in  her 
power  this  dsy.' 

With  which  despondent  conviction,  the  housemaid  drew  a 
heavy  sigh,  and  shook  her  liead,  and  dropped  it  on  one  side. 

'  If  it  had  been  anyways  right  to  disappoint  Cook,'  she  pur- 
sued, in  a  contemplative  and  abstracted  manner,  '  it  might  have 
been  so  easy  done  !  I  could  have  got  to  my  brother-in-law's,  and 
had  the  best  part  of  the  day  there,  and  g(;t  back,  long  before  our 
ladies  come  home  at  night,  and  neither  the  one  nor  the  other  of 
them  need  never  have  known  it.  Not  that  Miss  Piipford  would 
at  all  object,  but  that  it  might  put  her  out,  being  tender-hearted, 
Hows'ever,  your  own  poor  Bella,  Miss  Kimmeens,'  said  the  house- 
maid, rousing  herself, '  is  forced  to  stay  with  you,  and  you're  a 
precious  love,  if  not  a  liberty.' 

'  Bella,'  said  little  Kitty,  after  a  short  silence. 

*  Call  your  o«'u  poor  Bella,  your  Bella,  dear,'  the  housemaid 
besought  her. 

'  My  Bella,  then.' 

*  Bless  your  considerate  heart !'  said  the  housemaid. 

*  If  you  would  not  mind  leaving  me,  I  should  not  mind  being 
loft,  I  am  not  afraid  to  stay  in  the  house  alone.  And  you  need  not 
be  imeasy  on  my  account,  for  I  would  be  very  careful  to  do  no  harm.' 

*  O !  As  to  harm,  you  more  than  sweetest,  if  not  a  liberty,' 
exclaimed  the  housemaid,  in  a  rapture,  '  your  Bella  could  trust 
you  anywhere,  being  so  steady,  and  so  answerable.  The  oldest 
head  in  this  house  (me  and  Cook  say<),  but  for  its  bright  hair,  is 
]\Iiss  Kimmeens.  IJut  no,  I  will  not  leave  you  ;  for  you  woulj 
tliink  your  Bella  unkind.' 

'  ]5ut  if  you  are  my  Bella,  you  must  go,'  returned  the  child, 

'  j\Iust  I?'  said  the  housemaid,  ri-ing,  on  the  wliole  with 
alacrity.  *  What  must  be,  must  be.  Miss  Kinnueens.  Your  own 
poor  Bella  acts  according,  though  unwilling.  But  go  or  stay, 
your  own  poor  Bella  loves  you,  Miss  Kimmeens.' 

It  was  certainly  go,  and  not  stay,  for  within  five  minutes  Miss 
Kinimeens's  own  poor  Bella — so  nuich  improved  in  point  of  spirits 
.as  ti)  have  grown  almost  sanguine  on  tlie  subject  of  her  brother- 
in-law — went  her  waj'',  in  a]>]iarel  tliat  seemed  to  have  been  ex- 
pressly prepared  for  some  festive  occasion.  tSuch  are  the  changes 
oithis  fleeting  world,  and  so  short-sighted  are  we  poor  mortals  ! 

When  the  house   door  closed  with  a  bang  and  a  .shake,  it 
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eeemed  to  Miss  Kimmpens  to  be  a  very  heavy  house  door,  shut- 
ting her  up  in  a  wilderness  of  a  house.  But,  Miss  Ivimmeens 
being,  as  before  stated,  of  a  self-reliant  and  methodical  character, 
presently  began  to  parcel  out  the  long  summer-day  before  her. 

And  first  she  thought  she  would  go  all  over  the  house,  to 
make  quite  sure  that  nobody  with  a  great-coat  on  and  a  carving- 
knife  in  it,  had  got  under  one  of  the  beds  or  into  one  of  the  cup- 
boards. Not  that  she  had  ever  before  been  troubled  by  the  image 
of  anybody  armed  with  a  great-coat  and  a  carving-knife,  but  that 
it  seemed  to  have  been  shaken  into  existence  by  the  shake  and  the 
bang  of  the  great  street  door,  reverberating  through  the  solitary 
house.  So,  little  Miss  Kimmeens  looked  under  the  five  empty 
beds  of  the  five  departed  pupils,  and  looked  under  her  own  bed, 
and  looked  under  Miss  Pupford's  bed,  and  looked  under  Miss 
Pnpford's  assistant's  bed.  And  when  she  had  done  this,  and  was 
making  the  tour  of  the  cupboards,  the  disagreeable  thor<ght  came 
into  her  young  head.  What  a  very  alarming  thing  it  would  be  to 
find  somebody  with  a  ma^k  on,  like  Guy  Fawkes,  hiding  bolt  up- 
right in  a  corner  and  pjretending  not  to  be  alive !  However,  Miss 
Kimmeens  having  finished  her  inspection  without  making  any 
such  uncomfortable  discovery,  sat  down  in  her  tidy  little  manner 
to  needlework,  and  began  stitching  away  at  a  great  rate. 

The  silence  all  about  her  soon  grew  very  oppressive,  and  the 
more  so  because  of  the  odd  inconsistency  that  the  more  silent  it 
was,  the  more  noises  there  were.  The  noise  of  her  own  needle 
and  thread  as  she  stitched,  was  infinitely  louder  in  her  ears  than 
the  stitching  of  all  the  six  pupils,  and  of  Miss  Pupford,  and  of 
Miss  Pupford's  assistant,  all  stitching  away  at  once  on  a  highly 
emulative  afternoon.  Then,  the  schoolroom  clock  conducted  itself 
in  a  way  in  which  it  had  never  conducted  itself  before — fell  lame, 
somehow,  and  yet  persisted  in  running  on  as  hard  and  as  loud  as 
it  could :  the  consequence  of  which  behaviour  was,  that  it  stag- 
gered among  the  minutes  in  a  state  of  the  greatest  confusion,  and 
knocked  them  about  in  all  directions  without  appearing  to  get  on 
with  its  regular  work.  Perhaps  this  alarmed  the  stairs  :  but  be 
tliiit  as  it  might,  they  began  to  creak  in  a  most  unuhual  manner, 
ai.d  then  the  furniture  began  to  crack,  and  then  poor  little  Miss 
Kimmeens,  not  liking  the  furtive  aspect  of  things  in  general,  began 
to  sing  as  she  stitched.  But,  it  was  not  her  own  voice  that  she 
heard — it  was  somebody  else  making  believe  to  be  Kitty,  and 
singing  excessively  flat,  without  any  heart — so  as  that  would  never 
mend  matters,  she  left  oft'  again. 

]>y  and  by,  the  stitching  became  so  palpable  a  failure  that  Miss 
Kitty  Kimmeens  folded  her  work  neatly,  and  put  it  away  in  its 
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box,  and  gave  it  up.  Then  the  question  arose  about  reading. 
But  no ;  the  book  that  was  so  dehghtful  when  there  was  some- 
body she  loved  for  her  eyes  to  fall  on  when  they  rose  from  the 
page,  had  not  more  heart  in  it  than  her  own  singing  now.  The 
book  went  to  its  shelf  as  the  needlework  had  gone  to  its  box,  and, 
since  something  viust  be  done — thought  the  child,  *  I'll  go  put  my 
room  to  rights.' 

She  shared  her  room  with  her  dearest  little  friend  among  the 
other  five  pupils,  and  why  then  should  she  now  conceive  a  lurking 
dread  of  the  little  friend's  bedstead  ?  But  she  did.  There  was  a 
stealthy  air  about  its  innocent  white  curtains,  and  there  were  even 
dark  hints  of  a  dead  girl  lying  under  the  coverlet.  The  great 
want  of  human  company,  the  great  need  of  a  human  face,  began 
now  to  express  itself  in  the  facility  with  which  the  furniture  put 
on  strange  exaggerated  resemblances  to  human  looks.  A  chair 
with  a  menacing  frown  was  horribly  out  of  temper  in  a  corner;  a 
most  vicious  chest  of  drawers  snarled  at  her  from  between  the 
windows.  It  was  no  relief  to  escape  from  those  monsters  to  tlie 
looking-glass,  for  the  reflection  said,  'What?  Is  that  you  all  alone 
there  1  How  you  stare  1'  And  the  background  was  all  a  great 
void  stare  as  well. 

The  day  dragged  on,  dragging  Kitty  with  it  very  slowly  by  the 
hair  of  her  head,  until  it  was  time  to  eat.  There  were  good  pro- 
visions in  the  pantry,  but  their  right  flavour  and  relish  had  eva- 
porated with  the  five  {)Upils,  and  ]\liss  Pupford,  and  ]\Liss  Pupford's 
assistant,  and  the  cook  and  housemaid.  Where  was  the  use  of 
laying  the  cloth  symmetrically  for  one  small  guest,  who  had  gone 
on  ever  since  the  morning  growing  smaller  and  smaller,  while  the 
empty  house  had  gone  on  swelling  larger  and  larger  1  The  very 
Grace  came  out  wrong,  for  who  were  '  we'  who  were  going  to  re- 
ceive and  be  tlianld'ul  ]  So,  Miss  Kimmeens  was  7wt  thankful, 
and  found  herself  taking  her  dinner  in  ver}'  slovenly  style — gob- 
Ming  it  uji,  in  short,  rather  after  the  manner  of  the  lower  animals, 
not  to  particularise  the  pigs. 

Bat,  this  was  by  no  means  the  worst  of  the  change  wrought 
out  in  the  naturally  loving  and  clieery  little  creature  as  the  soli- 
tary day  wore  on.  She  began  to  brood  and  be  suspicious.  She 
discovered  that  she  was  full  of  wrongs  and  injuries.  All  the  peo- 
ple she  knew,  got  tainted  by  her  lonely  thoughts  and  turned  bad. 

It  was  all  very  well  for  Pai)a,  a  widower  in  India,  to  send  her 
home  to  be  educated,  and  to  pay  a  handsome  round  sum  every 
year  for  her  to  !Miss  Pupford,  and  to  write  charming  letters  to  his 
darling  little  daughter;  but  what  did  he  care  for  her  being  left  by 
herself,  when  he  was  (as  no  doubt  he  always  was)  enjoying  himself 
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in  company  from  morning  till  night  1  Perhaps  he  only  sent  her  here, 
after  all,  to  get  her  out  of  the  way.  It  looked  like  it — looked  like 
it  to-day,  that  is,  for  she  had  never  dreamed  of  such  a  thing  before. 

And  this  old  pupil  who  was  being  married.  It  was  insup- 
portably  conceited  and  selfish  in  the  old  pupil  to  be  married.  She 
was  very  vain,  and  very  glad  to  show  off;  but  it  was  highly  pro- 
bable that  she  wasn't  pretty ;  and  even  if  she  were  pretty  (which 
Miss  Kimmeens  now  totally  denied),  she  had  no  business  to  be 
married ;  and,  even  if  marriage  were  conceded,  she  had  no  busi- 
ness to  ask  Miss  Pupford  to  her  wedding.  As  to  ]\Iiss  Pupford, 
she  was  too  old  to  go  to  any  wedding.  She  ought  to  know  that. 
She  had  much  better  attend  to  her  business.  She  had  thought 
she  looked  nice  in  the  morning,  but  she  didn't  look  nice.  She  was 
a  stupid  old  thing.  G  was  another  stupid  old  thing.  Miss  PnpforJ's 
assistant  was  another.     They  were  all  stupid  old  things  together. 

More  than  that :  it  began  to  be  obvious  that  this  was  a  plot. 
They  had  said  to  one  another,  '  Never  mind  Kitty ;  you  get  off, 
and  I'll  get  off;  and  we'll  leave  Kitty  to  look  after  herself.  Who 
cares  fcir  her  ?'  To  be  sure  they  were  right  in  that  question ;  for 
who  did  care  for  her,  a  poor  little  lonely  thing  against  whom  they 
all  planned  and  plotted  1    Nobody,  nobody  !    Here  Kitty  sobbed. 

At  all  (jther  times  she  was  the  pet  of  the  whole  house,  and 
loved  her  five  companions  in  return  with  a  child's  teuderest  and 
most  ingenuous  attachment ;  but  now,  the  five  companions  put  on 
ugly  colours,  and  appeared  for  the  first  time  under  a  sullen  cloud. 
There  they  were,  all  at  their  homes  that  day,  being  made  mu'.'h 
of,  being  taken  out,  being  spoilt  and  made  disagreeable,  and  caring 
nothing  for  her.  It  was  like  their  artful  selfishness  always  to  tell 
her  when  they  came  back,  under  pretence  of  confidence  and  friend- 
ship, all  those  details  about  where  they  had  been,  and  what  they 
liad  done  and  seen,  and  how  often  they  had  said,  '  () !  If  we  had 
only  darling  little  Kitty  here  !'  Here  indeed  !  I  dare  say  !  When 
they  came  back  after  the  holidays,  they  were  used  to  being  re- 
ceived by  Kitty,  and  to  saying  that  coming  to  Kitty  was  like 
coming  to  another  home.  Very  well  then,  why  did  they  go  away  ? 
If  they  meant  it,  why  did  they  go  away  1  Let  them  answer  that. 
But  they  didn't  mean  it,  and  couldn't  answer  that,  and  they  diilnt 
tt'll  the  truth,  and  people  who  didn't  tell  the  truth  were  hatettil. 
When  they  came  back  next  time,  they  should  be  received  in  a 
new  manner ;  they  should  be  avoided  and  shunned. 

And  there,  the  while  she  sat  all  alone  revolving  how  ill  she 
was  used,  and  how  much  better  she  was  than  the  people  who  were 
not  alone,  the  wedding  breakfast  was  going  on:  no  question  of  it! 
With  a  nasty  great  bride-cal^  and  with  those  ridiculous  orange- 
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H(jwers,  and  witli  that  conceited  bride,  and  that  hideous  bnde- 
groom,  and  those  heartless  bridesmaids,  and  Miss  Piipford  stuck 
lip  at  the  table  !  They  thought  they  were  enjoying  themselves, 
but  it  would  come  home  to  them  one  day  to  have  thought  so. 
They  would  all  be  dead  in  a  few  years,  let  them  enjoy  themselves 
ever  so  much.     It  was  a  rehgious  comfort  to  know  that. 

It  was  such  a  comfort  to  know  it,  that  little  INIiss  Kitty  Kim- 
iiieens  suddenly  sprang  from  the  chair  in  which  she  had  been  mus- 
ing in  a  corner,  and  cried  out,  '  0  those  envious  thoughts  are  not 
mine,  O  this  wicked  creature  isn't  me  !  Help  me,  somebody  !  I 
go  wrong,  alone  by  my  weak  self.     Help  me,  anybody  !' 

*  —  Miss  Kimmeens  is  not  a  professed  philosopher,  sir,'  said 
Mr.  Traveller,  presenting  her  at  the  barred  window,  and  smoothing 
her  shining  hair,  '  but  I  apprehend  there  was  some  tincture  of 
philosophy  in  her  words,  and  in  the  prompt  action  with  which  she 
followed  them.  That  action  was,  to  emerge  from  her  unnatural 
solitude,  and  look  abroad  for  wholesome  sympathy,  to  bestow  and 
to  receive.  Her  footsteps  strayed  to  this  gate,  bringing  her  here 
by  chance,  as  an  apposite  contrast  to  you.  The  child  came  out, 
sir.  If  you  have  the  wisdom  to  learn  from  a  child  (but  I  doubt 
it,  for  that  requires  more  wisdom  than  one  in  your  condition  would 
seem  to  possess),  you  cannot  do  better  than  imitate  the  child,  and 
come  out  too — from  that  very  demoralising  hutch  of  yours.' 


PICKING  UP  THE  TINKER. 

It  was  now  sunset.  The  Hermit  had  betaken  himself  to  his 
bed  of  cinders  half  an  hour  ago,  and  lying  on  it  in  his  blanket  and 
skewer  with  his  back  to  the  window,  took  not  the  smallest  heed 
of  the  ajipcal  addressed  to  him. 

All  that  had  been  said  for  the  last  two  hours,  had  been  said 
to  a  tinkling  accompaniment  performed  by  the  Tinker,  who  had 
got  to  work  ujion  some  villager's  pot  or  kettle,  and  was  working 
briskly  outside.  This  music  still  continuing,  seemed  to  put  it 
into  Mr.  Traveller's  mind  to  have  another  word  or  two  wiili  the 
Tinker.  iSo,  holding  ]\Iiss  Kimmeens  (with  whom  he  was  now  on 
the  most  friendly  terms)  by  the  hand,  he  went  oitt  at  the  gate  to 
wliere  the  Tiidcer  was  seated  at  his  work  on  the  patch  of  grass  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  with  his  wallet  of  tools  open  before 
him,  and  his  little  fire  smoking. 

*  I  am  glad  to  see  you  employed,'  said  Mr.  Traveller. 
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*I  am  glad  to  be  employed,'  returned  the  Tinker,  looking  np 
as  lie  put  the  finislihig  touches  to  his  job.     '  But  why  are  you 

glad  r 

'  I  thought  you  were  a  lazy  fellow  when  I  saw  you  this  muming.' 

*  I  was  only  disgusted,'  said  the  Tinker. 
'  Do  you  mean  with  the  fine  weather?' 

'  With  the  fine  weather  V  repeated  the  Tinker,  staring. 

'  You  told  me  you  were  not  particular  as  to  weather,  and  1 
thought — ' 

'  Ha,  ha !  How  should  such  as  me  get  on,  if  we  ivas  par- 
tickler  as  to  weather?  We  nmst  take  it  as  it  comes,  and  make 
the  best  of  it.  There's  something  good  in  all  weathers.  If  it 
don't  happen  to  be  good  for  my  work  to-day,  it's  good  for  some 
other  man's  to-day,  and  will  come  round  to  me  to-morrow.  We 
must  all  live.' 

'  Pray  shake  hands,'  said  Mr.  Traveller. 

'  Take  care,  sir,'  was  the  Tinker's  caution,  as  he  reached  up 
his  hand  in  surprise  ;   '  the  black  comes  off.' 

'  I  am  glad  of  it,'  said  Mr.  Traveller.  '  I  have  been  for  several 
hours  among  other  black  that  d(jes  not  come  off.' 

'  You  are  speaking  of  Tom  in  there  V 

'  Yes.' 

'  Well  now,'  said  the  Tinker,  blowing  the  dust  off  his  job : 
which  was  finished.  'Ain't  it  enough  to  disgust  a  pig,  if  he  could 
give  his  mhid  to  ifj' 

*  If  he  could  give  his  mind  to  it,'  returned  the  other,  smiling, 
'  the  probaliility  is  that  he  wouldn't  be  a  pig.' 

'  There  you  clench  the  nail,'  returned  the  Tinker.  '  Then 
what's  to  be  said  for  Tom  ?' 

'  Truly,  very  little.' 

'  Truly  nothing  you  mean,  sir,'  said  the  Tinker,  as  he  put  away 
his  tools. 

'  A  better  answer,  and  (I  freely  acknowledge)  my  meaning.  I 
infer  that  he  was  the  cause  of  your  disgust?' 

'  Why,  look'ee  here,  sir,'  said  the  Tiidcer,  rising  to  his  fct't, 
and  wiping  his  face  on  the  corner  of  his  black  apron  energetically  ; 
'  1  leave  you  to  judge  ! — I  ask  you  ! — Last  night  I  has  a  job  tliut 
needs  to  be  done  in  the  night,  and  I  works  all  night.  Well,  theiv's 
nothing  in  that.  But  this  morning''  I  conies  along  this  road  here, 
hiokiiig  for  a  sunny  and  soft  spot  to  sleep  in,  and  I  sees  this  deso- 
lation and  ruination.  I've  lived  inyself  in  desolation  and  ruina- 
tion; I  knows  many  a  fellow-creelur  that's  forced  to  live  life  long 
in  desolation  and  ruination  ;  and  I  sits  me  down  and  takes  piiy 
on  it,  as  1  casts  my  eyes  abouu     Then  comes  up  the  lung-winded 
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one  as  I  told  yon  of,  from  tliat  gatp,  ami  spins  himself  out  like  a 
silkworm  concerning  the  Donkey  (if  my  Donkey  at  home  will  ex- 
ciHC  mc)  as  has  made  it  all — made  it  of  his  own  choice  !  And 
ti'lls  me,  if  you  please,  of  his  likewise  choosing  to  go  ragged  and 
nuked,  and  grimy — maskerading,  mounteljanking,  in  what  is  the 
real  hard  lot  of  thousands  and  thousands  !  Wliy,  then  I  say  it\s 
a  unbearable  and  nonsensical  piece  of  inconsistency,  and  I'm  dis- 
gusted.    I'm  ashamed  and  disgusted  !' 

'  I  wish  you  would  come  and  look  at  him,'  said  Mr.  Traveller, 
clapping  the  Tinker  on  the  shoulder. 

'  Not  I,  sir,'  he  rejoined,  '/ain't  a  going  to  flatter  him  up, 
by  looking  at  him  !' 

'  But  he  is  asleep.' 

'  Are  you  sure  he  is  asleep  V  asked  the  Tinker,  with  an  un- 
willing air,  as  he  shouldered  his  wallet. 

'  Sure.' 

'  Then  I'll  look  at  ^ira  for  a  quarter  of  a  minute,'  said  the 
Tinker,  '  since  you  so  much  wish  it;   but  not  a  moment  longer.' 

They  all  three  went  back  across  the  road;  and,  through  the 
barred  window,  by  the  dying  glow  of  the  sunset  coming  in  at  the 
gate — which  the  child  held  open  for  its  admission — he  could  be 
jiretty  clearly  discerned  lying  on  his  be  i. 

'  You  see  him  V  asked  Mr.  Traveller. 

'  Yes,'  returned  the  Tinker,  '  and  he's  worse  than  I  thought 
him.' 

Mr.  Traveller  then  whispered  in  few  words  '^hat  he  had  done 
since  morning;   and  asked  the  Tinker  what  he  thonght  of  that? 

*  I  think,'  returned  the  Tinker,  as  he  turned  from  the  window, 
*  that  you've  wasted  a  day  on  him.' 

'I  think  so  too;  though  not,  I  hope,  upon  myself.  Do  you 
ha])pen  to  be  going  anywhere  near  the  Peal  of  Bells  ?' 

'That's  my  direct  way,  sir,'  said  the  Tinker. 

'  I  invite  you  to  supper  there.  And  as  1  learn  from  this  young 
lady  that  she  goes  some  three-quarters  of  a  mile  in  the  same  di- 
rection, we  will  drop  her  on  the  road,  and  we  will  spare  time  to  keep 
her  conjpany  at  her  garden  gate  until  her  own  Bella  comes  home.' 

So,  Mr.  Traveller,  and  the  child,  and  the  Tinker,  went  along 
very  amicably  in  the  sweet-scented  evening;  and  the  moral  with 
which  the  Tiidcer  dismissed  the  subject  was,  that  he  said  in  his 
trade  that  metal  that  rotted  for  want  of  use,  had  better  be  left  to 
rot,  and  couldn't  rot  too  soon,  considering  how  much  true  metal 
rolled  from  over- use  and  hard  service. 
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IN  FOUR  CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

HIS  LEAVING  IT  TILL  CALLED  FOR. 

The  writer  of  these  humble  lines  being  a  Waiter,  and  having 
come  of  a  family  of  Waiters,  and  owning  at  the  present  time  five 
brothers  who  are  all  Waiters,  and  likewise  an  only  sister  who  is  a 
Waitress,  would  wish  to  offer  a  few  words  respecting  his  calling ; 
first  having  the  pleasure  of  hereby  in  a  friendly  manner  offering 
the  Dedication  of  the  same  unto  Joseph,  much  respected  Head 
Waiter  at  the  Slamjam  Coffee-house,  London,  E.G.,  than  which 
a  individual  more  eminently  deserving  of  the  name  of  man,  or  a 
more  amenable  honour  to  Ids  own  head  and  heart,  whether  con- 
sidered in  the  light  of  a  Waiter  or  regarded  as  a  human  being,  do 
not  exist. 

In  case  confusion  should  arise  in  the  public  mind  (which  it  is 
open  to  confusion  on  many  sul>jects)  respecting  what  is  meant  or 
implied  by  the  term  Waiter,  the  present  humble  lines  w  onld  wish 
to  offer  an  explanation.  It  may  not  be  generally  known  that  the 
person  as  goes  out  to  wait  is  nut  a  Waiter.  It  may  not  be  gener- 
ally known  that  the  hand  as  is  called  in  extra,  at  the  Freemasons' 
Tavern,  or  the  London,  or  the  Albion,  or  otherwise,  is  not  a  Waiter. 
Such  hands  may  be  took  on  for  Public  Dinners  by  the  bushel  (and 
you  may  know  them  by  their  breathing  with  difficulty  when  in 
attendance,  and  taking  away  the  bottle  ere  yet  it  is  half  out) ;  but 
such  are  not  Waiters.  For  you  cannot  lay  down  the  tailoring,  or 
the  shoemaking,  or  the  brokering,  or  the  grecn-grocering,  or  the 
pictorial-periodicalling,  or  the  second-hand  wardrobe,  or  the  small 
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fancy  businesses, — you  cannot  lay  down  those  lines  of  life  at  your 
will  and  pleasure  by  the  half-day  or  evening,  and  take  up  Waiter- 
ing.  You  may  suppose  you  can,  but  you  cannot ;  or  you  may  go 
BO  far  as  to  say  you  do,  but  you  do  not.  Nor  yet  can  you  lay 
down  the  gentleman's-service  when  stimulated  by  prolonged  in- 
compatibility on  the  part  of  Cooks  (and  here  it  may  be  remarked 
that  Cooking  and  Incompatibility  will  be  mostly  found  united), 
and  take  up  Waitering.  It  has  been  ascertained  that  what  a  gen- 
tleman will  sit  meek  under,  at  home,  he  will  not  bear  out  of  doors, 
at  the  Slamjam  or  any  similar  establishment.  Then,  what  is  the 
inference  to  be  drawn  respecting  true  Waitering  ?  You  must  be 
bred  to  it.     You  must  be  bom  to  it. 

Would  you  know  how  bom  to  it,  Fair  Eeader, — if  of  the  ador- 
able female  sex  1  Then  learn  from  the  biographical  experience  of 
one  that  is  a  Waiter  iu  the  sixty-first  year  of  his  age. 

You  were  conveyed, — ere  yet  your  dawning  powers  were  other- 
wise developed  than  to  harbour  vacancy  in  your  inside, — you  were 
conveyed,  by  surreptitious  means,  into  a  pantry  adjoining  the  Ad- 
miral Nelson,  Civic  and  General  Dining-Rooms,  there  to  receive 
by  stealth  that  healthful  sustenance  which  is  the  pride  and  boast 
of  the  British  female  constitution.  Your  mother  was  married  to 
your  father  (himself  a  distant  Waiter)  in  the  profoundest  secrecy ; 
for  a  Waitress  known  to  be  married  would  ruin  the  best  of  busi- 
nesses,— it  is  the  same  as  on  the  stage.  Hence  your  being  smug- 
gled into  the  pantry,  and  that — to  add  to  the  infliction — by  an 
unwilling  grandmother.  Under  the  combined  influence  of  the 
smells  of  roast  and  boiled,  and  soup,  and  gas,  and  malt  liquors, 
you  partook  of  your  earliest  nourishment ;  your  unwilling  grand- 
mother sitting  prepared  to  catch  you  when  your  mother  was  called 
and  dropped  you  ;  your  grandmother's  shawl  ever  ready  to  stifle 
your  natural  complainings;  your  innocent  mind  surrounded  by 
uncongenial  cruets,  dirty  plates,  dish-covers,  and  cold  gravy ;  your 
mother  calling  down  the  pipe  for  veals  and  porks,  instead  of  sooth- 
ing you  with  nursery  rhymes.  Under  these  untoward  circumstances 
you  were  early  weaned.  Your  unwilling  grandmother,  ever  grow- 
ing more  unwilling  as  your  food  assimilated  less,  then  contracted 
habits  of  shaking  you  till  your  system  curdled,  and  your  food 
would  not  assimilate  at  all.  At  length  she  was  no  longer  spared, 
and  could  have  been  thankfully  spared  much  sooner.  When  your 
brothers  began  to  appear  in  succession,  your  mother  retired,  left 
ofl' her  smart  dressing  (she  had  previously  been  a  smart  dresser), 
and  her  dark  ringlets  (which  had  previously  been  flowing),  ami 
haunted  your  father  late  of  nights,  lying  in  wait  for  him,  through 
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all  weathers,  up  the  shabby  court  which  led  to  the  back  door  of 
the  Eoyal  Old  Dust- Bin  (said  to  have  been  so  named  by  George 
the  Fourth),  where  your  father  was  Head.  But  the  Dust- Bin  was 
going  down  then,  and  your  father  took  but  little, — excepting  from 
a  liquid  point  of  view.  Your  mother's  object  in  those  visits  was 
of  a  housekeeping  character,  and  you  was  set  on  to  whistle  your 
father  out.  Sometimes  he  came  out,  but  generally  not.  Come  or 
not  come,  however,  all  that  part  of  his  existence  which  was  uncon- 
nected with  open  Waitering  was  kept  a  close  secret,  and  was 
acknowledged  by  your  mother  to  be  a  close  secret,  and  you  and 
your  mother  flitted  about  the  court,  close  secrets  both  of  you,  and 
would  scarcely  have  confessed  under  torture  that  you  knew  your 
father,  or  that  your  father  had  any  name  than  Dick  (which  wasn't 
his  name,  though  he  was  never  known  by  any  other),  or  that  he 
had  kith  or  kin  or  chick  or  child.  Perhaps  the  attraction  of  this 
mystery,  combined  with  your  father's  having  a  damp  compartment 
to  himself,  behind  a  leaky  cistern,  at  the  Dust- Bin, — a  sort  of  a 
cellar  compartment,  with  a  sink  in  it,  and  a  smell,  and  a  plate- 
rack,  and  a  bottle-rack,  and  three  windows  that  didn't  match  each 
other  or  anything  else,  and  no  dayhght, — caused  your  young  mind 
to  feel  convinced  that  you  must  grow  up  to  be  a  Waiter  too ;  but 
you  did  feel  convinced  of  it,  and  so  did  all  your  brothers,  down  to 
your  sister.  Every  one  of  you  felt  convinced  that  you  was  born 
to  the  Waitering.  At  this  stage  of  your  career,  what  was  your 
feelings  one  day  when  your  father  came  home  to  your  mother  in 
open  broad  daylight, — of  itself  an  act  of  Madness  on  the  part  of 
a  Waiter, — and  took  to  his  bed  (leastwise,  your  mother  and  family's 
bed),  with  the  statement  that  his  eyes  were  devilled  kidneys.  Phy- 
sicians being  in  vain,  your  father  expired,  after  repeating  at  in- 
tervals for  a  day  and  a  night,  when  gleams  of  reason  and  old 
business  fitfully  illuminated  his  being,  '  Two  and  two  is  five.  And 
three  is  sixpence.'  Interred  in  the  parochial  department  of  the 
neighbouring  churchyard,  and  accompanied  to  the  grave  by  as 
many  Waiters  of  long  standing  as  could  spare  the  morning  time 
from  their  soiled  gla-^ses  (namely,  one),  your  bereaved  form  was 
attired  in  a  white  neckankecher,  and  you  was  took  on  from  mo- 
tives of  benevolence  at  The  George  and  Gridiron,  theatrical  and 
supper.  Here,  supporting  nature  on  what  you  found  in  the  plates 
(which  was  as  it  happened,  and  but  too  often  thoughtlessly,  im- 
mersed in  mustard),  and  on  what  you  found  in  the  glasses  (which 
rarely  went  beyond  driblets  and  lemon),  by  night  you  dropped 
asleep  standing,  till  you  was  cuffed  awake,  and  by  day  was  set  to 
polishing  every  individual  article  m  the  coffee-room.     Your  couch 
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being  sawdnst ;  yotir  counterpane  being  ashes  of  cigars.  Here, 
frequently  hiding  a  heavy  heart  under  the  smart  tie  of  your  white 
neckankecher  (or  correctly  speaking  lower  down  and  more  to  the 
left),  you  picked  up  the  rudiments  of  knowledge  from  an  extra,  by 
the  name  of  Bisliops,  and  by  calling  plate-washer,  and  gradually 
elevatmg  your  mind  with  chalk  on  the  back  of  the  corner-box  par- 
tition, until  such  time  as  you  used  the  inkstand  when  it  was  out 
of  hand,  attained  to  manhood,  and  to  be  the  Waiter  that  you  find 
yourself. 

I  could  wish  here  to  offer  a  few  respectful  words  on  behalf  of 
the  calling  so  long  the  calling  of  myself  and  family,  and  the  pub- 
lic interest  in  which  is  but  too  often  very  limited.  We  are  not 
generally  understood.  No,  we  are  not.  Allowance  enough  is  not 
made  for  us.  For,  say  that  we  ever  show  a  little  drooping  list- 
lessness  of  spirits,  or  what  might  be  termed  indifference  or  apathy. 
Put  it  to  yourself  what  would  your  own  state  of  mind  be,  if  you 
was  one  of  an  enormous  family  every  member  of  which  except 
you  was  always  greedy,  and  in  a  hurry.  Put  it  to  yourself  that 
you  was  regularly  replete  with  animal  food  at  the  slack  hours  of 
one  in  the  day  and  again  at  nine  p.m.,  and  that  the  repleter  you 
was,  the  more  voracious  all  your  fellow-creatures  came  in.  Put  it 
to  yourself  that  it  was  your  business,  when  your  digestion  was  well 
on,  to  take  a  personal  interest  and  sympathy  in  a  hundred  gentle- 
men fresh  and  fresh  (say,  for  the  sake  of  argument,  only  a  hun- 
dred), whose  imaginations  was  given  up  to  grease  and  fat  and 
gravy  and  melted  l)iitter,  and  abandoned  to  questioning  you  about 
cuts  of  this,  and  dishes  of  that, — each  of  'em  going  on  as  if  him 
and  you  and  the  bill  of  fare  was  alone  in  the  world.  Then  look 
what  you  are  expected  to  know.  You  are  never  out,  but  they  seem 
to  think  you  regularly  attend  everywhere.  '  What's  this,  Chris- 
topher, that  I  hear  about  the  smashed  Excursion  Train?' — '  How 
are  they  doing  at  the  Italian  Opera,  Christopher  ?' — '  Christopher, 
what  are  the  real  particulars  of  this  business  at  the  Yorkshire 
Bank  T  Similarly  a  ministry  gives  me  more  trouiile  than  it  gives 
the  Queen.  As  to  Lord  Palmerston,  the  constant  and  wearing 
connection  into  which  I  have  been  brought  with  his  lordship  dur- 
ing the  last  few  years  is  deserving  of  a  pension.  Then  look  at  the 
Hypocrites  wc  are  made,  and  the  lies  (white,  I  hope)  tiiat  are 
forced  upon  us  !  Why  must  a  sedentary-[)ursuited  Waiter  be  con- 
sidered to  be  a  judge  of  horsetlesh,  and  to  have  a  most  tremenjous 
interest  in  horse-training  and  racing?  Yet  it  would  be  half  our 
little  incomes  out  of  our  pcjckets  if  we  didn't  take  on  to  have  those 
sporting  tastes.     It  is  the  same  (^inconceivable  why  !)  with  Fariu- 
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ing.  Shooting,  equally  so.  I  am  sure  that  so  regular  as  the 
months  of  August,  September,  and  October  come  round,  I  am 
ashamed  of  myself  in  my  own  private  bosom  for  the  way  in  which 
I  make  believe  to  care  whether  or  not  the  grouse  is  strong  on  the 
wing  (much  their  wings,  or  drumsticks  either,  signifies  to  me,  un- 
cf loked ! ),  and  whether  the  partridges  is  plentiful  among  the  tur- 
nips, and  whether  the  pheasants  is  shy  or  bold,  or  anything  else 
you  please  to  mention.  Yet  you  may  see  me,  or  any  other  Waiter 
of  my  standing,  holding  on  by  the  back  of  the  box,  and  leaning 
over  a  gentleman  with  his  purse  out  and  his  bill  before  him,  dis- 
cussing these  points  in  a  confidential  tone  of  voice,  as  if  my  happi- 
ness in  life  entirely  depended  on  'em. 

I  have  mentioned  our  httle  incomes.  Look  at  the  most  un- 
reasonable point  of  all,  and  the  point  on  which  the  greatest  injus- 
tice is  done  us !  "Whether  it  is  owing  to  our  always  carrying  so 
much  change  in  our  right-hand  trousers-pocket,  and  so  many  half- 
peTice  in  our  coat-tails,  or  whether  it  is  human  nature  (which  I 
were  loath  to  believe),  what  is  meant  by  the  everlasting  fable  that 
Head  Waiters  is  rich  ?  How  did  that  fable  get  into  circulation  ? 
Who  first  put  it  about,  and  what  are  the  facts  to  establish  the  un- 
blushing statement  ?  Come  forth,  thou  slanderer,  and  refer  the 
public  to  the  Waiter's  will  in  Doctors'  Commons  supporting  thy 
malignant  hiss !  Yet  this  is  so  commonly  dwelt  upon — especially 
by  the  screws  who  give  Waiters  the  least — that  denial  is  vain ; 
and  we  are  obliged,  for  our  credit's  sake,  to  carry  our  heads  as  if 
we  were  going  into  a  business,  when  of  the  two  we  are  much 
more  likely  to  go  into  a  union.  There  was  formerly  a  screw  as 
frequented  the  Slamjam  ere  yet  the  present  writer  had  quitted  that 
establishment  on  a  question  of  tea-ing  his  assistant  staff  out  of  his 
own  pocket,  which  screw  carried  the  taunt  to  its  bitterest  height. 
Never  soaring  above  threepence,  and  as  often  as  not  grovelling  on 
the  earth  a  penny  lower,  he  yet  represented  the  present  writer  as 
a  large  holder  of  Consols,  a  lender  of  money  on  mortgage,  a  Capi- 
talist. He  has  been  overheard  to  dilate  to  other  customers  on 
the  allegation  that  the  present  writer  put  out  thousands  of  pounda 
at  interest  in  Distilleries  and  Breweries.  '  Well,  Christopher,'  he 
would  say  (having  grovelled  his  lowest  on  the  earth,  half  a  moment 
before),  '  looking  out  for  a  House  to  open,  eh  ?  Can't  find  a  busi- 
ness to  be  disposed  of  on  a  scale  as  is  up  to  your  resources, 
humph'?'  To  such  a  dizzy  precipice  of  falsehood  has  this  mis- 
representation taken  wing,  that  the  well-known  and  highly-respected 
Old  Charles,  long  eminent  at  the  West  Country  Hotel,  and  by 
some  cunsidered  the  Father  of  the  Waitering,  found  himself  under 
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the  oblii^ation  to  fall  into  it  thronqrh  so  many  years  that  his  own 
wife  (for  he  had  an  unbeknown  old  lady  in  that  capacity  towards 
himself)  believed  it !  And  what  was  tlic  consequence  1  ^yhen  he 
was  borne  to  his  grave  on  the  shoulders  of  six  picked  Waiters,  with 
six  more  for  change,  six  more  acting  as  pall-bearers,  all  keeping 
step  in  a  pouring  shower  without  a  dry  eye  visible,  and  a  concourse 
only  inferior  to  Royalty,  his  pantry  and  lodgings  was  equally  ran- 
sacked high  and  low  for  property,  and  none  was  found !  How 
could  it  be  found,  when,  beyond  his  last  monthly  collection  of 
walking-sticks,  umbrellas,  and  pocket-handkerchiefs  (which  hap- 
pened to  have  been  not  yet  disposed  of,  though  he  had  ever  been 
through  life  punctual  in  clearing  off  his  collections  by  the  month), 
there  was  no  property  existing  ?  Such,  however,  is  the  force  of 
this  universal  libel,  that  the  widow  of  Old  Charles,  at  the  present 
hour  an  inmate  of  the  Almshouses  of  the  Cork-cutters'  Company, 
in  Clue  Anchor-road  (identified  sitting  at  the  door  of  one  of  'em, 
in  a  clean  cap  and  a  Windsor  arm-cliair,  only  last  Monday),  ex- 
pects John's  hoarded  wealth  to  be  found  hourly  !  Nay,  ere  yet  he 
had  succumbed  to  the  grisly  dart,  and  when  his  portrait  was  painted 
in  oils  life-size,  by  subscription  of  the  frequenters  of  the  West 
Country,  to  hang  over  the  coffee-room  chimney-piece,  there  were 
not  wanting  those  who  contended  that  what  is  termed  the  acces- 
sories of  such  portrait  ought  to  be  the  Bank  of  England  out  of 
window,  and  a  strong-box  on  the  table.  And  but  for  better-regu- 
lated miuds  contending  for  a  bottle  and  screw  and  the  attitude  of 
drawing, — and  carrying  their  point, — it  would  have  been  so  handed 
down  to  posterity, 

I  am  now  brought  to  the  title  of  the  present  remarks.  Having, 
I  hope  without  oflence  to  any  quarter,  offered  such  observations  &s 
I  (elt  it  my  duty  to  oifer,  in  a  free  country  which  has  ever  domi- 
naied  the  seas,  on  the  general  subject,  I  will  now  proceed  to  wait 
on  the  particular  question. 

At  a  momentous  period  of  my  life,  when  I  was  off,  so  far  as 
concerned  notice  given,  with  a  House  that  shall  be  nameless, — for 
the  question  on  which  I  took  my  departing  stand  was  a  fixed 
charge  for  Waiters,  and  no  House  as  commits  itself  to  that  emi- 
nently Un-English  act  of  more  than  foolishness  and  baseness  shall 
be  advertised  by  me, — I  repeat,  at  a  momentous  crisis,  when  I  was 
u\Y  with  a  House  too  mean  for  mention,  and  not  yet  on  with  that 
to  which  I  have  ever  since  had  the  honour  of  being  attached  in 
the  capacity  of  Head,*  I  was  casting  about  what  to  do  next.   Then 

"  Its  name  and  address  at  length,  with  other  full  particularB,  all  ed>- 
torialiy  struck  out. 
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it  were  that  proposals  were  made  to  me  on  behalf  of  my  present 
establishment.  Stipulations  were  necessary  on  my  part,  emenda- 
tions were  necessary  on  my  part:  in  the  end,  ratifications  ensued 
ou  both  sides,  and  I  entered  on  a  new  career. 

We  are  a  bed  business,  and  a  coffee-room  business.  "We  are 
not  a  general  dining  business,  nor  do  we  wish  it.  In  consequence, 
when  diners  drop  in,  we  know  what  to  give  'em  as  will  keep  'em 
away  another  time.  "We  are  a  Private  Eoom  or  Family  business 
also ;  but  Coffee-room  principal.  Me  and  the  Directory  and  the 
Writing  Materials  and  cetrer  occupy  a  place  to  ourselves — a  place 
fended  off  up  a  step  or  two  at  the  end  of  the  Coffee-room,  in  what 
I  call  the  good  old-fashioned  style.  The  good  old-fashioned  style 
is,  that  whatever  you  want,  down  to  a  wafer,  you  must  be  olely 
and  solely  dependent  on  the  Head  "Waiter  for.  You  must  put  your- 
self a  new-born  Child  into  his  hands.  There  is  no  other  way  in 
which  a  business  uutinged  with  Continental  Vice  can  be  conducted. 
(It  were  bootless  to  add,  that  if  languages  is  required  to  be  jab- 
bered and  English  is  not  good  enough,  both  families  and  gentle- 
men had  better  go  somewhere  else.) 

When  I  began  to  settle  down  in  this  right-principled  and 
well- conducted  House,  I  noticed,  under  the  bed  in  No.  24  B  (which 
it  is  up  a  angle  off"  the  staircase,  and  usually  put  off  upon  the 
lowly-mmded),  a  heap  of  things  in  a  corner.  I  asked  our  Head 
Chambermaid  in  the  course  of  the  day, 

'  What  are  them  things  in  24  B  ?' 

To  which  she  answered  with  a  careless  air, 

*  Somebody's  Luggage.' 

Regarding  her  with  a  eye  not  free  from  severity,  I  says, 

*  Whose  Luggage  V 
Evading  my  eye,  she  replied, 

'  Lor  !    How  should  1  know  !' 

— Being,  it  may  be  right  to  mention,  a  female  of  some  pert- 
ness,  though  acquainted  with  her  business. 

A  Head  Waiter  must  be  either  Head  or  Tail.  He  must  be  at 
one  extremity  or  the  other  of  the  social  scale.  He  cannot  be  at 
the  waist  of  it,  or  anywhere  else  but  the  extremities.  It  is  for  him 
to  decide  which  of  the  extremities. 

On  the  eventful  occasion  under  consideration,  I  give  ]\Irs. 
Pratchett  so  distinctly  lo  nnaerstand  my  decision,  that  I  broke  her 
spirit  as  towards  myself,  then  and  there,  and  for  good.  Let  not 
inconsistency  be  suspected  on  account  of  my  mentioumg  Mrs. 
Pratchett  as  '  Mrs.,'  and  having  formerly  remarked  that  a  waitress 
must  not  be  married.     "Readers  are  respectfully  ce^^ueated  to  notice 
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tliat  Mrs.  Pratchett  was  not  a  waitress,  but  a  chambermaid.  Now 
a  chaiuberiiKUil  may  be  married ;  if  Head,  generally  is  married, — 
or  says  so.  It  comes  to  the  same  thing  as  expressing  what  is 
customary.  (N.B.  Mr.  Pratchett  is  in  Australia,  and  his  address 
♦here  is  '  the  Bush.') 

Having  took  Mrs.  Pratchett  down  as  many  pegs  as  was  essen- 
tial to  the  future  happiness  of  all  parties,  I  requested  her  to  ex- 
plain herself. 

'  For  instance,'  I  says,  to  give  her  a  httle  encouragement, 
'  who  is  Somebody?' 

'  I  give  you  my  sacred  honour,  Mr.  Christopher,'  answers 
Pratchett,  '  that  I  haven't  the  faintest  notion.' 

But  for  the  manner  in  which  she  settled  her  cap-strings,  1 
should  have  doubte<l  this ;  but  in  respect  of  positiveness  it  was 
hardly  to  be  discriminated  from  an  affidavit. 

'  Then  you  never  saw  him  f  I  followed  her  up  with. 

'  Nor  yet,'  said  Mrs.  Pratchett,  shutting  her  eyes  and  making 
as  if  she  had  just  took  a  pill  of  unusual  circumference, — which 
gave  a  remarkable  force  to  her  denial, — '  nor  yet  any  servant  in 
this  house.  All  have  been  changed,  Mr.  Christopher,  within  five 
year,  and  Somebody  left  his  Luggage  here  before  then.' 

Inquiry  of  Miss  IMartin  yielded  (in  the  language  of  the  Bard  of 
A.  1.)  'confirmation  strong.'  So  it  had  really  and  truly  happened. 
Miss  Martin  is  the  young  lady  at  the  bar  as  makes  out  our  bills; 
and  though  higher  than  I  could  wish  considering  her  station,  is 
perfectly  well-i)eliaved. 

Farther  investigations  led  to  the  disclosure  that  there  was  a 
bill  against  this  Luggage  to  the  amount  of  two  sixteen  six.  The 
Tvuggage  had  been  lying  imderthe  bedstead  in  24  B  over  six  year. 
TIk!  bedstead  is  a  four-poster,  with  a  deal  of  old  hanging  and 
valance,  and  is,  as  I  once  said,  probably  connected  with  more  than 
24  Bs, — which  I  remember  my  hearers  was  pleased  to  laugh  at, 
at  the  time. 

I  don't  know  why, — when  do  we  know  why  ? — but  tliis  Lug- 
gage laid  heavy  on  my  mind.  I  fell  a  wondering  about  Somebody, 
and  what  he  had  got  and  been  up  to,  I  couldn't  satisfy  my 
thoughts  why  he  should  leave  so  much  Luggage  against  so  small 
a  bill.  For  I  had  the  Luggage  out  within  a  day  or  two  and  turned 
it  over,  and  the  following  were  the  items: — A  black  portmanteau, 
a  black  bag,  a  desk,  a  dressing-case,  a  brown-paper  ]iarce],  a  hat- 
box,  and  an  umbrella  strapped  to  a  walking-stick.  It  was  all  very 
dusty  and  lluey.  I  had  our  porter  up  to  get  under  the  bed  and 
fetch  it  out  J  and  though  he  habitually  wal'"^»^'«  'ii  dust, — swims  iu 
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it  from  morning  to  night,  and  wears  a  close-fitting  wai.stcoat  with 
black  calimanco  sleeves  for  the  purpose, — it  made  him  sneeze 
again,  and  his  throat  was  that  hot  with  it  that  it  was  obliged  to 
be  cooled  with  a  drink  of  AUsopp's  draft. 

The  Luggage  so  got  the  better  of  me,  that  instead  of  having 
it  put  back  when  it  was  well  dusted  and  washed  with  a  wet  cloth, — 
previous  to  which  it  was  so  covered  with  feathers  that  you  might 
have  thought  it  was  turning  into  poultry,  and  would  by  and  by 
begin  to  Lay, — I  say,  instead  of  having  it  put  back,  I  had  it  car- 
ried into  one  of  my  places  down-stairs.  There  from  time  to  time 
I  stared  at  it  and  stared  at  it,  till  it  seemed  to  grow  big  and  grow 
little,  and  come  forward  at  me  and  retreat  again,  and  go  through 
all  manner  of  performances  resembling  intoxication.  When  this 
had  lasted  weeks, — I  may  say  months,  and  not  be  far  out, — I  one 
day  thought  of  asking  Miss  Martin  for  the  particulars  of  the  Two 
sixteen  six  total.  She  was  so  obhging  as  to  extract  it  from  the 
books, — it  dating  before  her  time, — and  here  follows  a  true  copy: 
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Brought  forward         .         .£112  0 
Pens  and  paper         ..... 
Messenger  to  Albeniarle-street  and  back     . 
Again  (detained),  when  l^o  Answer  . 
Sult-ceilar  broken     ..... 
Large  Liqueur-glass  Orange  Brandy , 
Dinner,  Soup,  Fish,  Joint,  and  bird    . 
Bottle  old  East  India  Browu 
Pen  and  paper.         ..... 

£2  16  6 

Mem. :  January  1st,  1S57.  He  went  out  after  dinner,  direct- 
ing Luggage  to  be  ready  wlien  be  called  for  it.     ^ever  called. 

So  far  from  throwing  a  light  upon  the  subject,  this  bill  ap- 
peared to  me,  if  I  may  so  express  ray  doubts,  to  involve  it  in  a 
yet  more  lurid  halo.  Speculating  it  over  with  the  Mistress,  she 
informed  me  that  the  luggage  bad  been  advertised  in  the  Master's 
time  as  being  to  be  sold  after  such  and  such  a  day  to  pay  expenses, 
but  no  farther  steps  had  been  taken.  (I  may  here  remark,  that 
the  Mistress  is  a  widow  in  her  fourth  year.  The  Master  was  pos- 
sessed of  one  of  those  unfortunate  constitutions  in  which  Spirits 
turns  to  Water,  and  rises  in  the  ill-starred  Victim.) 

My  speculating  it  over,  not  then  only,  but  repeatedly,  some- 
times with  the  Mistress,  sometimes  with  one,  sometimes  with  an- 
other, led  up  to  the  Mistress's  saying  to  me, — whether  at  first  in 
joke  or  in  earnest,  or  half  joke  and  half  earnest,  it  matters  not: 

*  Cbristo[)her,  I  am  going  to  make  you  a  handsome  offer.' 
(If  this  should   meet  her  eye, — a  lovely  blue, — may  she  not 

take  it  ill  my  mentioning  that  if  I  had  been  eight  or  ten  year 
younger,  I  would  have  done  as  much  by  her !  That  is,  I  would 
have  made  her  a  olTer.  It  is  for  others  than  me  to  denominate  it 
a  handsome  one,) 

'  Christopher,  I  am  going  to  make  you  a  handsome  offer.' 

*  Put  a  name  to  it,  ma'am.' 

*  Look  here,  Christo])her.  Run  over  the  articles  of  Somebody's 
Luggage.      You've  got  it  all  by  heart,  I  know.' 

'A  black  portmanteau,  ma'am,  a  black  bag,  a  desk,  a  dressing- 
case,  a  brown-]iaper  parcel,  a  hat-box,  and  an  umbrella  strapped 
to  a  walking-stick.' 

'  All  just  as  they  were  left.  Nothing  opened,  nothing  tam- 
pered with.' 
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*Yon  are  right,  ma'am.  All  locked  but  the  brown-paper 
parcel,  and  that  sealed.' 

The  Mistress  was  leaning  on  Miss  ^Martin's  desk  at  the  bar- 
window,  and  she  taps  the  open  book  that  lays  upon  the  desk, — she 
has  a  pretty-made  hand  to  be  sure, — and  bobs  her  head  over  it 
and  laughs. 

'  Come,'  says  she,  '  Christopher.  Pay  me  Somebody's  bill, 
and  you  shall  have  Somebody's  Luggage.' 

I  rather  took  to  the  idea  from  the  first  moment ;  biit, 

'  It  mayn't  be  worth  the  money,'  I  objected,  seeming  to  hold 
back. 

'  That's  a  Lottery,'  says  the  Mistress,  folding  her  arras  upon 
the  book, — it  ain't  her  hands  alone  that's  pretty  made,  the  obser- 
vation extends  right  up  her  arms.  '  Won't  you  venture  two 
pound  sixteen  shillings  and  sixpence  in  the  Lottery  ?  Why,  there's 
no  blanks !'  says  the  Mistress,  laughing  and  bobbing  her  head 
again,  '  you  must  win.  If  you  lose,  you  must  win  !  All  prizes  in 
this  Lottery!  Draw  a  blank,  and  remember.  Gentlemen- Sports- 
men, you'll  still  be  entitled  to  a  black  portmanteau,  a  black  bag,  a 
desk,  a  dressing-case,  a  sheet  of  brown  paper,  a  hat-box,  and  an 
umbrella  strapped  to  a  walking-stick  !' 

To  make  short  of  it.  Miss  Martin  come  round  me,  and  Mrs. 
Pratchett  come  round  me,  and  the  Mistress  she  was  completely 
round  me  already,  and  all  the  women  in  the  house  come  round  me, 
and  if  it  had  been  Sixteen  two  instead  of  Two  sixteen,  I  should 
have  thought  myself  well  out  of  it.  For  what  can  you  do  when 
they  do  come  round  you  ? 

So  I  paid  the  money — down — and  such  a  laughing  as  there 
was  among  'em  I  But  I  turned  the  tables  on  'em  regularly,  when 
I  said : 

'  My  family-name  is  Blue-Beard.  I'm  going  to  open  Some- 
body's Luggage  all  alone  in  the  Secret  Chamber,  and  nut  a  female 
eye  catches  sight  of  the  contents  !' 

Whether  I  thought  proper  to  have  the  firmness  to  keep  to 
this,  don't  signify,  or  whether  any  female  eye,  and  if  any,  how 
many,  was  really  present  when  the  opening  of  the  Luggage  came 
ofif.  Somebody's  Luggage  is  the  question  at  present:  Nobody's 
eyes,  nor  yet  noses. 

What  I  still  look  at  most,  in  connection  with  that  Luggage,  is 
the  extraordinary  quantity  of  writing-paper,  and  all  written  on  ! 
And  not  our  paper  neither, — not  the  paper  charged  in  the  bill, 
for  we  know  our  paper, — so  he  must  have  been  always  at  it.  And 
he  had  crumpled-up  this  writing  of  his,  everywhere,  in  every  part 
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and  parcel  of  his  luggage.  There  was  writing  in  his  dressing- 
case,  writing  in  bis  boots,  writing  among  bis  shaving-tackle,  writ- 
ing in  bis  bat-box,  writing  folded  away  down  among  the  very 
whalebones  of  his  umbrella. 

His  clothes  wasn't  bad,  what  there  was  of  'em.  His  dressing- 
case  was  poor, — not  a  particle  of  silver  stopper, — bottle  apertures 
with  nothing  in  'em,  like  empty  little  dog-kennels, — and  a  most 
searching  description  of  tooth-powder  diffusing  itself  around,  as 
under  a  deluded  mistake  that  all  the  chinks  in  the  fittings  was 
divisions  in  teeth.  His  clothes  I  parted  with,  well  enough,  to  a 
secondhand  dealer  not  far  from  St.  Clement's  Danes,  in  tlie  Strand, 
— him  as  the  officers  in  the  Army  mostly  dispose  of  their  uniforms 
to,  when  hard  pressed  Avith  debts  of  honour,  if  I  may  judge  from 
their  coats  and  epaulets  diversifying  the  window  with  their  backs 
towards  the  public.  The  same  party  bought  in  one  lot  the  port- 
manteau, the  bag,  the  desk,  the  dressing-case,  the  hat-box,  the 
umbrella,  strap,  and  walking-srick.  On  my  remarking  that  I 
should  have  thought  those  articles  not  quite  in  his  line,  he  said : 
'  No  more  ith  a  man'tli  grandmother,  Mithter  Chrithtfiplier ;  but 
if  any  man  will  bring  hith  grandmother  here,  and  offer  her  at  a 
fair  trifle  below  what  the'U  feth  with  good  luck  when  the'th 
thcoured  and  turned — I'll  buy  her  !' 

These  transactions  brought  me  home,  and,  indeed,  more  than 
home,  for  they  left  a  goodish  profit  on  the  original  investment. 
And  now  there  remained  the  writings ;  and  the  writings  I  parti- 
cular wish  to  bring  under  the  candid  attention  of  the  reader. 

I  wish  to  do  so  without  postponement,  for  this  reason.  That 
is  to  say,  namely,  viz.  i.e.,  as  follows,  thus : — Before  I  proceed  to 
recount  the  mental  sufferings  of  which  I  became  the  prey  in  con- 
sequence of  the  writings,  and  before  following  up  that  harrowing 
tale  with  a  statement  of  the  wonderful  and  im{)ressive  catastrophe, 
as  thrilling  in  its  nature  as  unlookod  for  in  any  other  capacity, 
which  crowned  the  ole  and  filled  the  cup  of  imexpectedness  to  over- 
flowing, the  writings  themselves  ought  to  stand  forth  to  view. 
Therefore  it  is  that  tliey  now  come  next.  One  word  to  introduce 
them,  and  I  lay  down  my  pen  (I  hope,  my  unassuming  pen),  until 
I  take  it  uj)  to  trace  the  gloomy  sequel  of  a  miail  with  something 
on  it. 

He  was  a  smeary  writer,  and  wrote  a  dreadful  bad  hand. 
Utterly  regardless  of  ink,  he  lavished  it  on  every  undeserving 
object, — on  his  clothes,  his  desk,  his  hat,  the  handle  of  his  tooth- 
brush, his  umbrella.  Ink  was  found  freely  on  the  coffee-room 
carpet  by  No.  4  table,  and  two  blots  was  ou  his  restless  couch.     A 
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reference  to  the  document  I  have  given  entire  will  show  that  on 
the  morning  of  the  third  of  February,  eighteen  fifty-six,  be  pro- 
cured his  no  less  than  fifth  pen  and  paper.  To  whatever  deplor- 
able act  of  ungovernable  composition  he  immolated  those  materials 
olitained  from  the  bar,  there  is  no  doubt  that  the  fatal  deed  was 
committed  in  bed,  and  that  it  left  its  evidences  but  too  plainly, 
long  afterwards,  upon  the  pillow-case. 

He  had  put  no  Heading  to  any  of  his  "writings.  Alas  !  Was 
he  likely  to  have  a  Heading  without  a  Head,  and  where  was  his 
Head  when  he  took  such  things  into  it  1  In  some  cases,  such  as 
his  Boots,  he  would  appear  to  have  hid  the  writings ;  thereby  in- 
volving his  style  in  greater  obscurity.  But  his  Boots  was  at  least 
pairs, — and  no  two  of  his  writings  can  put  in  any  claim  to  be  so 
regarded.  Here  follows  (not  to  give  more  specimens)  what  was 
found  in 

CHAPTER  II. 

HIS  BOOTS. 

'  Eh  !  well  then.  Monsieur  Mutuel  !  What  do  I  know,  what 
can  I  say  ]  I  assure  you  that  he  calls  himself  Monsieur  The  Eng- 
lishman.' 

'  Pardon.  But  I  think  it  is  impossible,'  said  Monsieur  Mutuel, 
— a  spectacled,  snuffy,  stooping  old  gentleman  in  carpet  shoes  and 
a  cloth  cap  with  a  peaked  shade,  a  loose  blue  frock-coat  reaching  to 
his  heels,  a  large  limp  white  shirt-frill,  and  cravat  to  correspond, — 
that  is  to  say,  white  was  the  natural  colour  of  his  linen  on  Sun- 
days, but  it  toned  down  with  the  week. 

'  It  is,'  repeated  Monsieur  Mutuel,  his  amiable  old  walnut- 
shell  countenance  very  walnut>shelly  indeed  as  he  smiled  and 
blinked  in  the  bright  morning  sunlight, — '  it  is,  my  cherished 
Madame  Bouclet,  I  think,  impossible  !' 

'  Hey  !'  (with  a  little  vexed  cry  and  a  great  many  tosses  of  her 
head.)  '  But  it  is  not  impossible  that  you  are  a  Pig !'  retorted 
Madame  Bouclet,  a  compact  little  woman  of  thirty-five  or  so. 
'  See  then, — look  there, —  read  I  "On  the  second  floor  Monsieur 
L' Anglais."     Is  it  not  so  V 

'  It  is  so,'  said  Monsieur  MutueL 

'Good.  Continue  your  morning  walk.  Get  out!'  Madame 
Bouclet  dismissed  him  with  a  lively  snap  of  her  fingers. 

The  morning  walk  of  IMonsieur  Mutuel  was  in  the  brightest 
patch  that  the  sun  made  in  the  Grande  Place  of  a  dull  old  forti- 
fied French  town.  The  manner  of  his  morning  walk  was  with 
his  hands  crossed  behind  him ;  an  umbrella,  in  figure  the  express 
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image  of  himself,  always  in  one  hand ;  a  snuff-box  in  the  other. 
Thus,  with  the  shuffling  gait  of  the  Elephant  (who  really  does  deal 
with  the  very  worst  trousers-maker  employed  by  the  Zoological 
world,  and  who  appeared  to  have  recommended  him  to  Monsieur 
Mutuel),  the  old  gentleman  sunned  himself  daily  when  sun  was  to 
be  had — of  course,  at  the  same  time  sunning  a  red  ribbon  at  his 
button-hole ;   for  was  he  not  an  ancient  Frenchman  ? 

Being  told  by  one  of  the  angelic  sex  to  continue  his  morning 
walk  and  get  out,  Monsieur  Mutnel  laughed  a  walnut-shell  laugh, 
pulled  off  his  cap  at  arm's  length  with  the  hand  that  contained  his 
snuff-box,  kept  it  off  for  a  considerable  period  after  he  had  parted 
from  Madame  Bouclet,  and  continued  his  morning  walk  and  got 
out,  like  a  man  of  gallantry  as  he  was. 

The  documentary  evidence  to  which  Madame  Bouclet  had  re- 
ferred Monsieur  Mutuel  was  the  list  of  her  lodgers,  sweetly  written 
forth  by  her  own  Nephew  and  Bookkeeper,  who  held  the  pen  of 
an  Angel,  and  posted  up  at  the  side  of  her  gateway,  for  the  in- 
formation of  the  Police  :  '  Au  second,  M.  L' Anglais,  Proprietaire,' 
On  the  second  floor,  Mr.  The  Englishman,  man  of  property.  iSo 
it  stood  ;  nothing  could  be  plainer. 

Madame  Bouclet  now  traced  the  line  with  her  forefinger,  as  it 
were  to  confirm  and  settle  herself  in  her  parting  snap  at  Monsieur 
jMutuel,  and  so  placing  her  right  hand  on  her  hip  with  a  defiant 
air,  as  if  nothing  should  ever  tempt  her  to  unsnap  that  snap, 
strolled  out  into  the  Place  to  glance  up  at  the  windows  of  Mr. 
The  Englishman.  That  worthy  happening  to  be  looking  out  of 
window  at  the  moment,  Madame  Bouclet  gave  him  a  graceful  sa- 
lutation with  her  head,  looked  to  the  right  and  looked  to  the  left 
to  account  to  him  for  her  being  there,  considered  for  a  moment, 
like  one  who  accounted  to  herself  for  somebody  she  had  expected 
not  being  there,  and  reentered  her  own  gateway.  Madame  Bou- 
clet let  all  her  house  giving  on  the  Place  in  furnished  flats  or 
floors,  and  lived  up  the  yard  behind  in  company  with  Monsieur 
Bouclet  her  husband  (groat  at  billiards),  an  inherited  brewing 
business,  several  fowls,  two  carts,  a  nephew,  a  little  dog  in  a  big 
kennel,  a  grape-vine,  a  counting-house,  four  horses,  a  married  sis- 
ter (with  a  share  in  the  brewing  business),  the  husband  and  two 
children  of  the  nuirriod  sister,  a  parrot,  a  drum  (performed  on  by 
the  little  boy  of  the  married  sister),  two  billeted  soldiers,  a  quan- 
tity of  pigeons,  a  fife  (played  by  the  nephew  in  a  ravishing  man- 
ner), several  domestics  and  supernumeraries,  a  perpetual  flavour 
of  coffee  and  soup,  a  terrific  range  of  artificial  rocks  and  wooden 
precipices  at  least  four  feet  high,  a  small  fountain,  and  half-s- 
dozen  large  sunflowers. 
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Now  the  Englishman,  in  taking  his  Appartement, — or,  as  one 
might  say  on  our  side  of  the  Channel,  his  set  of  chambers, — had 
given  his  name,  correct  to  the  letter,  Langley.  But  as  he  had  a 
British  way  of  not  opening  his  mouth  very  wide  on  foreign  soil, 
except  at  meals,  the  Brewery  had  been  able  to  make  nothing  of 
it  but  L' Anglais.  ISo  Mr.  The  Englishman  he  had  become  and 
he  remained. 

'Never  saw  such  a  people!'  muttered  Mr.  The  Englishman, 
as  he  now  looked  out  of  window.     '  Never  did,  in  my  life  !' 

This  was  true  enough,  for  he  had  never  before  been  out  of  his 
own  country,  —  a  right  little  island,  a  tight  little  island,  a  bright 
little  island,  a  show-tight  little  island,  and  full  of  merit  of  all  sorts; 
but  not  the  whole  round  world. 

*  These  chaps,'  said  ]\Ir.  The  Englishman  to  himself,  as  his  eye 
rolled  over  the  Place,  sprinkled  with  military  here  and  there,  '  are 
no  more  like  soldiers — '  Nothing  being  sufficiently  strong  for  the 
end  of  his  sentence,  he  left  it  unended. 

This  again  (from  the  point  of  view  of  his  experience)  was 
strictly  correct;  for  though  there  was  a  great  agglomeration  of 
soldiers  in  the  town  and  neighbouring  country,  you  might  have 
held  a  grand  Review  and  Field-day  of  them  every  one,  and  looked 
in  vain  among  them  all  for  a  soldier  choking  behind  his  foolish 
stock,  or  a  soldier  lamed  by  his  ill-fitting  shoes,  or  a  soldier  de- 
prived of  the  use  of  his  limbs  by  straps  and  buttons,  or  a  soldier 
elaborately  forced  to  be  self-helpless  in  all  the  small  affairs  of  life. 
A  swarm  of  brisk,  bright,  active,  bustling,  handy,  odd,  skirmish- 
ing fellows,  able  to  turn  cleverly  at  anything,  from  a  siege  to  soup, 
from  great  guns  to  needles  and  thread,  from  the  broadsword  exer- 
cise to  slicing  an  onion,  from  making  war  to  making  omelets,  was 
all  you  would  have  found. 

What  a  swarm  !  From  the  Great  Place  under  the  eye  of  Mr. 
The  Englishman,  where  a  few  awkward  squads  from  the  last  con- 
scription were  doing  the  goose-step  —  some  members  of  those 
squads  still  as  to  their  bodies,  in  the  chrysalis  peasant-state  of 
Blouse,  and  only  military  butterflies  as  to  their  rcgimcntally- 
clothed  legs,  —  from  the  Great  Place,  away  outside  the  fortifica- 
tions, and  away  for  miles  along  the  dusty  roads,  soldiers  swarmed. 
All  day  long,  upon  the  grass-grown  ramparts  of  the  town,  prac- 
tising soldiers  trumpeted  and  bugled  ;  all  day  long,  down  in  angles 
of  dry  trenches,  practising  soldiers  drummed  and  drummed.  Every 
forenoon,  soldiers  burst  out  of  the  great  barracks  into  the  sandy 
gymnasium-ground  hard  by,  and  flew  over  tlie  wooden  horse,  and 
hung  on  to  Hying  ropes,  and  dangled  upside-down  between  parallel 
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bars,  and  shot  themselves  off  wooden  platforms, — splashes,  sparks, 
coruscations,  showers  of  soldiers.  At  every  corner  of  the  town- 
wall,  every  guard-house,  every  gateway,  every  sentry-box,  every 
drawbridge,  every  reedy  ditch,  and  rushy  dike,  soldiers,  soldiers, 
soldiers.  And  the  town  being  pretty  well  all  wall,  guard-house, 
gateway,  sentry-box,  drawbridge,  reedy  ditch,  and  rushy  dike,  the 
town  was  pretty  well  all  soldiers. 

Wliat  would  the  sleepy  old  town  have  been  without  the  soldiers, 
seeing  that  even  with  them  it  had  so  overslept  itself  as  to  have  slept 
its  echoes  hoarse,  its  defensive  bars  and  locks  and  bolts  and  chains 
all  rusty,  and  its  ditches  stagnant !  From  the  days  when  Vadban 
engineered  it  to  that  perplexing  extent  that  to  look  at  it  was  like 
being  knocked  on  the  head  with  it,  the  stranger  becoming  stunned 
and  stertorous  under  the  shock  of  its  incomprehensibility, — from 
the  days  when  Vauban  made  it  the  express  incorporation  of  every 
substantive  and  adjective  in  the  art  of  military  engineering,  and 
not  only  twisted  you  into  it  and  twisted  you  out  of  it,  to  the  right, 
to  the  left,  opposite,  under  here,  over  there,  in  the  dark,  in  the 
dirt,  by  the  gateway,  archway,  covered  way,  dry  way,  wet  way, 
fosse,  portcullis,  drawbiidge,  sluice,  squat  tower,  pierced  wall,  and 
lieavy  battery,  but  likewise  took  a  fortifying  dive  under  the  neigh- 
bouring country,  and  came  to  the  surface  three  or  four  miles  off, 
blowing  out  incomprehensible  mounds  and  batteries  among  the 
quiet  crops  of  chiccory  and  beet-root,  —  from  those  days  to  these 
tlie  town  had  been  asleep,  and  dust  and  rust  and  must  had  settled 
i)U  its  drowsy  Arsenals  and  Magazines,  and  grass  had  grown  up 
in  its  silent  streets. 

On  market-days  alone,  its  Great  Place  suddenly  leaped  out  of 
bed.  On  market-days,  some  friendly  enchanter  struck  his  staff 
upon  the  stones  of  the  Great  Place,  and  instantly  arose  the  live- 
liest booths  and  stalls,  and  sittings  and  standings,  and  a  pleasant 
hum  of  chaffering  and  huckstering  from  many  hundreds  of  tongues, 
and  a  pleasant,  though  peculiar,  blending  of  colours, — white  caps, 
blue  blouses,  and  green  vegetables, — and  at  last  the  Knight  des- 
tined for  the  adventure  seemed  to  have  come  in  earnest,  and  all 
the  Vaubanois  sprang  up  awake.  And  now,  by  long,  low-lying 
avenues  of  trees,  jolting  in  white-hooded  donkey-cart,  and  on  don- 
key-back, and  in  tumbril  ami  wagon,  and  cart  and  cabriolet,  and 
afoot  with  barrow  and  burden, — and  along  the  dikes  and  ditches 
and  canals,  in  little  peak-prowed  country  boats, — came  peasant- 
men  and  women  in  flocks  and  crowds,  bringing  articles  for  sale. 
And  here  yon  had  boots  and  shoes,  and  sweetmeats  and  stuffs  to 
wear,  and  hero  (in  the  cool  shade  of  the  Town-hall)  you  had  milk 
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and  cream  and  butter  and  cheese,  and  here  you  had  fruits  and 
onions  and  carrots,  and  all  things  needful  for  your  soup,  and  here 
you  had  poultry  and  flowers  and  protesting  pigs,  and  here  new 
shovels,  axes,  spades,  and  bill-hooks  for  your  farming  work,  and 
here  huge  mounds  of  bread,  and  here  your  unground  grain  in 
sacks,  and  here  your  children's  dolls,  and  here  the  cake-seller,  an- 
nouncing his  wares  by  beat  and  roll  of  drum.  And  hark  !  fan- 
faronade of  trumpets,  and  here  into  the  Great  Place,  resplendent 
in  an  open  carriage,  with  four  gorgeously-attired  servitors  up  be- 
hind, playing  horns,  drums,  and  cymbals,  rolled  'the  Daughter  of 
a  Physician'  in  massive  golden  chains  and  ear-rings,  and  blue- 
feathered  hat,  shaded  from  the  admiring  sun  by  two  immense 
umbrellas  of  artificial  roses,  to  dispense  (from  motives  of  philan- 
thropy) that  small  and  pleasant  dose  which  had  cured  so  many 
thousands  !  Toothache,  earache,  headache,  heartache,  stomach- 
ache, debility,  nervousness,  fits,  fainting,  fever,  ague,  all  equally 
cured  by  the  small  and  pleasant  dose  of  the  great  Physician's  great 
daughter !  The  process  was  this, — she,  the  Daughter  of  a  Phy- 
sician, proprietress  of  the  superb  equipage  you  now  admired  with 
its  confirmatory  blasts  of  trumpet,  drum,  and  cymbal,  told  you  so: 
On  the  first  day  after  taking  the  small  and  pleasant  dose,  you 
would  feel  no  particular  influence  beyond  a  most  harmonious  sen- 
sation of  indescribaljle  and  irresistible  joy ;  on  the  second  day  you 
would  be  so  astonishingly  better  that  you  would  think  yourself 
changed  into  somebody  else ;  on  the  third  day  you  would  be  en- 
tirely free  from  your  disorder,  whatever  its  nature  and  however 
long  you  had  had  it,  and  would  seek  out  the  Physician's  Daughter 
to  throw  yourself  at  her  feet,  kiss  the  hem  of  her  garment,  and 
buy  as  many  more  of  the  small  and  pleasant  doses  as  by  the  sale 
of  all  your  few  effects  you  coifld  obtain ;  but  she  would  be  inac- 
cessible,— gone  for  herbs  to  the  Pyramids  of  Egypt,  —  and  you 
would  be  (though  cured)  reduced  to  despair  !  Thus  would  the 
Physician's  Daughter  drive  her  trade  (and  briskly  too),  and  thus 
would  the  buying  and  soiling  and  mingling  of  tongues  and  colours 
continue,  until  the  changing  sunlight,  leaving  the  Physician's  Daugh- 
ter in  the  shadow  of  high  roofs,  admonished  her  to  jolt  out  west- 
ward, with  a  departing  effect  of  gleam  and  glitter  on  the  splendid 
equipage  and  brazen  blast.  And  now  the  enchanter  struck  his  staff 
tipon  the  stones  of  the  Great  Place  once  more,  and  down  went  the 
booths,  the  sittings  and  standings,  and  vanished  the  merchandise, 
and  with  it  the  barrows,  donkeys,  donkey-carts,  and  tumbrils,  and 
all  other  things  on  wheels  and  feet,  except  the  slow  scavengers 
with  unwieldy  carts  and  meagre  horses  clearing  up  the  rubbish, 
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assisted  by  the  sleek  town  pigeons,  better  plumped  out  than  on 
non-market-days.  Wliile  there  was  yet  an  hour  or  two  to  wane 
before  the  autumn  sunset,  the  loiterer  outside  town-gate  and  draw- 
bridge, and  postern  and  double-ditch,  would  see  the  last  white- 
hooded  cart  lessening  in  the  avenue  of  lengthening  shadows  of 
trees,  or  the  last  country  boat,  paddled  by  the  last  market-woman 
on  her  way  home,  showing  black  upon  the  reddening  long,  low, 
narrow  dike  between  him  and  the  mill ;  and  as  the  paddle-parted 
scum  and  weed  closed  over  the  boat's  track,  he  might  be  comfort- 
ably sure  that  its  sluggish  rest  would  be  troubled  no  more  until 
next  market-day. 

As  it  was  not  one  of  the  Great  Place's  days  for  getting  out 
of  bed,  when  Mr.  The  Englishman  looked  down  at  the  young  sol- 
diers practising  the  goose-step  there,  his  mind  was  left  at  liberty 
to  take  a  military  turn. 

'  These  fellows  are  billeted  everywhere  about,'  said  he ;  *  and 
to  see  them  lighting  the  people's  fires,  boiling  the  people's  pots, 
minding  the  people's  babies,  rocking  the  peoj^le's  cradles,  washing 
the  people's  greens,  and  making  themselves  generally  useful,  in 
every  sort  of  unmilitary  way,  is  most  ridiculous  !  Never  saw  such 
a  set  of  fellows, — never  did  in  my  life  !' 

All  perfectly  true  again.  Was  there  not  Private  Valentine, 
in  that  very  house,  acting  as  sole  housemaid,  valet,  cook,  steward, 
and  nurse,  in  the  family  of  his  captain.  Monsieur  le  Capitaine  de 
la  Cour, — cleaning  the  floors,  making  the  beds,  doing  the  markets 
ing,  dressing  the  captain,  dressing  the  dinners,  dressing  the  salads, 
and  dressing  the  baby,  all  with  equal  readiness  ?  Or,  to  put  him 
aside,  he  being  in  loyal  attendance  on  his  Chief,  was  there  not 
Private  Hyppolitc,  billeted  at  the  Perfumer's  two  hundred  yards 
off,  who,  when  not  on  duty,  volunteered  to  keep  shop  while  the 
fair  Perfumeress  stepped  out  to  speak  to  a  neighbour  or  so,  and 
laughingly  sold  soap  with  his  war-sword  girded  on  him  ?  Was 
there  not  Emile,  billeted  at  the  Clock-nuiker's,  perpetually  turning 
to  of  an  evening,  with  his  coat  oil",  winding  up  the  stock  ?  Was 
there  not  Eugene,  billeted  at  the  Tinman's,  cultivating,  pipe  in 
mouth,  a  garden  four  feet  square,  for  the  Tinman,  in  the  little 
court  behind  the  shop,  and  extorting  the  fruits  of  the  earth  from 
the  same,  on  his  knees,  with  the  sweat  of  his  brow  ?  Not  to  mul- 
tiply examples,  was  there  not  Baptiste,  billeted  on  the  poor  Water- 
carrier,  at  that  very  instant  sitting  on  the  pavement  in  the  sunlight, 
with  his  martial  legs  asunder,  and  one  of  the  Water-carrier's  spare 
pails  between  them,  which  (to  the  delight  and  glory  of  the  heart 
of  the  Water-carrier  coming  across  the  I'lace  from  the  fountain, 
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jolted  and  burdened)  he  was  painting  bright-green  outside  and 
bright-red  within  ?  Or,  to  go  no  farther  than  the  Barber's  at  the 
very  next  door,  was  there  not  Corporal  Theophile — 

'  No,'  said  Mr.  The  Englishman,  glancing  down  at  the  Bar- 
ber's, *  he  is  not  there  at  present.     There's  the  child,  though.' 

A  mere  mite  of  a  girl  stood  on  the  steps  of  the  Barber's  shop, 
looking  across  the  Place.  A  mere  baby,  one  might  call  her, 
dressed  in  the  close  white  linen  cap  which  small  French  country 
children  wear  (like  the  children  in  Dutch  pictures),  and  in  a  frock 
of  homespun  blue,  that  had  no  shape  except  where  it  was  tied 
round  her  little  fat  throat.  So  that,  being  naturally  short  and 
round  all  over,  she  looked,  behind,  as  if  she  had  been  cut  off  at 
her  natural  waist,  and  had  had  her  head  neatly  fitted  on  it. 

'  There's  the  child,  though.' 

To  judge  from  the  way  in  which  the  dimpled  hand  was  rub- 
bing the  eyes,  the  eyes  had  been  closed  in  a  nap,  and  were  newly 
opened.  But  they  seemed  to  be  looking  so  intently  across  the 
Place,  that  the  Englishman  looked  in  the  same  direction. 

'  0  !'  said  he  presently.  '  I  thought  as  much.  The  Corporal's 
there.' 

The  Corporal,  a  smart  figure  of  a  man  of  thirty,  perhaps  a 
thought  under  the  middle  size,  but  very  neatly  made, — a  sunburnt 
Corporal  with  a  brown  peaked  beard, — faced  about  at  the  moment, 
addressing  voluble  words  of  instruction  to  the  squad  in  hand.  No- 
tliing  was  amiss  or  awry  about  the  Corporal.  A  lithe  and  niiul)le 
Corporal,  quite  complete,  from  the  sparkling  dark  eyes  under  his 
knowing  uniform  cap  to  his  sparkling  white  gaiters.  The  very 
image  and  presentment  of  a  Corporal  of  his  country's  army,  in  the 
line  of  his  shoulders,  the  line  of  his  waist,  the  broadest  line  of  his 
Bloomer  trousers,  and  their  narrowest  line  at  the  calf  of  his  leg. 

Mr.  The  Eughshnian  looked  on,  and  the  child  looked  on,  and 
the  Corporal  looked  on  (but  the  last-named  at  his  men),  until  the 
drill  ended  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  and  the  military  sprinkling 
dried  up  directly,  and  was  gone.  Then  said  Mr.  The  Englishman 
to  himself,  '  Look  here !  By  George  !'  And  the  Corporal,  danc- 
ing towards  the  Barber's  with  his  arms  wide  open,  caught  up  the 
child,  held  her  over  his  head  in  a  flying  attitude,  caught  her  down 
again,  kissed  her,  and  made  ofi"  with  her  into  the  Barber's  house. 

Now  Mr.  The  Englishman  had  had  a  quarrel  with  his  erring 
and  disobedient  and  disowned  daughter,  and  there  was  a  child  in 
that  case  too.  Had  not  his  daughter  been  a  child,  and  liad  she 
not  taken  angel-flights  above  his  head  as  this  child  had  fluwu 
above  the  Corporal's  ? 
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'  He's  a' — National  Participled — '  fool !'  said  the  Englishman, 
and  sliut  liis  window. 

Cut  the  windows  of  the  house  of  Memory,  and  the  windows  of 
the  house  of  Mercy,  are  not  so  easily  closed  as  windows  of  glass 
and  wood.  They  fly  open  unexpectedly ;  they  rattle  in  the  night ; 
they  must  be  nailed  up.  Mr.  The  Englishman  had  tried  nailing 
them,  but  had  not  driven  the  nails  quite  home.  So  he  passed  but 
a  disturbed  evening  and  a  worse  night. 

By  nature  a  good-tempered  man?  No;  very  little  gentle- 
ness, confounding  the  quality  with  weakness.  Fierce  and  wrath- 
ful when  crossed  ?  Very,  and  stupendously  unreasonable.  Moody  ? 
Exceedingly  so.  Vindictive  ?  Well ;  he  had  had  scowling  thoughts 
that  he  would  formally  curse  his  daughter,  as  he  had  seen  it  done 
on  the  stage.  But  remembering  that  the  real  Heaven  is  some 
paces  removed  from  the  mock  one  in  the  great  chandeUer  of  the 
Theatre,  he  had  given  that  up. 

And  he  bad  come  abroad  to  be  rid  of  his  repudiated  daughter 
for  the  rest  of  his  life.     And  here  he  was. 

At  bottom,  it  was  for  this  reason,  more  than  for  any  other, 
I  that  Mr.  The  Englishman  took  it  extremely  ill  that  Corporal  Tiico- 
phile  should  be  so  devoted  to  little  Bebelle,  the  child  at  the  Bar- 
ber's shop.  In  an  unlucky  moment  he  had  chanced  to  say  to 
himself,  '  Why,  confound  the  fellow,  he  is  not  her  father  !'  There 
was  a  sharp  sting  in  the  speech  which  ran  into  him  suddenly,  and 
j)ut  him  in  a  worse  mood.  So  he  had  National  Participled  the 
unconscious  Corporal  with  most  hearty  emphasis,  and  had  made  up 
his  mind  to  think  no  more  about  such  a  mountebank. 

But  it  came  to  pass  that  the  Corporal  was  not  to  be  dismissed. 
If  he  had  known  the  most  delicate  fibres  of  the  Englishman's 
mind,  instead  of  knowing  nothing  on  earth  about  him,  and  if  he 
had  been  the  most  obstinate  Corporal  in  the  Grand  Army  of 
France,  instead  of  being  the  most  obliging,  he  could  not  have 
planted  himself  with  more  determined  inmiovability  plump  in  the 
midst  of  all  the  Englishman's  thoughts.  Not  only  so,  but  he 
seemed  to  be  always  in  his  view.  Mr.  The  Englishman  had  but 
to  look  out  of  window,  to  look  upon  the  Corporal  with  little  Be- 
belle. He  had  but  to  go  for  a  walk,  and  there  was  the  Corporal 
walking  with  Bebelle.  He  had  but  to  come  home  again,  dis- 
gusted, and  the  Cor})oral  and  Bebelle  were  at  home  before  him. 
If  he  looked  out  at  his  back  windows  early  in  the  morning,  the 
Corporal  was  in  the  liarbor's  back  yard,  washing  and  dressing  and 
brushing  Bebelle.  If  he  took  refuge  at  his  front  windows,  the 
Corporal  brought  his  breakfast  out  into  the  Place,  and  shared  it 
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there  with  Bebelle.  Always  Corporal  and  always  Bebelle,  Never 
Corporal  without  Bebelle.     Never  Bebelle  without  Corporal. 

Mr.  The  Englishman  was  not  particularly  strong  in  the  French 
language  as  a  means  of  oral  communication,  though  he  read  it 
very  well.  It  is  with  languages  as  with  people, — when  you  only 
know  them  by  sight,  you  are  apt  to  mistake  them  ;  you  must  be 
on  speaking  terms  before  you  can  be  said  to  have  established  an 
acquaintance. 

For  this  reason,  Mr,  The  Englishman  had  to  gird  up  his  loins 
considerably  before  he  could  bring  himself  to  the  point  of  ex- 
changing ideas  with  Madame  Bouclet  on  the  subject  of  this  Cor- 
poral and  this  Bebelle.  But  Madame  Bouclet  looking  in  apolo- 
getically one  morning  to  remark,  that,  0  Heaven !  she  was  in  a 
state  of  desolation  because  the  lamp-maker  had  not  sent  home  that 
lamp  confided  to  him  to  repair,  but  that  truly  he  was  a  lamp- 
maker  against  whom  the  whole  world  shrieked  out,  Mr.  The  Eng- 
lishman seized  the  occasion. 

*  ]\Iadame,  that  baby — ' 

'  Pardon,  monsieur.     That  lamp.' 

'  No,  no,  that  little  girl.' 

'  But,  pardon  !'  said  Madame  Bouclet,  angling  for  a  clew,  '  one 
cannot  light  a  little  girl,  or  send  her  to  be  repaired  V 

'  The  little  girl — at  the  house  of  the  barber.' 

'  Ah-h-h !'  cried  Madame  Bouclet,  suddenly  catching  the  idea 
with  her  delicate  little  line  and  rod.  '  Little  Bebelle'?  Yes,  yes, 
yes  !  And  her  friend  the  Corporal  1  Yes,  yes,  yes,  yes  !  So  gen- 
teel of  him, — is  it  not  V 

'  He  is  not—  ?' 

'  Not  at  all ;  not  at  all !  He  is  not  one  of  her  relations.  Not 
at  all !' 

'  Why,  then,  he—' 

'  Perfectly  !'  cried  Madame  Bouclet,  *  you  are  right,  monsieur. 
It  is  so  genteel  of  him.  The  less  relation,  the  more  genteel.  As 
you  say.' 

'  Is  she—?' 

'The  child  of  the  barber?'  Madame  Bouclet  whisked  up  her 
skilful  little  line  and  rod  again.  '  Not  at  all,  not  at  all !  She 
is  the  child  of — in  a  word,  of  no  one.' 

'  The  wife  of  the  barber,  then — ?' 

*  Indubitably.  As  you  say.  The  wife  of  the  barber  receives 
a  small  stipend  to  take  care  of  her.  So  much  by  the  month.  Eh, 
then  !     It  is  without  doubt  very  little,  for  we  are  all  poor  here.' 

*  You  are  not  poor,  madame.* 
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'  As  to  my  lodgers,'  replied  IMadame  Bouclet,  with  a  smiling 
and  a  gracious  bend  of  her  head,  *  no.     As  to  all  things  else, 

60-SO.' 

'  You  flatter  me,  madame.' 

'  Monsieur,  it  is  you  who  flatter  me  in  living  here.' 

Certain  ti.shy  gasps  on  Mr.  The  Englishman's  part,  denoting 
that  he  was  about  to  resume  his  subject  under  difficulties,  ^Madame 
Bouclet  obsei'ved  him  closely,  and  whisked  up  her  delicate  line  and 
rod  again  with  triumphant  success. 

'  O  no,  monsieur,  certainly  not.  The  wife  of  the  barber  is  not 
cruel  to  the  poor  child,  but  she  is  careless.  Her  health  is  delicate, 
and  she  sits  all  day,  looking  out  at  window.  Cons(,'quently,  when 
the  Corporal  first  came,  the  poor  little  Bebelle  was  much  neglected.' 

'  It  is  a  curious — '  began  Mr.  The  Englishman. 

'  Name  ?  That  Bebelle  ?  Again  you  are  right,  monsieur. 
But  it  is  a  playful  name  for  Gabrielle.' 

'  And  so  the  child  is  a  mere  fancy  of  the  Corporal's  V  said  Mr. 
The  Englishman,  in  a  gruffly  disparaging  tone  of  voice. 

'  Eh,  well !'  returned  jMadame  Bouclet,  with  a  pleading  shrug  ; 
*  one  must  love  something.     Human  nature  is  weak.' 

('  Devilish  weak,'  muttered  the  Englishman,  in  his  own  lan- 
guage.) 

'  And  the  Corporal,'  pursued  Madame  Bouclet,  '  being  billeted 
at  the  barber's, — where  he  will  probably  remain  a  long  time,  for 
he  is  attached  to  the  General, — and  finding  the  poor  unowned  child 
in  need  of  being  loved,  and  finding  himself  in  need  of  loving, — 
why,  there  you  have  it  all,  you  see  !' 

Mr.  The  Englishman  accepted  this  interpretation  of  the  matter 
with  an  indilferent  grace,  and  observed  to  himself,  in  an  injured 
manner,  when  he  was  again  alone :  '  I  shouldn't  mind  it  so  uuich, 
if  these  people  were  not  such  a' — National  Participled — '  senti- 
mental people !' 

There  was  a  Cemetery  outside  the  town,  and  it  happened  ill 
for  tlie  reputation  of  the  Vaubanois,  in  this  sentimental  connec- 
tion, that  he  took  a  walk  there  that  same  afternoon.  To  be  sure 
there  were  some  wonderful  things  in  it  (from  the  Englishman's 
point  of  view),  and  of  a  certainty  in  all  Biitain  you  would  have 
found  notliing  like  it.  Not  to  mention  the  fanciful  flourishes  of 
hearts  and  crosses  in  wood  and  iron,  that  were  planted  all  over  the 
place,  making  it  look  very  like  a  Firework-ground,  where  a  most 
splendid  pyrotechnic  display  might  be  expected  after  dark,  tliere 
were  so  many  wreaths  upon  the  graves,  embroidered,  as  it  might 
be,  *  To  my  mother,'  '  To  my  daughter,'  '  To  my  father,'  '  To  my 
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brotLer,'  'To  my  sister,'  'To  my  friend,'  and  those  many  wreaths 
were  in  so  many  stages  of  elaboration  and  decay,  from  the  wreath 
of  ye!^terday,  all  fresh  colour  and  bright  beads,  to  the  wreath  of 
last  year,  a  poor  mouldering  wisp  of  straw  !  There  were  so  many 
little  gardens  and  grottos  made  upon  graves,  in  so  many  tastes, 
■with  plants  and  shells  and  plaster  figures  and  porcelain  pitchers, 
and  so  many  odds  and  ends !  There  were  so  many  tributes  of 
remembrance  hanging  up,  not  to  be  discriminated  by  the  closest 
inspection  from  little  round  waiters,  whereon  were  depicted  in 
glowing  hues  either  a  lady  or  a  gentleman  with  a  white  pocket- 
handkerchief  out  of  all  proportion,  leaning,  in  a  state  of  the  most 
faultless  mourning  and  most  profound  affliction,  on  the  most  archi- 
tectural and  gorgeous  urn !  There  were  so  many  surviving  wives 
who  had  put  their  names  on  the  tombs  of  their  deceased  husbands, 
with  a  blank  for  the  date  of  their  own  departure  from  this  weary 
world ;  and  there  were  so  many  surviving  husbands  who  had  ren- 
dered the  same  homage  to  their  deceased  wives ;  and  out  of  the 
number  there  must  have  been  so  many  who  had  long  ago  married 
again  !  In  fine,  there  was  so  much  in  the  place  that  would  have 
seemed  mere  frippery  to  a  stranger,  save  for  the  consideration  that 
the  lightest  paper  flower  that  lay  upon  the  poorest  heap  of  earth  was 
never  touched  by  a  rude  hand,  but  perished  there,  a  sacred  thing  ! 

'  Nothing  of  the  solemnity  of  Death  here,'  Mr.  The  Englishman 
had  been  going  to  say,  when  this  last  consideration  touched  him 
with  a  mild  appeal,  and  on  the  whole  he  walked  out  without  say- 
ing it.  '  But  these  people  are,'  he  insisted,  by  way  of  compen- 
sation, when  he  was  well  outside  the  gate,  '  they  are  so' — Parti- 
cipled — '  sentimental !' 

His  way  back  lay  by  the  military  gymnasium-ground.  And 
there  he  passed  the  Corporal  glibly  instructing  young  sohliers  how 
to  swing  themselves  over  rapid  and  deop  watercourses  on  their  way 
to  Glory,  by  means  of  a  rope,  and  himself  deftly  plunging  off  a 
platform,  and  flying  a  hundred  feet  or  two,  as  an  encouragement 
to  them  to  begin.  And  there  he  also  passed,  perched  on  a  crown- 
ing eminence  (probably  by  the  Corporal's  careful  hands),  the  small 
Bebelle,  with  her  round  eyes  wide  open,  surveying  the  proceeding 
like  a  wondering  sort  of  blue  and  white  bird. 

'  If  that  child  was  to  die,'  this  was  his  reflection  as  he  turned 
his  back  and  went  his  way, — '  and  it  would  almost  serve  the  fel- 
low right  for  making  such  a  fool  of  himself, — I  suppose  we  should 
have  him  sticking  up  a  wreath  and  a  waiter  in  that  fantastic  bury- 
ing-ground.' 

Nevertheless,  after  another  early  morning  or  two  of  looking 
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out  of  window,  he  strolled  down  into  the  Place,  when  the  Cor- 
poral and  Behc'Ue  were  walking  there,  and,  touching  his  hat  to 
the  Corporal  (an  immense  achievement) ,  wished  him  Good-daj. 

'  Good-day,  monsieur.' 

'  This  is  a  rather  pretty  child  you  have  here,'  said  Mr.  The 
Englishman,  taking  her  chin  in  his  hand,  and  looking  down  into 
her  astonished  blue  eyes. 

'  Monsieur,  she  is  a  very  pretty  child,'  returned  the  Corporal, 
with  a  stress  on  his  polite  correction  of  the  phrase. 

'  And  good  ?'  said  the  Englishman. 

*  And  very  good.     Poor  little  thing  !' 

*  Hah  !'  The  Englishman  stooped  down  and  patted  her  cheek, 
not  without  awkwardness,  as  if  he  were  going  too  far  in  his  con- 
ciliation. '  And  what  is  this  medal  round  your  neck,  my  little 
one?' 

Bebelle  having  no  other  reply  on  her  lips  than  her  chubby  right 
fist,  the  Corjmral  offered  his  services  as  interpreter. 
'  ]\lonsieur  demands,  what  is  this,  Bebelle  V 
'■  It  is  the  Holy  Virgin,'  said  Bebelle. 

*  And  who  gave  it  you?'  asked  the  Englishman. 
'  Theophile.' 

*  And  who  is  Theophile  ?' 

Bebelle  broke  into  a  laugh,  laughed  merrily  and  heartily, 
clapped  her  chubby  hands,  and  beat  her  little  feet  on  the  stone 
pavement  of  the  Place. 

'  He  doesn't  know  Theophile !  "Why,  he  doesn't  know  any 
one !  He  doesn't  know  anything  !'  Tlien,  sensible  of  a  small 
solecism  in  her  manners,  Bebelle  twisted  her  right  hand  in  a  leg 
of  the  Corporal's  Bloomer  trousers,  and,  laying  her  cheek  against 
the  {)lace,  kissed  it. 

'  Monsieur  Theophile,  I  believe?'  said  the  Englishman  to  the 
Corporal. 

'  It  is  I,  monsieur.' 

'  I'eruiit  me.'  ]\lr.  Tlie  Englishman  shook  him  heartily  by 
thft  hand  and  turned  away.  But  he  took  it  mighty  ill  that  old 
]\l(jnsieur  Mutuel  in  his  patch  of  sunlight,  upon  whom  he  came  as 
he  turned,  should  pull  off  his  cap  to  him  with  a  look  of  pleased 
approval.  And  he  nuittered,  in  his  own  tongue,  as  he  returned 
the  salutation,  'Well,  walnut-shcU !  And  what  business  is  it  of 
yours  f 

Mr.  The  Englishman  went  on  for  many  weeks  passing  but  dis- 
turbed evenings  and  worse  nights,  and  constantly  experiencing  that 
those  aforesaid  windows  in  the  houses  of  Memory  and  Mercy  rattled 
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after  dark,  and  that  he  had  very  imperfectly  nailed  them  up.  Like- 
wise, he  went  on  for  many  weeks  daily  improving  the  acquaintance 
of  the  Corporal  and  Bebelle.  That  is  to  say,  he  took  Bebelle  by 
the  chin,  and  the  Corporal  by  the  hand,  and  oflfered  Bebelle  sous 
and  the  Corporal  cigars,  and  even  got  the  length  of  changing 
oipes  with  the  Corporal  and  kissing  Bebelle.  But  he  did  it  all  iti 
a  shamefaced  way,  and  always  took  it  extremely  ill  that  Monsieur 
Mutuel  in  his  patch  of  sunlight  should  note  what  he  did.  When- 
ever that  seemed  to  be  the  case,  he  always  growled  in  his  own 
tongue,  '  There  you  are  again,  walnut-shell !  What  business  is  it 
of  yours  ¥ 

In  a  word,  it  had  become  the  occupation  of  Mr.  The  English- 
man's life  to  look  after  the  Corporal  and  little  Bebelle,  and  to  re- 
sent old  Monsieur  Mutuel's  looking  after  him.  An  occupation 
only  varied  by  a  fire  in  the  town  one  windy  night,  and  much  pass- 
ing of  water-buckets  from  hand  to  hand  (in  which  the  Englishman 
rendered  good  service),  and  much  beatiug  of  drums, — when  all  of 
a  sudden  the  Corporal  disappeared. 

Next,  all  of  a  sudden,  Bebelle  disappeared. 

She  had  been  visible  a  few  days  later  than  the  Corporal, — 
sadly  deteriorated  as  to  washing  and  brushing, — but  she  had  not 
spoken  when  addressed  by  Mr.  The  Englishman,  and  had  looked 
scared  and  had  run  away.  And  now  it  would  seem  that  she  had 
run  away  for  good.  And  there  lay  the  Great  Place  under  the 
windows,  bare  and  barren. 

In  his  shamefaced  and  constrained  way,  Mr.  The  Englishman 
asked  no  question  of  any  one,  but  watched  from  his  front  windows 
and  watclied  from  his  back  windows,  and  lingered  about  the  Place, 
and  peeped  in  at  the  Barber's  shop,  and  did  all  this  and  much 
more  with  a  whistling  and  tune-humming  pretence  of  not  missing 
anything,  until  one  afternoon  when  Monsieur  Mutuel's  patch  of 
suidight  was  in  shadow,  and  when,  according  to  all  rule  and  pre- 
cedent, he  had  no  right  whatever  to  bring  his  red  ribbon  out  of 
iloors,  behold  here  he  was,  advancing  with  his  cap  already  in  his 
hand  twelve  paces  off! 

Mr.  The  Englishman  had  got  as  far  into  his  usual  objurgation 
as,  '  What  bu — si — '  when  he  checked  himself. 

'  Ah,  it  is  sad,  it  is  sad !  Helas,  it  is  unhappy,  it  is  sad  !'  Thus 
old  Monsieur  Mutuel,  shaking  his  gray  head. 

'  What  busin — at  least,  I  would  say,  what  do  you  mean,  Mon- 
sieur Mutuel  V 

*■  Our  Corporal.     Helas,  our  dear  Corporal  1' 

*  What  jas  happened  to  him  V 
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*  You  have  not  heard  V 

'  No.' 

'  At  the  fire.  But  he  was  so  brave,  so  ready.  Ah,  too  brave, 
too  ready !' 

'  May  the  Devil  carry  you  away !'  the  Enghshman  broke  in 
impatiently ;  '  I  beg  your  pardon, — I  mean  me, — I  am  not  accus- 
tomed to  speak  French, — go  on,  will  jouT 

'  And  a  falling  beam — ' 

'  Good  God  1'  exclaimed  the  Englishman.  *  It  was  a  private 
soldier  who  was  killed?' 

'  No.  A  Corporal,  the  same  Corporal,  our  dear  Corporal.  Be- 
loved by  all  his  comrades.  The  funeral  ceremony  was  touching, 
— penetrating.  Monsieur  the  Englishman,  your  eyes  fill  with 
tears.' 

'  'What  bu— si— * 

'  Monsieur  The  Englishman,  I  honour  those  emotions.  I  salute 
you  with  profound  respect.  I  will  not  obtrude  myself  upon  your 
noble  heart.' 

Monsieur  ]\Iutuel, — a  gentleman  in  every  thread  of  his  cloudy 
linen,  under  whose  wrinkled  hand  every  grain  in  the  quarter  of  an 
ounce  of  poor  snuff  in  his  poor  little  tin  box  became  a  gentleman's 
property, — Monsieur  Mutuol  passed  on,  with  his  cap  in  his  hand. 

'  I  little  thought,'  said  tlie  Englishman,  after  walking  for  seve- 
ral minutes,  and  more  than  once  blowing  his  nose,  '  when  I  was 
looking  round  that  cemetery — I'll  go  there !' 

Straight  he  went  there,  and  when  he  came  willn'n  the  gate  he 
paused,  considering  whether  he  should  ask  at  the  lodge  for  some 
direction  to  the  grave.  But  he  was  less  than  ever  in  a  mood  for 
asking  questions,  and  he  thought,  'I  shall  see  something  on  it  to 
know  it  by.' 

In  search  of  the  Corporal's  grave  he  went  softly  on,  up  this 
walk  and  down  that,  peering  in,  among  the  crosses  and  hearts  and 
columns  and  obelisks  and  tombstones,  for  a  recently  disturbed 
spot.  It  troubled  him  now  to  think  how  many  dead  there  were 
in  the  cemetery, — he  had  not  thought  thorn  a  tenth  part  so  nu- 
merous before, — and  after  he  had  walked  and  sought  for  some 
time,  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  struck  down  a  new  vista  of  tombs, 
'  I  might  suppose  that  every  one  was  dead  but  I.' 

Not  every  one.  A  live  child  was  lying  on  the  ground  asleep. 
Truly  he  had  found  something  on  the  Corporal's  grave  to  know  it 
by,  and  the  something  was  BeboUe. 

AVilh  such  a  loving  will  hud  the  dead  soldier's  comrades  worked 
at  his  resting-place,  that  it  was  already  a  neat  garden.     On  the 
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green  tarf  of  the  garden  Bebelle  lay  sleeping,  with  her  cheek  touch- 
ing it.  A  plain,  unpainted  little  wooden  Cross  was  planted  in  the 
turf,  and  her  short  arm  embraced  this  little  Cross,  as  it  had  many 
a  time  embraced  the  Corporal's  neck.  They  had  put  a  tiny  flag 
(the  flag  of  France)  at  his  head,  and  a  laurel  garland. 

Mr.  The  Englishman  took  off  his  hat,  and  stood  for  a  while 
silent.  Then,  covering  his  head  again,  he  bent  down  on  one  knee, 
and  softly  roused  the  child. 

'  Bebelle  !     My  httle  one  !' 

Opening  her  eyes,  on  which  the  tears  were  still  wet,  Bebelle 
was  at  first  frightened ;  but  seeing  who  it  was,  she  suffered  him 
to  take  her  in  his  arms,  looking  steadfastly  at  him. 

'  You  must  not  he  here,  my  little  one.  You  must  come  with 
me.' 

*  No,  no.  I  can't  leave  Theophile.  I  want  the  good  dear 
Theophile.' 

'  We  will  go  and  seek  him,  Bebelle.  "We  will  go  and  look 
for  him  in  England.  We  will  go  and  look  for  him  at  my  daugh- 
ter's, Bebelle.' 

'  Shall  we  find  him  there  V 

*  We  shall  find  the  best  part  of  him  there.  Come  with  me, 
poor  forlorn  little  one.  Heaven  is  my  witness,'  said  the  English- 
man, in  a  low  voice,  as,  before  he  rose,  he  touched  the  turf  above 
the  gentle  Corporal's  breast,  '  that  I  thankfully  accept  this  trust !' 

It  was  a  long  way  for  the  child  to  have  come  unaided.  She 
was  soon  asleep  again,  with  her  embrace  transferred  to  the  Eng- 
lishman's neck.  He  looked  at  her  worn  shoes,  and  her  galled  feet, 
and  her  tired  face,  and  believed  that  she  had  come  there  every 
day. 

He  was  leaving  the  grave  with  the  slumbering  Bebelle  in  his 
arms,  when  he  stopped,  looked  wistfully  down  at  it,  and  looked 
wistfully  at  the  other  graves  around.  '  It  is  the  innocent  custom 
of  the  people,'  said  Mr.  The  Englishman,  with  hesitation.  '  I 
think  I  should  like  to  do  it.     No  one  sees.' 

Careful  not  to  wake  Bebelle  as  he  went,  he  repaired  to  the 
lodge  where  such  little  tokens  of  remembrance  wei-e  sold,  and 
bought  two  wreaths.  One,  blue  and  white  and  glistening  silver, 
'  To  my  friend ;'  one  of  a  soberer  red  and  black  and  yellow,  '  To 
my  friend.'  With  these  he  went  back  to  the  grave,  and  so  down 
on  one  knee  again.  Touching  the  child's  lips  with  the  brighter 
wreath,  he  guided  her  hand  to  hang  it  on  the  Cross ;  then  hung 
his  own  wreath  there.  After  all,  the  wreaths  were  not  far  out  of 
keeping  with  the  httle  garden.     To  my  friend.     To  my  friend. 
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Mr.  The  Englisbman  took  it  very  ill  when  he  looked  round  a 
street  comer  into  the  Great  Place,  carrying  Bebelle  in  his  arms, 
that  old  Mutuel  should  be  there  airing  his  red  ribbon.  He  took 
a  world  of  pains  to  dodge  the  worthy  Mutuel,  and  devoted  a  sur- 
prising amount  of  time  and  trouble  to  skulking  into  his  own  lodg- 
ing like  a  man  pursued  by  Justice.  Safely  arrived  there  at  last, 
he  made  Bebelle's  toilet  with  as  accurate  a  remembrance  as  he 
could  bring  to  bear  upon  that  work  of  the  way  in  which  he  had 
often  seen  the  poor  Corporal  make  it,  and,  having  given  her  to  eat 
and  drink,  laid  her  down  on  his  own  bed.  Then  he  slipped  out 
into  the  barber's  shop,  and  after  a  brief  interview  with  the  barber's 
wife,  and  a  brief  recourse  to  his  purse  and  card-case,  came  back 
again  with  the  whole  of  Bebelle's  personal  property  in  such  a  very 
little  bundle  that  it  was  quite  lost  under  his  arm. 

As  it  was  irreconcilable  with  his  whole  course  and  character 
that  he  should  carry  Bebelle  off  in  state,  or  receive  any  compli- 
ments or  congratulations  on  that  feat,  he  devoted  the  next  day  to 
getting  his  two  portmanteaus  out  of  the  house  by  artfulness  and 
stealth,  and  to  comporting  himself  in  every  particular  as  if  he  were 
going  to  run  away, — except,  indeed,  that  he  paid  his  few  debts  in 
the  town,  and  prepared  a  letter  to  leave  for  Madame  Bouclet,  en- 
closing a  sufficient  sum  of  money  in  lieu  of  notice.  A  railway  train 
would  come  through  at  midnight,  and  by  that  train  he  would  take 
away  Bebelle  to  look  for  Thcophile  in  England  and  at  his  forgiven 
daughter's. 

At  midnight,  on  a  moonlight  night,  Mr.  The  Englishman  came 
creeping  forth  like  a  harmless  assassin,  with  Bebelle  on  his  breast 
instead  of  a  dagger.  Quiet  the  Great  Place,  and  quiet  the  never 
stirring  streets ;  closed  the  cafes ;  huddled  together  motionless 
their  billiard-balls ;  drowsy  the  guard  or  sentinel  on  duty  here 
and  there ;  lulled  for  the  time,  by  sleep,  even  the  insatiate  appe- 
tite of  the  Office  of  Town-dues. 

Mr.  The  Englishman  left  the  Place  behind,  and  left  the  streets 
behind,  and  left  the  civilian-inhabited  town  behind,  and  descended 
down  among  the  military  works  of  Vauban,  hemming  all  in.  As 
the  shadow  of  the  first  heavy  arch  and  postern  fell  upon  him  and 
was  left  behind,  as  the  shadow  of  the  second  heavy  arch  and  pos- 
tern fell  upon  him  and  was  left  behind,  as  his  hollow  tramp  over 
the  first  drawbridge  was  succeeded  by  a  gentler  sound,  as  his  hol- 
low tramp  over  the  second  drawbridge  was  succeeded  by  a  gentler 
soiuid,  as  he  overcame  the  stagnant  ditches  one  by  one,  and  passed 
t)ut  where  the  flowing  waters  were  and  whore  the  moonlight,  so 
the  dark  shades  and  the  hollow  sounds  and  the  unwholesomely 


somebody's  luggage.  261 

locked  cnrrents  of  his  soul  were  vanquished  and  set  free.  See  to 
it,  Vaubans  of  your  own  hearts,  who  gird  them  in  with  triple 
walls  and  ditches,  and  with  bolt  and  chain  and  bar  and  lifted 
bridge, — raze  those  fortifications,  and  lay  them  level  with  the  all- 
absorbing  dust,  before  the  night  cometh  when  no  hand  can  work  ! 

All  went  prosperously,  and  he  got  into  an  empty  carriage  in 
the  train,  where  he  could  lay  Bebelle  on  the  seat  over  against  him, 
as  on  a  couch,  and  cover  her  from  head  to  foot  with  his  mantle. 
He  had  just  drawn  himself  up  from  perfecting  this  arrangement, 
and  had  just  leaned  back  in  his  own  seat  contemplating  it  with 
great  satisfaction,  when  he  became  aware  of  a  curious  appearance 
at  the  open  carriage  window, — a  ghostly  little  tin  box  floating  up 
in  the  moonhght,  and  hovering  there. 

He  leaned  forward,  and  put  out  his  head.  Down  among  the 
rails  and  wheels  and  ashes,  Monsieur  Mutuel,  red  ribbon  and  all ! 

'Excuse  me.  Monsieur  The  Englishman,'  said  Monsieur  Mu- 
tuel, holding  up  his  box  at  arm's  length,  the  carriage  being  so 
high  and  he  so  low ;  '  but  I  shall  reverence  the  little  box  for  ever, 
if  your  so  generous  hand  will  take  a  pinch  from  it  at  parting.' 

Mr.  The  Englishman  reached  out  of  the  window  before  com- 
plying, and — without  asking  the  old  fellow  what  business  it  was 
of  his — shook  hands  and  said,  '  Adieu  !  God  bless  ;y  ou  !' 

*  And,  Mr.  The  Englishman,  God  bless  you  P  cried  Madame 
Bouclet,  who  was  also  there  among  the  rails  and  wheels  and  ashes. 
'  And  God  will  bless  you  in  the  happiness  of  the  protected  child 
now  with  you.  And  God  will  bless  you  in  your  own  child  at  home. 
And  God  wiU  bless  you  in  your  own  remembrances.  And  this 
from  me  !' 

He  had  barely  time  to  catch  a  bouquet  from  her  hand,  when 
the  train  was  flying  through  the  night.  Eound  the  paper  that  in- 
folded it  was  bravely  written  (doubtless  by  the  nephew  who  held 
the  pen  of  an  Angel),  '  Homage  to  the  friend  of  the  friendless.' 

*  Not  bad  people,  Bebelle !'  said  Mr.  The  Englishman,  softly 
drawing  the  mantle  a  little  from  her  sleeping  face,  that  he  might 
kiss  it,  '  though  they  are  so — ' 

Too  '  sentimental'  himself  at  the  moment  to  be  able  to  get  out 
that  word,  he  added  nothing  but  a  sob,  and  travelled  for  some 
miles,  through  the  moonlight,  with  his  hand  before  his  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

HIS  BROWN-PAPER  PARCEL. 

My  works  are  well  known  I  am  a  young  man  in  the  Art 
line.  You  have  seen  my  works  many  a  time,  though  it's  fifty 
thousand  to  one  if  you  have  seen  me.  You  say  you  don't  want  to 
see  me  ?  You  say  your  interest  is  in  my  works  and  not  in  me  ? 
Don't  be  too  sure  about  that.     Stop  a  bit. 

Let  us  have  it  down  in  black  and  white  at  the  first  go  off,  so 
that  there  may  be  no  unplea';antness  or  wrangling  afterwards. 
And  this  is  looked  over  by  a  friend  of  mine,  a  ticket-writer,  that 
is  up  to  literature.  I  am  a  young  man  in  the  Art  line — in  the 
Fine  Ait  line.  You  have  seen  my  works  over  and  over  again, 
and  you  have  been  curious  about  me,  and  you  think  you  have 
seen  me.  Now,  as  a  safe  rule,  you  never  have  seen  me,  and  you 
never  do  see  me,  and  yon  never  will  see  me.  I  think  that's 
plainly  put — and  it's  what  knocks  me  over. 

If  there's  a  bligbted  piibl'c  character  going,  I  am  the  party. 

It  has  been  remarked  by  a  certain  (or  an  uncertain)  philosopher, 
that  the  world  knows  nothing  of  its  greatest  men.  He  might 
have  put  it  plainer  if  he  had  thrown  his  eye  in  my  direction.  He 
might  have  put  it,  that  while  the  world  knows  something  of  them 
that  apparently  go  m  and  win,  it  knows  nothing  of  them  that 
really  go  in  and  don't  win.  There  it  is  again  in  another  form — 
and  tliat's  what  knocks  me  over. 

Not  that  it's  only  myself  that  suffers  from  injustice,  but  that 
I  am  more  alive  to  my  own  injuries  than  to  any  other  man's. 
Being,  as  I  have  mentioned,  in  the  Fine  Art  line,  and  not  the 
Philanthropic  line,  I  openly  admit  it.  As  to  company  in  injury, 
I  have  comp.iny  enough.  Who  are  you  passing  every  day  at  your 
Competitive  ICxcruciations  ?  The  fortunate  candidates  whose  heads 
and  livers  you  have  turned  upside-down  for  life?  Not  you.  You 
are  really  passing  the  Crammers  and  Coaches.  If  your  principle 
is  right,  why  don't  you  turn  out  to-morrow  morning  with  the  keys 
of  your  cities  on  velvet  cushions,  your  musicians  playing,  and  your 
Hags  tlying,  and  read  addresses  to  the  Crammers  and  Coaches  on 
your  bended  knees,  beseeching  them  to  come  out  and  govern  youi 
Then,  again,  as  to  your  public  business  of  all  sorts,  your  Financial 
statements  and  your  Budgets ;  the  Public  knows  much,  truly, 
ab(nit  the  real  doers  of  all  that !  Your  Nobles  and  Right  Honour- 
ables  >ij.e  firbt-rate  men  1    Y"es,  and  so  is  a  goose  a  first-rate  bird. 
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But  I'll  tell  you  tliis  about  the  goose; — you'll  find  Lis  natural 
flavour  disappointing,  without  stuifing. 

Perhaps  I  am  soured  by  not  being  popular?  But  suppose  I 
AM  popular.  Suppose  my  works  never  fail  to  attract.  Suppose 
that  whether  they  are  exhibited  by  natural  light  or  by  artificial, 
they  invariably  draw  the  public.  Then  no  doubt  they  are  i)re- 
eerved  in  some  Collection?  No  they  are  not;  they  are  not  pre- 
served in  any  Collection.  Copyright?  No,  nor  yet  copyright. 
Anyhow  they  must  be  somewhere?  Wrong  again,  for  they  are 
often  nowhere. 

Says  you,  'at  all  events  you  are  in  a  moody  state  of  mind,  my 
friend.'  ]\Iy  answer  is,  I  have  described  myself  as  a  public  cha- 
racter with  a  blight  upon  him — which  fully  accounts  for  the 
curdling  of  the  milk  in  that  cocoa-nut. 

Those  that  are  acquainted  with  London,  are  aware  of  a  locality 
on  the  Surrey  side  of  the  river  Thames,  called  the  Obelisk,  or 
more  generally,  the  Obstacle.  Those  that  are  not  acquainted 
with  London,  will  also  be  aware  of  it,  now  that  I  have  named  it. 
My  lodging  is  not  far  from  that  locality.  I  am  a  young  man  of 
that  easy  disposition,  that  I  lie  abed  till  it's  absolutely  necessary 
to  get  up  and  earn  something,  and  then  I  lie  abed  again  till  I 
have  spent  it. 

It  was  on  an  occasion  when  I  had  had  to  turn  to  with  a  view 
to  victuals,  that  I  found  myself  walking  along  the  Waterloo-road, 
one  evening  after  dark,  accompanied  by  an  acquaintance  and 
i'ellow-lodger  in  the  gas-fitting  way  of  life.  He  is  very  good 
company,  having  worked  at  the  theatres,  and  indeed  he  has  a 
theatrical  turn  himself  and  wishes  to  be  brought  out  in  the 
character  of  Othello  ;  but  whether  on  account  of  his  regular  work 
always  blacking  his  face  and  hands  more  or  less,  I  cannot  say. 

*  Tom,'  he  says,  '  what  a  mystery  hangs  over  you  !' 

*  Yes,  Mr.  Click' — the  rest  of  the  house  generally  give  him 
Lis  name,  as  being  first,  front,  carpeted  all  over,  his  own  furni- 
ture, and  if  not  mahogany,  an  out-and-out  imitation — '  Yes,  Mr. 
Click,  a  mystery  does  hang  over  me.' 

'  Makes  you  low,  you  see,  don't  it  ?'  says  he,  eyeing  me  side- 
ways. 

*  Why  yes,  IMr.  Click,  there  are  circumstances  connected  with 
t  that  have,'  I  yielded  to  a  sigh,  '  a  lowering  effect.' 

'Gives  you  a  touch  of  the  misanthrope  too,  don't  it?'  says  he. 
'  Well,  I'll  tell  you  what.     If  I  was  you,  I'd  shake  it  ofiV 

*  If  I  was  you,  I  would,  Mr.  Click ;  but  it  you  was  me,  you 
wouldn't.' 
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'  Ah  !'  says  lie,  '  thare's  something  in  that.' 

When  we  had  walked  a  Httle  further,  he  took  it  up  again  by 
touching  me  on  the  chest. 

'  You  see,  Tom,  it  seems  to  me  as  if,  in  the  words  of  the  poot 
who  wrote  the  domestic  drama  of  the  JStranger,  you  had  a  silent 
sorrow  there.' 

'  1  have,  Mr.  Click.' 

*  I  hope,  Tom,'  lowering  his  voice  in  a  friendly  way,  '  it  isn't 
coininof,  or  smashing  V 

'  jS^O;  Mr.  CUck.     Don't  be  uneasy.' 

*  Nor  yet  forg '  Mr.  Click  checked  himself,  and  added, 

'counterfeiting  anything,  for  instance?' 

'  No,  Mv.  Click.  I  am  lawfully  in  the  Art  line — Fine  Art 
line — but  I  can  say  no  n)ore.' 

'  Ah  !  Under  a  species  of  star?  A  kind  of  malignant  spell  ? 
A  sort  of  a  gloomy  destiny  ?  A  cankerworm  pegging  awav  at 
your  vitals  in  secret,  as  well  as  I  make  it  out  V  said  Mr.  Click, 
eyeing  me  with  some  admiration. 

I  told  j\lr.  Click  that  was  about  it,  if  we  came  to  particulars ; 
and  I  thought  he  appeared  rather  proud  of  me. 

Our  conversation  had  brought  us  to  a  crowd  of  people,  the 
greater  part  struggling  for  a  front  place  from  which  to  see  some- 
thing on  the  pavement,  which  proved  to  be  various  designs 
executed  in  coloured  chalks  on  the  pavement^stones,  lighted  by 
two  candles  stuck  in  mud  sconces.  The  subjects  consisted  of  a 
fine  fresh  salmon's  head  and  shoulders,  supposed  to  have  been  re- 
cently sent  home  from  the  fishmonger's ;  a  mot)nlight  night  at  sea 
(in  a  circle) ;  dead  game  ;  scroll-work  ;  the  iiead  of  a  hoary  her- 
mit engaged  in  devout  contemplation ;  the  head  of  a  pointer 
smoking  a  j)ipe ;  and  a  cherubim,  his  flesh  creased  as  in  infancy, 
going  on  a  horizontal  errand  against  the  wind.  All  these  subjects 
appeared  to  me  to  be  excpiisitely  done. 

On  his  knees  on  one  side  of  this  gallery,  a  sliabby  person  of 
modest  appearance  wlio  shivered  droudfully  (though  it  wasn't  at 
all  cold),  was  engaged  in  blowing  the  ch;vlk-dust  off  the  moon, 
toning  the  outline  of  the  back  of  the  hermit's  .head  with  a  bit  of 
leather,  and  fattening  the  down-stroke  of  a  letter  or  two  in  the 
writing.  I  have  forgotten  to  mention  that  writing  formed  a  part 
of  the  composition,  and  that  it  also — as  it  appeared  to  me — was 
exquisitely  done.  It  ran  as  follows,  in  fine  round  characters: 
'An  honest  man  is  the  noblest  work  of  God.  123456789  0. 
£  s.  d.  Employment  in  an  office  is  humbly  requested.  Honour 
tfie  Queen.    Hunger  isaU987654321  sharp  thorn.    Chip 
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chop,  cherry  chop,  fol  de  rol  de  ri  do.  Astronomy  and  mathe- 
luatics.     1  do  this  to  support  my  family.' 

Murmurs  of  admiration  at  the  exceeding  beauty  of  this  per- 
formance went  about  among  the  crowd.  The  artist  having  finished 
his  touching  (and  having  spoilt  those  places),  took  his  seat  on  the 
pavement  with  his  knees  crouched  up  very  nigh  his  chin ;  and 
halfpence  began  to  rattle  in. 

'  A  pity  to  see  a  man  of  that  talent  brought  so  low ;  ain't  it  V 
said  one  of  the  crowd  to  me. 

'  What  he  might  have  done  in  the  coach-painting,  or  house- 
decorating  !'  said  another  man,  who  took  up  the  first  speaker  be- 
cause I  did  not. 

'  Why  he  writes — alone — like  the  Lord  Chancellor  !'  said 
another  man, 

'  Better,'  said  another.  '  I  know  Jus  writing.  He  couldn't 
support  his  family  this  way.' 

Then,  a  woman  noticed  the  natural  fluffiness  of  the  hermit's 
hair,  and  another  woman,  her  friend,  mentioned  of  the  salmon's 
gills  that  you  could  almost  see  him  gasp.  Then,  an  elderly 
country  gentleman  stepped  forward  and  asked  the  modest  man 
how  he  executed  his  work]  And  the  modest  man  took  some 
scraps  of  brown  paper  with  colours  in  'em  out  of  his  pockets  and 
showed  them.  Then  a  fair-complexioned  donkey  with  sandy  hair 
and  spectacles,  asked  if  the  hermit  was  a  portrait  1  To  which  the 
modest  man,  casting  a  sorrowful  glance  upon  it,  replied  that  it 
was,  to  a  certain  extent,  a  recollection  of  his  father.  This  caused 
a  boy  to  yelp  out,  '  Is  the  Pinter  a  smoking  the  pipe,  your 
mother  1'  who  was  immediately  shoved  out  of  view  by  a  sym- 
pathetic carpenter  with  his  basket  of  tools  at  his  back. 

At  every  fresh  question  or  remark,  the  crowd  leaned  forward 
more  eagerly,  and  dropped  the  halfpence  more  freely,  and  the 
modest  man  gathered  them  up  more  meekly.  At  last,  another 
elderly  gentleman  came  to  the  front,  and  gave  the  artist  his  card, 
to  come  to  his  office  to-morrow  and  get  some  copying  to  do.  The 
card  was  accompanied  by  sixpence,  and  the  artist  was  profoundly 
grateful,  and,  before  he  put  the  card  in  his  hat,  read  it  several 
times  by  the  light  of  his  candles  to  fix  the  address  well  in  his 
mind,  in  case  he  should  lose  it.  The  crowd  was  deeply  interested 
by  this  last  incident,  and  a  man  in  the  second  row  with  a  gruff 
voice,  growled  to  the  artist,  '  You've  got  a  chance  in  life  now, 
ain't  you V  The  aitist  answered  (sniffing  in  a  very  low-spirited 
way,  however),  '  I'm  thankful  to  hope  so.'     Upon  which  there 
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was  a  general  choms  of  '  You  are  all  right,'  and  the  halfpence 
slackened  very  decidedly, 

I  felt  myself  pulled  away  by  the  arm,  and  Mr.  Click  and  I 
stood  alone  at  the  corner  of  the  next  crossing. 

'  Why,  Tom,'  said  Mr.  Click,  '  what  a  horrid  expression  of 
face  you've  got !' 

'  Have  1 V  says  I. 

'  Have  you  V  says  Mr,  Click.  *  Why  you  looked  as  if  you 
•would  have  his  blood,' 

'  Whose  blood  V 

'  The  artist's.' 

*  The  artist's !'  I  repeated.  And  I  laughed,  frantically, 
wildly,  gloomily,  incoherently,  disagreeably.  I  am  sensible  that 
I  did.     I  know  I  did. 

INIr.  Click  stared  at  me  in  a  scared  sort  of  a  way,  but  said 
nothing  until  we  had  walked  a  street's  length.  He  then  stopped 
short,  and  said,  with  excitement  on  the  part  of  his  forefinger : 

*  Thomas,  I  find  it  necessary  to  be  plain  with  you.  I  don't 
like  the  envious  man,  I  have  identified  the  cankerworm  that's 
pegging  away  at  ?/our  vitals,  and  it's  envy,  Thomas.' 

'  Is  it  V  says  L 

*  Yes,  it  is,'  says  he,  '  Thomas,  beware  of  envy.  It  is  the 
green-eyed  monster  which  never  did  and  never  will  improve  each 
shining  hour,  but  quite  the  reverse.  I  dread  the  envious  man, 
Thomas.  I  confess  that  I  am  afraid  of  the  envious  man,  when 
he  is  so  envious  as  you  are.  A\^hilst  you  contemplated  the  works 
of  a  gifted  rival,  and  whilst  you  heard  that  rival's  praises,  and 
especially  whilst  you  met  his  humble  glance  as  he  put  that  card 
away,  your  countenance  was  so  malevolent  as  to  be  terrific, 
Thomas,  I  have  heard  of  the  envy  of  them  that  follows  the  Fine 
Art  line,  but  I  never  believed  it  could  be  what  yours  is,  I  wish 
you  well,  but  I  take  my  leave  of  you.  And  if  you  should  ever  get 
into  trouble  through  knifeing — or  say,  garotting — a  brother  artist, 
as  I  believe  you  will,  don't  call  me  to  character,  Thomas,  or  I 
shall  be  forced  to  injure  your  case.' 

I\Ir.  Click  jiarted  from  me  with  those  words,  and  we  broke  off 
our  acquaintance, 

I  became  enamoured.  Her  name  was  Henrietta.  Contending 
with  my  easy  disposition,  I  frequently  got  up  to  go  after  her. 
She  also  dwi'lt  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Obstacle,  and  I  did 
fondly  hope  tliat  no  other  Avould  interpose  in  the  way  of  our 
union. 

To  say  that  Henrietta  was  volatile,  is  but  to  say  that  she  was 
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woman.  To  say  that  she  was  in  the  bonnet-trimming,  is  feebly 
to  express  the  taste  which  reigned  predominant  in  her  own. 

She  consented  to  walk  with  me.  Let  me  do  her  the  justice  to 
say  that  she  did  so  upon  trial.  '  I  am  not,'  said  Henrietta,  '  as 
yet  prepared  to  regard  you,  Thomas,  in  any  other  light  than  as  a 
friend;  but  as  a  friend  I  am  willing  to  walk  with  you,  on  the 
understanding  that  softer  sentiments  may  flow.' 

We  walked. 

Under  the  influence  of  Henrietta's  beguilements,  I  now  got  out 
of  bed  daily.  I  pursued  my  calling  with  an  industry  before  un- 
known, and  it  cannot  fail  to  have  been  observed  at  that  period,  by 
those  most  familiar  with  the  streets  of  London,  that  there  was  a 
larger  supply but  hold  !     The  time  is  not  yet  come  ! 

One  evening  in  October,  I  was  walking  with  Henrietta,  en- 
joying the  cool  breezes  wafted  over  Vauxhall  Bridge.  After 
several  slow  turns,  Henrietta  gaped  frequently  (so  inseparable 
from  woman  is  the  love  of  excitement),  and  said,  '  Let's  go  home 
by  Grosvenor-place,  Piccadilly,  and  Waterloo' — localities,  I  may 
state  for  the  information  of  the  stranger  and  the  foreigner,  well 
known  in  London,  and  the  last  a  Bridge. 

*  No,     Not  by  Piccadilly,  Henrietta,'  said  I. 

'And  why  not  Piccadilly,  for  goodness'  sakef  said  Henri- 
Jtta. 

Could  I  tell  her  ?  Could  I  confess  to  the  gloomy  presentiment 
that  overshadowed  me?  Could  I  make  myself  intelligible  to  herl 
No. 

*  I  don't  like  Piccadilly,  Henrietta.' 

*  But  I  do,'  said  she.  '  It's  dark  now,  and  tlie  long  rows  of 
lamps  in  Piccadilly  after  dark  are  beautiful,  I  icill  go  to  Picca- 
dilly !' 

Of  course  we  went.  It  was  a  pleasant  night,  and  there  were 
numbers  of  people  in  the  streets.  It  was  a  brisk  night,  but  not 
too  cold,  and  not  damp.  Let  me  darkly  observe,  it  was  the  best 
of  all  nights — for  the  purpose. 

As  we  passed  the  garden-wall  of  the  Royal  Palace,  going  up 
Grosvenor-place,  Henrietta  murmured, 

*  I  wish  I  was  a  Queen  !' 

*  Why  so,  Henrietta  V 

*  I  would  make  yrm  Something,*  said  she,  and  crossed  her  two 
hands  on  my  arm,  and  turned  away  her  head. 

Judging  from  this  that  the  softer  sentiments  alluded  to  above 
had  begun  to  flow,  I  adapted  my  conduct  to  that  belief.  Tiius 
happily  we  passed  on  into  the  detested  thoroughfare  of  Piccadilly. 
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On  the  right  of  that  thoroughfare  is  a  row  of  trees,  the  raihng  of 
the  Green  Park,  and  a  fine  broad  eligible  piece  of  pavement. 

'  O  my  !'  cried  Henrietta,  presently,  *  There's  been  an  acci- 
dent !' 

I  looked  to  the  left,  and  said,  *  "Wliere,  Henrietta  V 

'  Not  there,  stupid,'  said  she.  *  Over  by  the  Park  railings. 
"Where  the  crowd  is  !  O  no,  it's  not  an  accident,  it's  something 
else  to  look  at !     What's  them  lights  V 

She  referred  to  two  lights  twinkling  low  amongst  the  legs  of 
the  assemblage :  two  candles  on  the  pavement. 

'  O  do  come  along !'  cried  Henrietta,  skipping  across  the 
road  with  me ; — I  hung  back,  but  in  vain.     '  Do  let's  look  I' 

Again,  designs  upon  the  pavement.  Centre  compartment. 
Mount  Vesuvius  going  it  (in  a  circle),  supported  by  four  oval 
compartments,  severally  representing  a  ship  in  heavy  weather,  a 
shoulder  of  mutton  attended  by  two  cucumbers,  a  golden  harvest 
with  distant  cottage  of  proprietor,  and  a  knife  and  fork  after 
nature;  above  the  centre  compartment  a  bunch  of  grapes,  and 
over  the  whole  a  rainbow.  The  whole,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  ex- 
quisitely done. 

The  person  in  attendance  on  these  works  of  art  was  in  all 
respects,  shabbiness  excepted,  unlike  the  former  personage.  His 
whole  appearance  and  manner  denoted  briskness.  Though  thread- 
bare, he  expressed  to  the  crowd  that  poverty  had  not  subdued  his 
spirit  or  tinged  with  any  sense  of  shame  this  honest  effort  to  turn 
his  talents  to  some  account.  The  writing  which  formed  a  part  of 
his  composition  was  conceived  in  a  similarly  cheerful  tone.  It 
breathed  the  following  sentiments :  *  The  writer  is  poor  but  not 
despondent.  To  a  British  1234567890  Public  he  £  s.  d. 
appeals.  Honour  to  our  brave  Army  !  And  also  0  9  8  7  6  5  4 
3  2  1  to  our  gallant  Navy.  Britons  Strike  the  A  B  C  D  E  F  Q 
writer  in  common  chalks  would  be  grateful  for  any  suitable  em- 
ployment Home  !  Hurrah  !'  The  whole  of  this  writing  appeared 
to  nie  to  be  exquisitely  done. 

But  this  man,  in  one  respect  like  the  last,  though  seemingly 
hard  at  it  with  a  great  show  of  brown  ]iaper  and  rubbers,  was  only 
really  fattening  the  down-stroke  of  a  letter  here  and  there,  or 
blowing  the  loose  chalk  ofl'  the  rainbow,  or  toning  the  outside 
edge  of  the  shoulder  of  mutton.  Though  he  did  this  with  the 
greatest  confidence,  he  did  it  (as  it  struck  me)  in  so  ignorant  a 
manner,  and  so  spoilt  everything  he  touched,  that  when  he  began 
upon  the  purple  smoke  from  the  chimney  of  the  distant  cottage 
ot  the  oropriclor  of  the  golden  harvest  (which  smoke  was  bcauti- 
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fully  soft),  I  fonnd  myself  saying  aloud,  without  considering 
of  it : 

'  Let  that  alone,  will  you  V 

'Halloa!'  said  the  man  next  me  in  the  crowd,  jerking  me 
roughly  from  him  with  his  elbow,  '  why  didn't  you  send  a  tele- 
gram ]  If  we  had  kuown  you  was  coming,  we'd  have  provided 
something  better  for  you.  You  understand  the  man's  work  better 
than  he  does  himself,  don't  you]  Have  you  made  your  will? 
You're  too  clever  to  live  long.' 

'  Don't  be  hard  upon  the  gentleman,  sir,'  said  the  person  in 
attendance  on  the  works  of  art,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye  as  he 
looked  at  me,  '  he  may  chance  to  be  an  artist  himself.  If  so,  sir, 
he  will  have  a  fellow-feeling  with  me,  sir,  when  I' — he  adapted  his 
action  to  his  words  as  he  went  on,  and  gave  a  smart  slap  of  his 
hands  between  each  touch,  working  himself  all  the  time  about  and 
about  the  composition — '  when  I  lighten  the  bloom  of  my  grapes 
— shade  off  the  orange  in  my  rainbow— dot  the  i  of  my  Britons — 
throw  a  yellow-light  into  my  cow-cum-Z*e/' — insinuate  another 
morsel  of  fat  into  my  shoulder  of  mutton — dart  another  zig-zag 
flash  of  lightning  at  my  ship  in  distress  !' 

He  seemed  to  do  this  so  neatly,  and  was  so  nimble  about  it, 
that  the  halfpence  came  flying  in. 

'  Thanks,  generous  public,  thanks  !'  said  the  professor.  *  You 
will  stimulate  me  to  further  exertions.  My  name  will  be  found  in 
the  list  of  British  Painters  yet.  I  shall  do  better  than  this,  with 
encouragement.     I  shall  indeed.' 

*  You  never  can  do  better  than  that  bunch  of  grapes,'  said 
Henrietta.     '  0,  Thomas,  them  grapes  !' 

'Not  better  than  that,  lady?  I  hope  for  the  time  when  I 
shall  paint  anvthing  but  your  own  bright  eyes  and  lips,  equal  to 
life.' 

'  (Thomas,  did  you  ever  ?)  But  it  must  take  a  long  time,  sir,' 
said  Henrietta,  blushing,  '  to  paint  equal  to  that.' 

'  I  was  prenticed  to  it.  Miss,'  said  the  young  man,  smartly 
touching  up  the  composition — *  prenticed  to  it  in  the  caves  of 
Spain  and  Portingale,  ever  so  long  and  two  year  over.' 

There  was  a  laugh  from  the  crowd ;  and  a  new  man  who  had 
worked  himself  in  next  me,  said,  '  He's  a  smart  chap,  too ;  ain't 
he]' 

'  And  what  a  eye  !'  exclaimed  Henrietta,  softly. 

*  Ah !     He  need  have  a  eye,'  said  the  man. 

*  Ah  !     He  just  need,'  was  murmured  among  the  crowd. 

*  He  couldn't  come  that  'ere  burning  mountain  without  a  eye. 
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said  the  man.  He  had  got  himself  accepted  as  an  authority^ 
somehow,  and  everybody  looked  at  his  finger  as  it  pointed  out 
Vesuvius.  '  To  come  that  effect  in  a  general  illumination,  would 
require  a  eye ;  but  to  come  it  with  two  dips — why  it's  euough  to 
blind  him  !' 

That  impostor  pretending  not  to  have  heard  what  was  said, 
now  winked  to  any  extent  with  both  eyes  at  once,  as  if  the  strain 
upon  his  sight  was  too  much,  and  threw  back  his  long  hair — it 
was  very  long — as  if  to  cool  his  fevered  brow.  I  was  watching 
him  doing  it,  when  Henrietta  suddenly  whispered,  '  Oh,  Thomas, 
how  horrid  you  look  !'  and  pulled  me  out  by  the  arm. 

Remembering  ]Mr.  Click's  words,  I  was  confused  when  I  re- 
lurted,  '  What  do  you  mean  by  horrid]' 

*  Oh  gracious  !  Why,  you  looked,'  said  Henrietta,  *  as  if  you 
would  have  his  blood.' 

I  was  going  to  answer,  *  So  I  would,  for  twopence from 

his  nose,'  when  I  checked  myself  and  remained  silent. 

We  returned  home  in  silence.  Every  step  of  the  way,  the 
softer  sentiments  that  had  flowed,  ebbed  twenty  mile  an  hour. 
Adapting  my  conduct  to  the  ebbing,  as  I  had  done  to  the  flowing, 
I  let  my  arm  drop  limp,  so  as  she  could  scarcely  keep  hold  of  it, 
and  I  wished  her  such  a  cold  good  night  at  parting,  that  I  keep 
within  the  bounds  of  truth  when  I  characterise  it  as  a  Rasper. 

In  the  course  of  the  next  day,  I  received  the  following  docu- 
ment : 

'  Henrietta  informs  Thomas  that  my  eyes  are  open  to  yon.  I 
must  ever  wish  you  well,  but  walking  and  us  is  separated  by  an 
unfarmable  abyss.  One  so  malignant  to  superiority — Oh  that 
look  at  him  ! — can  never  never  conduct 

Henrietta. 

r.S.— To  the  altar.' 

Yielding  to  the  easiness  of  my  disposition,  I  went  to  bed  for 
a  week,  after  receiving  tliis  letter.  Daring  the  whole  of  such 
time,  London  was  bereft  of  the  usual  fruits  of  my  labour.  W^hen 
1  resumed  it,  1  found  that  Henrietta  was  married  to  the  artist  of 
Piccadilly. 

Did  I  say  to  the  artist?  What  foil  words  were  those,  ex- 
pressive of  what  a  galling  hoUowness,  of  what  a  bitter  mockery  I 
1 — I — 1 — am  the  artist.  I  was  the  real  artist  of  Piccadilly,  I 
was  the  real  artist  of  the  Waterloo-road,  1  am  the  only  artist  of 
all  those  pavement-subjects  which  daily  and  nightly  arouse  your 


SOMEBODY'S  LUGQAGE.  271 

arlniiration.  I  do  'em,  and  T  let  'em  out.  The  man  you  behold 
with  the  papers  of  chalks  and  the  rubbers,  touching  up  the  down- 
strokes  of  the  writing  and  shading  off  the  salmon,  the  man  you 
give  the  credit  to,  the  man  you  give  the  money  to,  hires — yes  1 
and  I  live  to  tell  it ! — hires  those  works  of  art  of  me,  and  brings 
nothing  to  'era  but  the  candles. 

Such  is  genius  in  a  commercial  country,  I  am  not  up  to  the 
shivering,  I  am  not  up  to  the  liveliness,  I  am  not  up  to  the-vrant- 
ing-employment-in-an-office  move ;  I  am  only  up  to  originating 
and  executing  the  work.  In  consequence  of  which  you  never  see 
me,  you  think  you  see  me  when  you  see  somebody  else,  and  that 
somebody  else  is  a  mere  Commercial  character.  The  one  seen  by 
self  and  Mr.  Cli'-k  in  the  Waterloo-road,  can  only  write  a  single 
word,  and  that  I  taught  him,  and  it's  Multiplication — which 
you  may  see  him  execute  upside  down,  because  he  can't  do  it  the 
natural  way.  The  one  seen  by  self  and  Henrietta  by  the  Green 
Park  railings,  can  just  smear  into  existence  the  two  ends  of  a 
rainbow,  with  his  cuff  and  a  rubber — if  very  hard  put  upon 
making  a  show — but  he  could  no  more  come  the  arch  of  the  rain- 
bow, to  save  his  life,  than  he  could  come  the  moonlight,  fit^h,  vol- 
cano, shipwreck,  mutton,  hermit,  or  any  of  my  most  celebrated 
effects. 

To  conclude  as  I  began  ;  if  there's  a  blighted  public  character 
going,  I  am  the  party.  And  often  as  you  have  seen,  do  see,  and 
will  see,  my  "Works,  it's  fifty  thousand  to  one  if  you'll  ever  see 
me,  unless,  when  the  candles  are  burnt  down  and  the  Commercial 
character  is  gone,  you  should  happen  to  notice  a  neglected  young 
man  perseveringly  rubbing  out  the  last  traces  of  the  jjictures,  so 
that  nobody  can  renew  the  same.    That's  me. 
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CHAPTER  IV, 

HIS  WONDERFUL  END. 

It  will  have  been,  ere  now,  perceived  that  I  sold  the  foregoing 
writings.  From  the  fact  of  their  being  printed  in  these  pages,  the 
inference  will,  ere  now,  have  been  drawn  by  the  reader  (may  I 
add,  the  gentle  reader?)  that  I  sold  them  to  One  who  never  yet — * 

Having  parted  with  the  writings  on  most  satisfactory  terms, — 
for,  in  opening  negotiations  with  the  present  Journal,  was  I  not 
placing  myself  in  the  hands  of  One  of  whom  it  may  said,  in  the 
words  of  Another,* —  I  resumed  my  usual  fimctions.  But  I  too 
soon  discovered  that  peace  of  mind  had  fled  from  a  brow  which, 
up  to  that  time.  Time  had  merely  took  the  hair  off,  leaving  an 
unruffled  expanse  within. 

It  were  superfluous  to  veil  it, — the  brow  to  which  I  allude  is 
my  own. 

Yes,  over  that  brow  uneasiness  gathered  like  the  sable  wing 
of  the  fabled  bird,  as — as  no  doubt  will  be  easily  identified  by  all 
right-minded  individuals.  If  not,  I  am  unabl:',  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  to  enter  into  particulars  of  him.  The  reflection  that  the 
writings  must  now  inevitably  get  into  prii\t,  and  that  He  might 
yet  live  and  meet  with  them,  sat  like  the  Hag  of  Night  upon  my 
jaded  form.  The  elasticity  of  my  spirits  departed.  Fruitless  was 
the  Bottle,  whether  Wine  or  ^ledicine.  I  had  recourse  to  both, 
and  the  effect  of  both  upon  my  system  was  witheringly  lowering. 

In  this  state  of  depression,  into  which  I  subsided  when  I  first 
began  to  revolve  what  could  I  ever  say  if  He — the  unknown — 
was  to  appear  in  the  Cofiee-Iioom  and  demand  reparation,  I  one 
forenoon  in  this  last  November  received  a  turn  that  appeared  to 
be  given  me  by  the  finger  of  Fate  and  Conscience,  hand  in  hand. 
I  was  alone  in  the  Coffee-ltoom,  and  had  just  polced  the  fire  into 
a  blaze,  and  was  standing  with  my  back  to  it,  trying  whether  heat 
would  penetrate  with  soothing  inlluonce  to  the  Voice  within,  when 
a  young  man  in  a  cap,  of  an  intelligent  countenance,  though  re- 
quiring his  hair  cut,  stood  before  me. 

'  Mr.  Christopher,  the  Head  Waiter?' 

'The  same.' 

The  young  man  shook  his  hair  out  of  his  vision, — which  it 

*  The  remainder  of  this  complimentary  sentence  editorially  sti'uck 
out. 
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impeded, — took  a  packet  from  his  breast,  and  handing  it  over  to 
me,  said,  with  his  eye  (or  did  I  dream?)  fixed  with  a  lambent 
meaning  on  me,  '  The  Proofs.' 

Although  I  smelt  my  coatrtails  singeing  at  the  fire,  I  had  not 
the  power  to  withdraw  them.  The  young  man  put  the  packet  iu 
my  faltering  grasp,  and  repeated, — let  me  do  him  the  justice  to 
add,  with  civility  : 

♦  The  Proofs.     A.  Y.  R.' 

With  those  words  he  departed. 

A.  Y.  R.  1  And  You  Remember.  "Was  that  his  meaning  ? 
At  Your  Risk.  Were  the  letters  short  for  that  reminder  t  Anti- 
cipate Your  Retribution.  Did  they  stand  for  that  warning  ?  Out- 
dacious  Youth  Repent]  But  no;  for  that,  a  0  was  happily 
wanting,  and  the  vowel  here  was  a  A. 

I  opened  the  packet,  and  found  that  its  contents  were  the  fore- 
going writings  printed  just  as  the  reader  (may  I  add,  the  discern- 
ing reader?)  peruses  tliem.  In  vain  was  the  reassuring  whispei-, 
- — A.  Y.  R.,  All  the  Year  Round, — it  could  not  cancel  the  Proofs, 
Too  appropriate  name.    The  Proofs  of  ray  having  sold  the  Writings. 

My  wretchedness  daily  increased.  I  had  not  thought  of  the  risk 
I  ran,  and  the  defying  publicity  I  put  my  head  into,  until  all  was 
done,  and  all  was  in  print.  Give  up  the  money  to  be  off  the  bargain 
and  prevent  the  publication,  I  could  not.  My  family  was  down  in 
the  world,  Christmas  was  coming  on,  a  brother  in  the  hospital  and 
a  sister  in  the  rheumatics  could  not  be  entirely  neglected.  And 
it  was  not  only  ins  in  the  family  that  had  told  on  the  resources  of 
one  unaided  Waitering ;  cuts  were  not  wanting.  A  brother  out 
of  a  situation,  and  another  brother  out  of  money  to  meet  an  ac- 
ceptance, and  another  brother  out  of  his  mind,  and  another  brother 
out  at  New  York  (not  the  same,  though  it  might  appear  so),  had 
really  and  truly  brouglit  me  to  a  stand  till  I  could  turn  myself 
round.  I  got  worse  and  worse  in  my  meditations,  constantly  re- 
flecting '  Tne  Proofs,'  and  reflecting  that  when  Christmas  drew 
nearer,  and  the  Proofs  were  published,  there  could  be  no  safety 
from  hour  to  hour  but  that  He  might  confront  me  in  the  Cofiee- 
room,  and  in  the  face  of  day  and  his  country  demand  his  rights. 

The  impressive  and  unlooked-for  catastrophe  towards  which  I 
dindy  pointed  the  reader  (shall  I  add,  the  highly  intellectual 
reader?)  in  my  first  iemarks  now  rapidly  approaches. 

It  was  November  still,  but  the  last  echoes  oi  the  Guy  Foxes 
had  long  ceased  to  reverberate.  We  was  slack, — several  joints 
under  our  average  mark,  and  wine,  oi  course,  proportionate.  60 
Black  had  we  become  at  last,  that  Beds  Nos.  26,  27,  28,  and  31, 

t 
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having  took  their  six  o'clock  dinners,  and  dozed  over  their  respec- 
tive pints,  had  drove  away  in  their  respective  Hansoms  for  their 
respective  Night  ]\Iail-trains  and  left  us  empty. 

I  iiad  took  the  evening  paper  to  No.  6  table, — which  is  warm 
and  most  to  be  preferred, — and,  lost  in  the  all-absorbing  topics  of 
the  day,  had  dropped  into  a  slumber.  I  was  recalled  to  con- 
sciousness by  the  well-known  intimation,  '  Waiter  !'  and  replying, 
'  Sir !'  found  a  gentleman  standing  at  No.  4  table.  The  reader 
(shall  I  add,  the  observant  reader  1)  will  please  to  notice  the  local- 
ity of  the  gentlemen, — at  No.  4  table. 

He  had  one  of  the  new-fangled  uncoUapsable  bags  in  his  hand 
(which  I  am  against,  for  I  don't  see  why  you  shouldn't  collapse, 
while  you  are  about  i^,  as  your  fathers  collapsed  before  you),  and 
he  said : 

*  I  want  to  dine,  waiter.     I  shall  sleep  here  to-night.' 
'Very  good,  sir.     What  will  you  take  for  dinner,  sir?* 

*  Soup,  bit  of  codfish,  oyster  sauce,  and  the  joint.' 

*  Tliank  you,  sir.' 

I  rang  the  chambermaid's  bell ;  and  Mrs.  Pratchett  marched 
in,  acconiing  to  custom,  demurely  carrying  a  lighted  flat  candle 
before  her,  as  if  she  was  one  of  a  long  public  procession,  all  the 
other  members  of  which  was  invisible. 

In  the  mean  while  the  gentleman  had  gone  up  to  the  mantel- 
piece, right  in  front  of  the  lire,  and  had  laid  his  forehead  against 
the  mantelpiece  (which  it  is  a  low  one,  and  brought  him  into  the 
attitude  of  leap-frog),  and  had  heaved  a  tremenjous  sigh.  His  hair 
was  long  and  lightish ;  and  when  he  laid  his  forehead  against  the 
mantelpiece,  his  hair  all  fell  in  a  dusty  HniT  together  over  his  eyes ; 
and  when  he  now  turned  round  and  lifted  up  his  head  again,  it  all 
fell  in  a  dusty  flull  together  over  his  ears.  This  give  him  a  wild 
appearance,  similar  to  a  blasted  heath. 

'  0  !  The  chambermaid.  Ah  !'  He  was  turning  something  in 
his  mind.  '  To  be  sure.  Yes.  I  won't  go  up-stairs  now,  if  you 
will  take  my  bag.  It  will  be  enough  for  the  present  to  know  my 
number. — Can  you  give  me  24  B?' 

(C)  Conscience,  what  a  Adder  art  thou  !) 

Mrs.  Pratchett  allotted  him  the  room,  and  took  his  bag  to  it. 
He  then  Avent  back  before  the  lire,  and  fell  a  biting  his  nails. 

'  Waiter  1'  biting  between  the  words,  '  give  me,'  bite,  '  pen  and 
paper ;  and  in  five  minutes,'  bite,  '  let  me  have,  if  you  please,'  bite, 
'  a,'  bite,  '  ^Messenger.' 

Unmindful  of  his  waning  soup,  he  wrote  and  sent  off  six 
notes  before  he  touched  his  dinner.    Three  were  Citv :  three  West- 
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End.  The  City  letters  were  to  Comhill,  Ludgate-liill,  and  Far- 
riiigdon-street.  The  West-End  letters  were  to  Great  ]\Iarlborough- 
street,  New  Burlington -street,  and  Piccadilly.  Everybody  was 
systematically  denied  at  every  one  of  the  six  places,  and  there  was 
not  a  vestige  of  any  answer.  Our  light  porter  whispered  to  me, 
when  he  came  back  with  that  report,  '  All  Booksellers.' 

But  before  then  he  had  cleared  off  his  dinner,  and  his  bottle  of 
wine.  He  now — mark  the  concurrence  with  the  document  formerly 
given  in  full ! — knocked  a  plate  of  biscuits  off  the  table  with  his 
agitated  elber  (but  without  breakage),  and  demanded  boiling 
brandy-and-water. 

Now  fully  convinced  that  it  was  Himself,  I  perspired  with  the 
utmost  freedom.  When  he  become  flushed  with  the  heated  stimu- 
lant referred  to,  he  again  demanded  pen  and  paper,  and  passed 
the  succeeding  two  hours  in  producing  a  manuscript  which  he  put 
in  the  fire  when  completed.  He  then  went  up  to  bed,  attended 
by  I\Irs.  Pratchett.  Mrs.  Pratchett  (who  was  aware  of  my  emo- 
tions) told  me,  on  coming  down,  that  she  had  noticed  his  eye  roll- 
ing into  every  corner  of  the  passages  and  staircase,  as  if  in  search 
of  his  Luggage,  and  that,  looking  back  as  she  shut  the  door  of 
24  B,  she  perceived  him  with  his  coat  already  thrown  off  immers- 
ing himself  bodily  under  the  bedstead,  like  a  chimley-sweep  before 
the  application  of  machinery. 

The  next  day — I  forbear  the  horrors  of  that  night — was  a  very 
foggy  day  in  our  part  of  London,  insomuch  that  it  was  necessary 
to  light  the  Coffee-room  gas.  We  was  still  alone,  and  no  feverisli 
words  of  mine  can  do  justice  to  the  fitfulness  of  his  appearance  as 
he  sat  at  No.  4  table,  increased  by  there  being  something  wrong 
with  the  meter. 

Having  again  ordered  his  dinner,  he  went  out,  and  was  out  for 
the  best  part  of  two  hours.  Liquiring  on  his  return  whether  any 
of  the  answers  had  arrived,  and  receiving  an  unqualified  negative, 
his  instant  call  was  for  mulligatawny,  the  cayenne  pepper,  and 
orange  brandy. 

Feeling  that  the  mortal  struggle  was  now  at  hand,  I  also  felt 
that  I  must  be  equal  to  him,  and  with  that  view  resolved  that 
whatever  he  took  1  would  take.  Behind  my  partition,  but  keep- 
ing my  eye  on  him  over  the  curtain,  I  therefore  operated  on  ]\Iul- 
ligatawny,  Cayenne  Pepper,  and  Orange  Brandy.  And  at  a  later 
period  of  the  day,  when  he  again  said,  '  Orange  Brandy,'  I  said  so 
too,  in  a  lower  tone,  to  George,  my  Second  Lieutenant  (my  First 
was  absent  on  leave),  who  acts  between  me  and  the  bar. 

Throughout  that  awful  day  he  walkt'd  about  the  Coffee-room 
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continually.  Often  he  came  close  up  to  my  paitition,  and  then 
his  eye  rolled  ■within,  too  evidently  in  search  of  any  signs  of  his 
Luggage.  Half-past  six  came,  and  I  laid  his  cloth.  He  ordered 
a  bottle  of  old  Brown.  I  lilcewise  ordered  a  bottle  of  old  Brown. 
He  drank  his.  I  drank  mine  (as  nearly  as  my  duties  would  per- 
mit) glass  for  glass  against  his.  He  topped  with  coffee  and  a 
small  glass.  I  topped  with  coffee  and  a  small  glass.  He  dozed. 
I  dozed.  At  last.  '  Waiter !' — and  he  ordered  his  bill.  The  mo 
ment  was  now  at  hand  when  we  two  must  be  locked  in  the  deadly 
grapple. 

(Swift  as  the  arrow  from  the  bow,  I  had  formed  my  resolution  ; 
in  other  words,  I  had  hammered  it  out  between  nine  and  nine.  It 
was,  that  I  would  be  the  first  to  open  up  the  subject  with  a  full 
acknowledgment,  and  would  offer  any  gradual  settlement  within 
my  power.  He  paid  his  bill  (doing  what  was  right  by  attendance) 
with  his  eye  rolling  about  him  to  the  last  for  any  tt)kens  of  his 
Luggage.  One  only  time  our  gaze  then  met,  with  the  lustrous 
fixedness  (I  believe  1  am  correct  in  imputing  that  character  to  it?) 
of  the  well-known  Basilisk.     The  decisive  moment  had  arrived. 

With  a  tolerable  steady  hand,  though  with  humility,  I  laid 
The  Proofs  before  him. 

'  Gracious  Heavens !'  he  cries  out,  leaping  up,  and  catching 
hold  of  his  hair.     '  What's  this  ?     Print !' 

'  Sir,'  I  replied,  in  a  calming  voice,  and  bending  forward,  '  I 
humbly  acknowledge  to  being  the  unfortunate  cause  of  it.  But  I 
hope,  sir,  that  when  you  liave  heard  the  circumstances  explained.^ 
and  the  innocence  of  my  intentions — ' 

To  my  amazement,  I  was  stopped  short  by  his  catching  me  in 
both  his  arms,  and  pressing  me  to  his  breast-bone;  where  1  must 
confess  to  my  face  (and  particular,  nose)  having  undergone  some 
temporary  vexation  from  his  wearing  his  coat  buttoned  high  up, 
and  his  buttons  being  uncommon  liard. 

*  Ha,  ha,  ha !'  he  cries,  releasing  me  with  a  wild  laugh,  and 
grasping  my  hand.     '  What  is  your  name,  my  Benefactor  ?' 

'  My  name,  sir'  (I  was  crmnpled,  and  puzzled  to  make  him 
out),  'is  Christopher;  and  1  ho])e,  sir,  that,  as  such,  when  you've 
heard  my  ex — ' 

'  Jn  print !'  he  exclaims  again,  dashing  the  proofs  over  and 
over  as  if  he  was  bathing  in  them.  '  In  print !  !  O  Christopher  i 
Philanthropist !  Nothing  can  recompense  you, — but  what  sum  of 
money  would  be  acce])tal)le  to  you  V 

I  had  drawn  a  step  back  from  him,  or  I  should  have  suflfered 
from  his  buttons  again. 
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'Sir,  I  assure  you,  I  liave  been  already  well  paid,  and — ' 

*  No,  no,  Christopher  !  Don't  talk  like  that  !  Whut  sum  of 
money  would  be  acceptable  to  you,  Cliristopher  ?  Would  you  lind 
twenty  pounds  acceptable,  Christopher  f 

However  great  my  surprise,  1  naturally  found  words  to  say, 
'  Sir,  I  am  not  aware  that  the  man  was  ever  yet  born  without  more 
than  the  average  amount  of  water  on  the  brain  as  would  not  find 
twenty  pounds  acceptable.  But — extremely  obliged  to  you,  sir, 
I'm  sure;'  for  he  had  tumbled  it  out  of  his  purse  and  crammed  it 
in  my  hand  in  two  bank-notes;  'but  I  could  wish  to  know,  sir,  if 
not  intruding,  how  I  have  merited  this  liberality  V 

'  Know  then,  my  Christopher,'  he  says,  '  that  from  boyhood's 
hour  I  have  unremittingly  and  unavailingly  endeavoured  to  get  into 
print.  Know,  Christopher,  that  all  the  Booksellers  alive — and 
several  dead — have  refused  to  put  me  into  print.  Know,  Chris- 
topher, that  I  have  written  unprinted  Reams.  But  they  shall  be 
read  to  you,  my  friend  and  brother.  You  sometimes  have  a  holi- 
day?' 

Seeing  the  great  danger  I  was  in,  I  had  the  presence  of  mind 
to  answer,  '  j^ever  !'  To  make  it  more  linal,  I  added,  '  Never  ! 
Not  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave.' 

'Well,'  says  he,  thinking  no  more  about  that,  and  chuckling 
at  his  proofs  again.  '  But  I  am  in  print !  The  first  Hight  of 
ambition  emanating  from  my  father's  lowly  cot  is  realised  at 
length  !  The  golden  bow,' — he  was  getting  on, — '  struck  by  the 
magic  hand,  has  emitted  a  com{)lete  and  perfect  sound  I  When 
did  this  happen,  my  Christopher  T 

'  Which  happen,  sir  ?' 

*  This/  he  held  it  out  at  arm's  length  to  admire  it, — '  this 
Per-rint.' 

When  I  had  given  him  my  detailed  account  of  it,  he  grasped 
me  by  the  hand  again,  and  said : 

*  Dear  Christopher,  it  should  be  gratifying  to  you  to  know 
that  you  are  an  instrument  in  the  hands  of  Destiny.  Because 
you  are.' 

A  passing  Something  of  a  melancholy  cast  put  it  into  my  lieu'l 
to  shake  it,  and  to  say,  '  Perhaps  we  all  are.' 

'  I  don't  mean  that,'  he  answered  ;  *  I  don't  take  that  wide 
range;  I  conline  myself  to  the  special  case.  Observe  nie  well. 
my  Christopher  I  Hopeless  of  getting  rid,  through  any  effort  of 
my  own,  of  any  of  the  manuscri[)ts  among  my  iiUggage, — all  of 
which,  send  them  where  I  would,  were  always  coming  back  to  me, 
■ — it  is  now  some  seven  years  since  i  left  that  Luggage  here,  c/u 
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the  desperate  chance,  either  that  the  too,  too  faithful  mannscriptsr 
would  come  back  to  me  no  more,  or  that  some  one  less  accursed 
than  I  might  give  them  to  the  world.  You  follow  me,  my  Chris- 
topher V 

*  Pretty  well,  sir.*  I  followed  him  so  far  as  to  judge  that  he 
had  a  weak  head,  and  that  the  Orange,  the  Boiling,  and  Old 
Brown  combined  was  beginning  to  tell.  (The  Old  Brown,  behig 
heady,  is  best  adapted  to  seasoned  cases.) 

'  Years  elapsed,  and  those  compositions  slumbered  in  dust.  At 
length.  Destiny,  choosing  her  agent  from  all  mankind,  sent  You 
here,  Christopher,  and  lo  !  the  Casket  was  burst  asunder,  and  the 
Giant  was  free !' 

He  made  hay  of  his  hair  after  he  said  this,  and  he  stood 
a- tiptoe. 

'  But,'  he  reminded  himself  in  a  state  of  excitement,  '  we  must 
sit  up  all  night,  my  Christopher.  I  must  correct  these  Proofs  for 
the  press.    Fill  all  the  inkstands,  and  bring  me  several  new  pens.' 

He  smeared  himself  and  he  smeared  the  Proofs,  the  night 
through,  to  that  degree  that  when  Sol  give  him  warning  to  depart 
(in  a  four-wheeler),  few  could  have  said  which  was  them,  and 
which  was  him,  and  which  was  blots.  His  last  instructions  was, 
that  I  should  instantly  run  and  take  his  corrections  to  the  office 
of  the  present  Journal.  I  did  so.  They  most  likely  will  not  ap- 
)»ear  in  })rint,  for  I  noticed  a  message  being  brought  round  from 
JJeauford  Printing  House,  while  I  was  a  throwing  this  concluding 
statement  on  paper,  that  the  ole  resources  of  that  establishment 
was  unable  to  make  out  what  they  meant.  Upon  which  a  certain 
gentleman  in  company,  as  I  will  not  more  particularly  name, — 
but  of  whom  it  will  be  suflicient  to  remark,  standiug  on  the  broad 
basis  of  a  wave-girt  isle,  that  whether  we  regard  him  in  the  light 
of, — *huighed,  and  put  the  corrections  in  the  fire. 

®  The  remaimler  of  this  complimentary  parenthesis  editorially  etnick 
out. 

Note. — 'Mr.  Dickens  partly  contributed  to  another  of  the  chapters, 
entitled  '  His  Unilirella  ;'  but  for  this  the  reader  is  referred  to  the  number 
as  repntilislied  in  a  collected  volume — the  JVlne  VhrUtmas  numbers  of 
All  the  Year  Itouiul. 
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IN  TWO  CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

HOW  MRS.   LIRRIPER    CARRIED  ON   THE  BUSINESS. 

Whoever  would  begin  to  be  worried  with  letting  Lodgings  that 
wasn't  a  lone  woman  with  a  living  to  get  is  a  thing  inconceivable 
to  me,  my  dear;  excuse  the  familiarity,  but  it  comes  natural  to 
me  in  my  own  little  room,  when  wishing  to  open  my  mind  to  those 
that  I  can  trust,  and  I  should  be  truly  thankful  if  they  were  all 
mankind,  but  such  is  not  so,  for  have  but  a  Furnished  bill  in  the 
window  and  your  watch  on  the  mantelpiece,  and  farewell  to  it  if 
you  turn  your  back  for  but  a  second,  however  gentlemanly  the 
manners;  nor  is  being  of  your  own  sex  any  safeguard,  as  I  have 
reason,  in  the  form  of  sugar-tongs  to  know,  for  that  lady  (and  a 
fine  woman  she  was)  got  me  to  run  for  a  glass  of  water,  on  the 
plea  of  going  to  be  confined,  which  certainly  turned  out  true,  but 
it  was  in  the  Station-house. 

Number  Eighty-one  Norfolk-street,  Strand — situated  midway 
between  the  City  and  St.  James's,  and  within  five  minutes'  walk 
of  the  principal  places  of  public  amusement — is  my  address.  I 
have  rented  this  house  many  years,  as  the  parish  rate-books  will 
testify ;  and  I  could  wish  my  landlord  was  as  alive  to  the  fact  as 
I  am  myself;  but  no,  bless  you,  not  a  half  a  pound  of  paint  to 
save  his  life,  nor  so  much,  my  dear,  as  a  tile  upon  the  roof,  though 
on  your  bended  knees. 

My  dear,  you  never  have  found  Number  Eighty-one  Norfolk- 
street  Strand  advertised  in  Bradshaw's  Ridhvay  Chiide,  and  with 
the  blessing  of  Heaven  you  never  will  or  shall  so  find  it.     Some 
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there  are  who  do  not  think  it  lowering  themselves  to  make  theli 
names  that  cheap,  and  even  going  the  lengths  of  a  portrait  of  tho 
house  not  like  it  with  a  blot  in  every  window  and  a  coach  and  four 
at  the  door,  but  what  will  suit  Wozenhara's  lower  down  on  the 
other  side  of  the  way  will  not  suit  me,  Miss  Wozenham  having 
her  opinions  and  me  having  mine,  though  when  it  comes  to  sys- 
tematic underbidding  capable  of  being  proved  on  oath  in  a  court 
of  justice  and  taking  the  form  of  '  If  Mrs.  Lirriper  names  eighteen 
shillings  a  week,  I  name  fifteen  and  six,'  it  then  comes  to  a  settle- 
ment between  yourself  and  your  conscience,  su])posing  for  the  sake 
of  argument  your  name  to  be  Wozenham,  which  I  am  well  aware 
it  is  not  or  my  opinion  of  you  would  be  greatly  lowered,  and  as 
to  airy  bedrooms  and  a  night-porter  in  constant  attendance  the 
less  said  the  better,  the  bedrooms  being  stufify  and  the  porter 
Btuff. 

It  is  forty  years  ago  since  me  and  my  poor  Lirriper  got  mar- 
ried at  St.  Clement's  Danes,  where  I  now  have  a  sitting  in  a  very 
pleasant  pew  with  genteel  company  and  my  own  hassock,  and  being 
partial  to  evening  service  not  too  crowded.  ]My  poor  Lirriper  was 
a  handsome  figure  of  a  man,  with  a  beaming  eye  and  a  voice  as 
mellow  as  a  musical  instrument  made  of  honey  and  steel,  but  he 
had  ever  been  a  free  liver  being  in  tlie  commercial  travelling  line 
and  travelUiig  what  he  called  a  limekiln  road — '  a  dry  road,  Emma 
my  dear,'  my  poor  Lirriper  says  to  me,  '  where  I  have  to  lay  the 
dust  with  one  drink  or  another  all  day  long  and  half  the  night, 
and  it  wears  me  Emma'  —  and  this  led  to  his  running  through  a 
good  deal  and  might  have  run  through  the  turnjiike  too  when  that 
dreadful  horse  that  never  would  stand  still  for  a  single  instant  set 
off,  but  for  its  being  night  and  the  gate  shut,  and  consequently 
tv.>ok  his  wheel,  my  poor  Lirriper  and  tlie  gig  smashed  to  atoms 
and  never  spoke  afterwards.  He  was  a  handsome  figure  of  a  man, 
and  a  man  with  a  jovial  heart  and  a  sweet  temper;  but  if  they  had 
some  up  then  they  never  could  have  given  you  the  mellowness  of 
his  voice,  and  indeed  I  consider  photographs  wanting  in  mellow- 
ness as  a  general  rule  and  making  you  look  like  a  new-ploughed 
field. 

i\Iy  poor  Lirriper  being  behindhand  with  the  world  and  being 
buried  at  Ilatlield  church  in  Hertfordshire,  not  that  it  was  his 
native  place  but  that  he  had  a  liking  for  the  Salisbury  Arms  where 
we  went  upon  our  wedding-day  and  passed  as  ha|)py  a  fortnight 
as  ever  happy  was,  I  went  round  to  the  creditors  and  I  says  '  Gentle- 
men I  am  acquainted  with  the  fact  that  I  am  not  answerable  for 
my  late  husband's  debts  but  I  wish  to  pay  them  for  I  am  his  lawful 
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■wife  and  his  good  name  is  dear  to  me.  I  am  going  into  the  Lodg- 
ings gentlemen  as  a  business  and  if  I  prosper  every  fartliing  that 
my  late  husband  owed  shall  be  paid  for  the  sake  of  the  love  1  bore 
him,  by  this  right  hand.'  It  took  a  long  time  to  do  but  it  was 
done,  and  the  silver  cream-jug  which  is  between  ourselves  and  the 
bed  and  the  mattress  in  my  room  up-stairs  (or  it  would  have  found 
legs  so  sure  as  ever  the  Furnished  bill  was  up)  being  presented 
by  the  gentlemen  engraved  '  To  IMrs.  Lirriper  a  mark  of  grateful 
respect  for  her  honourable  conduct'  gave  me  a  turn  which  was  too 
much  for  my  feelings,  till  Mr.  Betley  which  at  that  time  had  the 
parlours  and  loved  his  joke  says  '  Cheer  up  Mrs.  Lirriper,  you 
should  feel  as  if  it  was  only  your  christening  and  they  were  your 
godfathers  and  godmothers  which  did  promise  for  you.'  And  it 
brought  me  round,  and  I  don't  mind  confessing  to  you  my  dear 
that  I  then  put  a  sandwich  and  a  drop  of  sherry  in  a  little  basket 
and  went  down  to  Hatfield  churchyard  outside  the  coach  and  kissed 
my  hand  and  laid  it  with  a  kind  of  proud  and  swelling  love  on  my 
husband's  grave,  though  bless  you  it  had  taken  me  so  long  to  dear 
his  name  that  my  wedding-ring  was  worn  quite  fine  and  smooth 
when  I  laid  it  on  the  green  green  waving  grass. 

I  am  an  old  woman  now  and  my  good  looks  are  gone  but 
that's  me  my  dear  over  the  plate-warmer  and  considered  like  iu 
tlie  times  when  you  used  to  pay  two  guineas  on  ivory  and  took 
your  chance  pretty  much  how  you  came  out,  which  made  you  Very 
careful  how  you  left  it  about  afterwards  because  people  were  turned 
so  red  and  uncomfortable  by  mostly  guessing  it  was  somebody  else 
quite  different,  and  there  was  once  a  certain  person  that  had  put 
his  money  in  a  hop  business  that  came  in  one  morning  to  pay  his 
rent  and  his  respects  being  the  second  fioor  that  would  have  taken 
it  down  from  its  hook  and  put  it  in  his  breast-pocket — you  under- 
stand my  dear — for  the  L,  he  says  of  the  original — only  there  was 
no  mellowness  in  his  voice  and  I  wouldn't  let  him,  but  his  opinion 
of  it  you  may  gather  from  his  saying  to  it  '  Speak  to  me  Emma  !' 
which  was  far  from  a  rational  observation  no  doubt  but  still  a 
tribute  to  its  being  a  likeness,  and  I  think  myself  it  was  like  me 
when  I  was  young  and  wore  that  sort  of  stays. 

But  it  was  about  the  Lodgings  that  I  was  intending  to  hold 
forth  and  certainly  I  ought  to  know  something  of  the  business 
having  been  in  it  so  long,  for  it  was  early  in  the  second  year  of 
my  married  life  that  I  lost  my  poor  Lirriper  and  I  set  up  at 
Islington  directly  afterwards  and  afterwards  came  here,  being  two 
houses  and  eight-aud-thirty  years  and  some  losses  and  a  deal  of 
experience. 
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Girls  are  your  first  trial  after  fixtures  and  they  try  you  even 
worse  than  what  I  call  the  Wandering  Christians,  though  why 
they  should  roam  the  earth  looking  for  bills  and  then  coming  in 
and  viewing  the  apartments  and  stickling  about  terms  and  never 
at  all  wanting  them  or  dreaming  of  taking  them  being  already 
provided,  is  a  mystery  I  should  be  thankful  to  have  explained  if 
by  any  miracle  it  could  be.  It's  wonderful  they  live  so  long  and 
thrive  so  on  it  but  I  suppose  the  exercise  makes  it  healthy,  knock- 
ing so  much  and  going  from  house  to  house  and  up  and  down- 
stairs all  day,  and  then  their  pretending  to  be  so  particular  and 
punctual  is  a  most  astonishing  thing,  looking  at  their  watches  and 
saying  '  Could  you  give  me  the  refusal  of  the  rooms  till  tvrenty 
minutes  past  eleven  the  day  after  to-morrow  in  the  forenoon,  and 
supposing  it  to  be  considered  essential  by  my  friend  from  the 
country  could  there  be  a  small  iron  bedstead  put  in  the  little  room 
upon  the  stairs  V  Why  when  I  was  new  to  it  my  dear  I  used  to 
consider  before  I  promised  and  to  make  my  mind  anxious  with 
calculations  and  to  get  quite  wearied  out  with  disappointments, 
but  now  I  says  '  Certainly  by  all  means'  well  knowing  it's  a  Wan- 
dering Christian  and  I  shall  hear  no  more  about  it,  indeed  by  this 
time  I  know  most  of  the  Wandering  Christians  by  sight  as  well 
as  they  know  me,  it  being  the  habit  of  each  individual  revolving 
round  London  in  that  capacity  to  come  back  about  twice  a  year, 
and  it's  very  remarkable  that  it  runs  in  families  and  the  children 
grow  up  to  it,  but  even  were  it  otherwise  I  should  no  sooner  hear 
of  the  friend  from  the  country  which  is  a  certain  sign  than  I 
should  nod  and  say  to  myself  You're  a  Wandering  Christian, 
though  whether  they  are  (as  I  have  heard)  persons  of  small  pro- 
perty with  a  taste  for  regular  employment  and  frequent  change  of 
scene  I  cannot  undertake  to  tell  you. 

Girls  as  I  was  beginning  to  remark  are  one  of  your  first  and 
your  lasting  troubles,  being  like  your  teeth  which  begin  with  con- 
vulsions and  never  cease  tormenting  you  from  the  time  you  cut 
them  till  they  cut  you,  and  then  you  don't  want  to  part  with  them 
which  seems  hard  but  we  must  all  succumb  or  buy  artiticial,  and 
even  where  you  get  a  will  nine  times  out  of  ten  you'll  get  a  dirty 
face  with  it  and  naturally  lodgers  do  not  like  good  society  to  be 
shown  in  with  a  smear  of  black  across  the  nose  or  a  smudgy  eye- 
brow. Where  they  pick  the  lilack  up  is  a  mystery  I  connot  solve, 
as  in  the  case  of  the  willingest  girl  that  ever  came  into  a  liouse 
half-starved  poor  thing,  a  girl  80  willing  that  I  called  her  Willing 
Sophy  down  upon  her  knees  scrubbing  early  and  late  and  ever 
cheerful  but  always  smiling  with  a  black  face.     And  I  eays  to 
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Sophj,  *  Now  Sophy  my  good  girl  have  a  regular  day  for  your 
etoves  and  keep  the  width  of  the  Airy  between  yourself  and  the 
blacking  and  do  not  brush  your  hair  with  the  bottoms  of  the 
saucepans  and  do  not  meddle  with  the  snufis  of  the  candles  and 
it  stands  to  reason  that  it  can  no  longer  be'  yet  there  it  was  and 
always  on  her  nose,  which  turning  up  and  being  broad  at  the  end 
seemed  to  boast  of  it  and  caused  warning  from  a  steady  gentleman 
and  excellent  lodger  with  breakfast  by  the  week  but  a  little  irri- 
table and  use  of  a  sitting-room  when  required,  his  words  being 
'  Mrs.  Lirriper  I  have  arrived  at  the  point  of  admitting  that  the 
Black  is  a  man  and  a  brother,  but  only  in  a  natural  form  and 
when  it  can't  be  got  oflV  Well  consequently  I  put  poor  Sophy 
on  to  other  work  and  forbid  her  answering  the  door  or  answering 
a  bell  on  any  account  but  she  was  so  unfortunately  willing  that 
nothing  would  stop  her  flying  up  the  kitchen-stairs  whenever  a 
bell  was  heard  to  tingle.  I  put  it  to  her  '  O  Sophy  Sophy  for 
goodness'  goodness'  sake  where  does  it  come  from  ?'  To  which 
tiiat  poor  unlucky  willing  mortal  bursting  out  crying  to  see  me 
so  vexed  replied  '  I  took  a  deal  of  black  into  me  ma'am  when  I 
was  a  small  child  being  much  neglected  and  I  think  it  must  be, 
that  it  works  out,'  so  it  continuing  to  work  out  of  that  poor  thing 
and  not  having  another  fault  to  find  with  her  I  says  Sophy  '  what 
do  you  seriously  think  of  my  helping  you  away  to  New  South 
Wales  where  it  might  not  be  noticed  ?'  Nor  did  I  ever  repent 
the  money  which  was  well  sjjcnt,  for  she  married  the  ship's  cook 
on  the  voyage  (himself  a  Mulotter)  and  did  well  and  lived  happy, 
and  so  far  as  ever  I  heard  it  was  not  noticed  in  a  new  state  of  so- 
ciety to  her  dying  day. 

In  what  way  Miss  "Wozenham  lower  down  on  the  other  side 
of  the  way  reconciled  it  to  her  feelings  as  a  lady  (which  she  is 
not)  to  entice  Mary  Anne  Perkinsop  from  my  service  is  best  known 
to  herself,  I  do  not  know  and  I  do  not  wish  to  know  how  opinions 
are  formed  at  Wozenham's  on  any  point.  But  ]\Iary  Anne  Per- 
kinsop although  I  behaved  handsomely  to  her  and  she  behaved 
unhandsomely  to  me  was  worth  her  weight  in  gold  as  overawing 
lodgers  without  driving  them  away,  for  lodgers  would  be  far  more 
sparing  of  their  bells  with  Mary  Anne  than  I  ever  knew  them  to 
be  with  Maid  or  Mi.s1.ress,  which  is  a  great  triumph  esfjecially  when 
accompanied  wilh  a  cast  in  the  eye  and  a  bag  of  bones,  but  it  was 
the  steadiness  of  her  way  with  them  throu{:h  her  father's  having 
failed  in  Pork,  It  was  Mary  Anne's  looking  so  respectable  in 
her  person  and  being  so  strict  in  her  spirits  that  conquered  the 
tea-and-sugarest  gentleman  (for  he  weighed  them  both  in  a  pair 
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of  scales  every  morning)  that  I  liave  ever  had  to  deal  with  and  no 
lamb  grew  meeker,  still  it  afterwards  came  round  to  me  that  Miss 
Wozenham  happening  to  pass  and  seeing  Mary  Anne  take  in  the 
milk  of  a  milkman  that  made  free  in  a  rosy-faced  way  (I  think 
no  worse  of  him)  with  every  girl  in  the  street  but  was  quite  frozen 
up  like  the  statue  at  Charing-cross  by  her,  saw  Mary  Anne's  value 
in  the  lodging  business  and  went  as  high  as  one  pound  per  quarter 
more,  consequently  Mary  Anne  with  not  a  word  betwixt  us  says 
'  If  you  will  provide  yourself  Mrs.  Lirriper  in  a  month  from  this 
day  /have  already  done  the  same,'  which  hurt  me  and  I  said  so, 
and  she  then  hurt  me  more  by  insinuating  that  her  father  having 
failed  in  Pork  had  laid  her  open  to  it. 

My  dear  I  do  assure  you  it's  a  harassing  thing  to  know  what 
kind  of  girls  to  give  the  prt^ference  to,  for  if  they  are  lively  they 
get  bell'd  off  their  legs  and  if  they  are  sluggish  you  suffer  from  it 
yourself  in  comj)laints  and  if  they  are  sparkling-eyed  they  get 
made  love  to,  and  if  they  are  smart  in  their  persons  they  try  on 
your  Lodgers'  boimets  and  if  they  are  musical  I  defy  you  to  keep 
them  away  from  bands  and  organs,  and  allowing  for  any  difference 
you  like  in  their  heads  their  heads  will  be  always  out  of  window 
just  the  same.  And  then  what  the  gentlemen  like  in  girls  the 
ladies  don't,  which  is  fruitful  hot  water  for  all  parties,  and  then 
there's  temper  though  such  a  temper  as  Caroline  ^Maxey's  I  hope 
not  often.  A  good-looking  black-eyed  girl  was  Caroline  and  a 
comely-made  girl  to  your  cost  when  she  did  break  out  and  laid 
about  her,  as  took  place  fir.-t  and  last  through  a  new-married  cou])le 
come  to  see  London  in  the  hrst  floor  and  the  lady  very  high  and 
it  was  supposed  not  liking  the  good  looks  of  Caroline  having  none 
of  her  own  to  spare,  but  anyhow  she  did  try  Caroline  though  that 
was  no  excuse.  So  one  afternoon  Caroline  conies  down  into  the 
kitchen  flushed  and  flashing,  and  she  says  to  me  '  ]\Irs.  Lirriper 
that  woman  in  the  first  has  aggravated  me  past  bearing,'  I  says 
'  Caroline  keep  your  temper,'  Caroline  says  with  a  curdling  laugh 
'  Keep  my  temper  ?  You're  right  i\Irs.  Lirriper,  so  I  will.  Capital 
])  her!'  bursts  out  Caroline  (you  might  have  struck  me  into  the 
centre  of  the  earth  with  a  feather  when  she  said  it)  'I'll  give  her 
a  touch  of  the  temper  that  /  keep !'  Caroline  downs  with  her 
hair  my  dear,  screeches  and  rushes  up-stairs,  I  following  as  fast 
as  my  trembling  legs  could  bear  me,  but  before  I  got  into  the 
room  the  dinner-cloth  and  pink-and-white  service  all  dragged  off 
upon  the  floor  \<\i\\  a  crash  and  the  new-married  couple  on  their 
backs  in  the  firegrate,  him  with  the  shovel  and  tongs  and  a  dish 
of  cucumber  across  him  and  a  niercv  it  was  summer-time.     *  Caro- 
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line'  I  says  '  be  calm,'  but  she  catches  off  my  cap  and  tears  it  in 
her  teeth  as  she  passes  me,  then  pounces  on  the  new-married  lady 
makes  her  a  bundle  of  ribbons  takes  her  by  the  two  ears  and 
knocks  the  back  of  her  head  upon  the  carpet  Murder  screaraing 
all  the  time  Policemen  running  down  the  street  and  Wozenham's 
■windows  (judge  of  my  feelings  when  I  came  to  know  it)  thrown 
up  and  Miss  Wozenham  calHug  out  from  the  balcony  with  croco- 
dile's tears  '  It's  Mrs.  Lirriper  been  overcharging  somebody  to 
madness — she'll  be  murdered — I  always  thought  so — Pleeseman 
pave  her !'  My  dear  four  of  them  and  Caroline  behind  the  chif- 
funiere  attacking  with  the  poker  and  when  disarmed  prize-fighting 
with  her  double  tists,  and  down  and  up  and  up  and  down  and  dread- 
ful !  But  I  couldn't  bear  to  see  the  poor  young  creature  roughly 
handled  and  her  hair  torn  when  they  got  the  better  of  her,  and  I  says 
'  Gentlemen  Policemen  pray  remember  that  her  sex  is  the  sex  of 
your  mothers  and  sisters  and  your  sweethearts,  and  God  bless  them 
and  you  !'  And  there  she  was  sitting  down  on  the  ground  hand- 
cuffed, taking  breath  against  the  skirting- board  and  them  cool 
with  their  coats  in  strips,  and  all  she  says  was  '  Mrs.  Lirriper  I'm 
sorry  as  ever  I  touched  you,  for  you're  a  kind  motherly  old  thing,' 
and  it  made  me  think  that  I  had  often  wished  I  had  been  a  mo- 
ther indeed  and  how  would  my  heart  have  felt  if  I  had  been  the 
mother  of  that  girl !  Well  you  know  it  turned  out  at  the  Police- 
office  that  she  had  done  it  before,  and  she  had  her  clothes  away 
and  was  sent  to  prison,  and  when  she  was  to  come  out  I  trotted 
off  to  the  gate  in  the  evening  with  just  a  morsel  of  jelly  in  that 
little  basket  of  mine  to  give  her  a  mite  of  strength  to  face  the 
world  again,  and  tliere  I  met  with  a  very  decent  mother  waiting 
for  her  son  through  bad  company  and  a  stubborn  one  he  was  witli 
his  half-boots  not  laced.  80  out  came  Caroline  and  I  says  '  Caro- 
line come  along  with  me  and  sit  down  under  the  wall  where  it's 
retired  and  eat  a  little  trifle  that  I  have  brouglit  with  me  to  do 
you  good,'  and  she  throws  her  arms  round  my  neck  and  says  sob- 
bing '  0  why  were  you  never  a  mother  when  there  are  such  mo- 
thers as  there  are  I'  she  says,  and  in  half  a  minute  more  she  begins 
to  laugh  and  says  '  Did  I  really  tear  your  cap  to  shreds  V  and  when 
I  told  her  '  You  certainly  did  so  Caroline'  she  laughed  again  and 
said  while  she  patted  my  face  '  Then  why  do  you  wear  such  queer 
old  caps  you  dear  old  thing  1  If  you  hadn't  worn  such  queer  old 
caps  I  don't  think  I  should  have  done  it  even  then.'  Fancy  the 
girl !  Nothing  could  get  out  of  her  what  she  was  going  to  do 
except  0  she  would  do  well  enough,  and  we  parted  she  being  very 
thankful  and  kissing  my  bauds,  and  I  nevermore  saw  or  heard  of 
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that  girl,  except  that  I  shall  always  believe  that  a  very  genteel 
cap  which  was  brought  anonynions  to  me  one  Saturday  night  in 
an  oilskin  basket  by  a  most  impertinent  young  sparrow  of  a  mon- 
key whistling  with  dirty  shoes  on  the  clean  steps  and  playing  the 
harp  on  the  Airy  raihngs  with  a  hoop-stick  came  from  Caroline. 

What  you  lay  yourself  open  to  my  dear  in  the  way  of  being 
the  object  of  uncharitable  suspicions  when  you  go  into  the  Lodg- 
ing business  I  have  not  the  words  to  tell  you,  but  never  was  I  so 
dishonourable  as  to  have  two  keys  nor  would  I  willingly  think  it 
even  of  jNIiss  Wozenham  lower  down  on  the  other  side  of  the  way 
sincerely  hoping  that  it  may  not  be,  though  doubtless  at  the  same 
time  money  cannot  come  from  nowhere  and  it  is  not  reason  to 
suppose  that  Bradshaws  put  it  in  for  love  be  it  blotty  as  it  may. 
It  is  a  hardship  hurting  to  the  feelings  that  Lodgers  open  their 
minds  so  wide  to  the  idea  that  you  are  trying  to  get  the  better  of 
them  and  shut  their  minds  so  close  to  the  idea  that  they  are  trying 
to  get  the  better  of  you,  but  as  jNIajor  Jackman  says  to  me  'I 
know  the  ways  of  this  circular  world  Mrs.  Lirriper,  and  that's  one 
of  'em  all  round  it'  and  many  is  the  little  rufile  in  my  mind  that 
the  Major  has  smoothed,  for  he  is  a  clever  man  who  has  seen 
much.  Dear  dear,  thirteen  years  have  passed  though  it  seems 
but  yesterday  since  I  wns  sitting  with  my  glasses  on  at  the  open 
front  j)arl()ur  window  one  evening  in  August  (the  parlours  being 
then  vacant)  reading  yesterday's  paper  my  eyes  for  print  being 
poor  though  still  I  am  thankful  to  say  a  long  sight  at  a  distance, 
when  I  hear  a  gentleman  come  posting  across  the  road  and  up  the 
street  in  a  dreadful  rage  talking  to  himself  in  a  fury  and  d'ing  and 
c'ing  somebody.  'By  George!'  says  he  out  loud  and  clutching 
his  walking-stick,  '  I'll  go  to  Mrs.  Lirriper's.  Which  is  Mrs. 
Lirripcr's  T  Tlien  looking  round  and  seeing  me  he  flourishes  his 
hat  right  off  his  head  as  if  I  had  been  the  queen  and  he  says  '  Ex- 
cuse the  intrusion  i\Iadam,  but  pray  ]\radam  can  you  tell  me  at 
what  number  in  this  street  there  resides  a  well-known  and  much- 
respected  lady  by  tlie  name  of  Lirriper?  A  little  liustered  though 
I  must  say  gratilied  I  took  off  my  glasses  and  conrtesied  and  said 
'  Sir,  Mrs.  Lirriper  is  your  humble  servant.'  '  As-tonishing  !'  says 
he.  '  A  million  pardons  1  jNIadam,  may  I  ask  you  to  have  the 
kindness  to  direct  one  of  your  domestics  to  open  the  door  to  a 
gentleman  in  search  of  apartments,  by  the  name  of  Jackman?'  I 
had  never  heard  t!ie  name  but  a  politer  gentleman  I  never  hope  to 
see,  for  says  he  '  ^ladam  I  am  shocked  at  your  opening  the  door 
yourself  to  no  worlliier  a  fellow  than  Jemmy  Jackman.  After 
you  Madam.     I  never  precede  a  lady."     Tlien  he  comes  into  the 
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parlours  and  he  sniffs  and  he  says  '  Hah  I  These  are  parlonrs  ! 
Is  ot  musty  cupboards'  he  says  'but  parlours,  and  no  smell  of  coal- 
sacks.'  Now  my  dear  it  having  been  remarked  by  some  inimical 
to  the  whole  neighbourhood  that  it  always  smells  of  coal-sacks 
which  might  prove  a  drawback  to  Lodgers  if  encouraged,  I  says 
to  the  Major  gently  though  firmly  that  I  think  he  is  referring  to 
Arundel  or  Surrey  or  Howard  but  not  Norfolk.  '  ]\Iadam'  f-ays 
he  '  I  refer  to  Wozeuham's  lower  down  over  the  way — Madam  you 
can  form  no  notion  what  Wozeuham's  is — I\Iadam  it  is  a  vast 
coal-sack,  and  Miss  Wozenham  has  the  principles  and  manners  of 
a  female  heaver — Madam  from  the  manner  in  which  I  have  heard 
her  mention  you  I  know  she  has  no  appreciation  of  a  lady,  and 
from  the  manner  in  which  she  has  conducted  herself  towards  me 
1  know  she  has  no  appreciation  of  a  gentleman — jMadnni  my  name 
is  Jackman — should  you  require  any  other  reference  than  what  I 
have  already  said,  I  name  the  Bank  of  England — perhaps  you 
know  it !'  Such  was  the  beginning  of  the  Major's  occupying  the 
parlours  and  from  that  hour  to  this  the  same  and  a  most  obliging 
Lodger  and  punctual  in  all  respects  except  one  irreguhar  which  t 
need  not  particularly  specify,  but  made  up  for  by  his  being  a  pro- 
tection and  at  all  times  ready  to  fill  in  the  papers  of  the  Assessed 
Taxes  and  Juries  and  that,  and  once  collared  a  young  man  with 
the  drawing-room  clock  under  his  coat,  and  once  on  the  parapets 
with  his  own  hands  and  blankets  put  out  the  kitchen  chimney  and 
afterwards  attending  the  summons  made  a  most  eloquent  speech 
against  the  Parish  before  the  magistrates  and  saved  the  engine, 
and  ever  quite  the  gentleman  though  passionate.  And  certainly 
Miss  "VVozenham's  detaining  the  trunks  and  umbrella  was  not  in 
a  liberal  spirit  though  it  may  have  been  according  to  her  rights  in 
law  or  an  act  /  would  myself  have  stooped  to,  the  Major  being  so 
nmch  the  gentleman  that  though  he  is  far  from  tall  he  seems 
almost  so  when  he  has  his  shirt-frill  out  and  bis  frock-coat  on  and 
his  hat  with  the  curly  brims,  and  in  what  service  he  was  I  cannot 
truly  tell  you  my  dear  whether  INIilitia  or  Foreign,  for  I  never  heard 
him  even  name  himself  as  j\Lajor  but  always  simple  'Jemmy  Jack- 
man'  and  once  soon  after  he  came  when  I  felt  it  my  duty  to  let 
him  know  that  iMiss  Wozenham  had  put  it  about  that  he  was  no 
jMajor  and  I  took  the  liberty  of  adding  '  which  you  are  sir'  hii 
words  were  '  ]Madam  at  any  rate  I  am  not  a  ]\Iinor,  and  sufficient 
for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof  which  cannot  be  denied  to  be  the 
sacred  truth,  nor  yet  his  military  ways  of  having  his  boots  with 
only  the  dirt  brushed  off  taken  to  him  in  the  front  parlour  every 
morniiifT  on  a  clean  olate  and  varnishimr  them  himself  with  a  little 
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sponge  and  a  saucer  and  a  whistle  in  a  wlii^per  so  sure  ai  ever  his 
breakfast  is  ended,  and  so  neat  his  ways  that  it  never  soils  his 
linen  which  is  scrnpulons  though  more  in  quality  than  quantity, 
neither  that  nor  his  nuistachios  which  to  the  best  of  my  belief 
are  done  at  the  same  time  and  which  are  as  black  and  shining  as 
his  boots,  his  head  of  hair  being  a  lovely  white. 

It  was  the  third  year  nearly  up  of  the  Major's  being  in  the 
parlours  that  early  one  morning  in  the  month  of  February  when 
Parliament  was  coming  on  and  you  may  therefore  suppose  a 
number  of  impostors  were  about  ready  to  take  hold  of  anything 
they  could  get,  a  gentleman  and  lady  from  the  country  came  in  to 
view  the  Second,  and  I  well  remember  that  I  had  been  looking 
out  of  window  and  had  watched  them  and  the  heavy  sleet  driving 
down  the  street  together  looking  for  bills.  1  did  not  quite  take  to 
the  face  of  the  gentleman  though  he  was  good-looking  too  but  the 
lady  was  a  very  pretty  young  thing  and  delicate,  and  it  seemed 
too  rough  for  her  to  be  out  at  all  though  she  had  oidy  come  from 
tiie  Adelphi  Hotel  which  would  not  have  been  much  above  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  if  the  weather  had  been  less  severe.  Now  it  did 
so  happen  my  dear  that  I  had  been  forced  to  put  five  shillings 
weekly  additional  on  the  second  in  consequence  of  a  loss  from 
running  away  full-dressed  as  if  going  out  to  a  dinner-party,  which 
was  very  artful  and  had  made  me  rather  susj^ieious  taking  it  along 
with  Parliament,  so  when  tiie  gentleman  proposed  three  months 
certain  and  the  money  in  advance  and  leave  then  reserved  to  renew 
on  the  same  terms  for  six  months  more,  I  says  I  was  not  quite 
certain  but  that  I  might  have  engaged  myself  to  another  party  but 
would  step  down-stairs  and  look  into  it  if  they  would  take  a  seat. 
They  took  a  seat  and  1  went  down  to  the  handle  of  the  INlajor's 
door  that  I  had  already  began  to  consult  finding  it  a  great  bless- 
ing, and  I  knew  by  his  whistling  in  a  whisper  tliat  he  was  varnish- 
ing his  boots  whicli  M'as  generally  considered  private,  however  he 
kindly  calls  out  '  If  it's  you.  Madam,  come  in,'  and  I  went  in  and 
l<ild  him. 

'  Well,  Mndam,'  says  the  !^^ajor  rubbing  his  nose — as  I  did 
fear  at  the  moment  with  the  black  sponge  but  it  was  only  his 
knuckle,  he  being  always  neat  and  dexterous  with  his  fingers — 
'well,  Madam,  1  suppose  you  would  be  glad  of  the  money]' 

I  was  delicate  of  saying  '  Yes'  too  out,  for  a  little  extra  colour 
rose  into  the  Major's  cheeks  and  there  was  irregularity  which  I 
will  not  particularly  specify  in  a  quarter  which  I  will  not  name. 

'1  am  of  opinion.  Madam,'  says  the  ]\[ajor  'that  when  money 
is  ready  for  you — when  it  is  ready  for  you,  Mrs.  Lirriper — you 
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oneht  to  take  it  What  is  there  against  it,  Madam,  in  this  case 
ijp-stairs  V 

'  I  really  cannot  say  there  is  anytliing  against  it  sir,  still  I 
thought  I  would  consult  you.' 

'  You  said  a  newly-married  couple,  I  think,  Madam  V  says  the 
Major. 

I  says  '  Ye-es.  Evidently.  And  indeed  the  young  lady  men- 
tioned to  me  in  a  casual  way  that  she  had  not  been  married  many 
months.' 

The  Major  rubbed  his  nose  again  and  stirred  the  varnish  round 
and  round  in  its  little  saucer  with  his  piece  of  sponge  and  took  to 
his  whistling  in  a  whisper  for  a  few  moments.  Then  he  says, 
'  You  would  call  it  a  Good  Let,  Madam  ?' 

'  0  certainly  a  Good  Let  sir.' 

'  Say  they  renew  for  the  additional  six  months.  Would  it  put 
you  about  very  nmch  Madam  if — if  the  worst  was  to  come  to  the 
worst  ?'  said  the  Major. 

'  Well  I  hardly  know,'  I  says  to  the  Major.  '  It  depends  upon 
circumstances.     Would  i/oii  object  Sir  for  instance  ?' 

'I?'  says  the  Major.  'Object?  Jemmy  Jackman?  Mrs. 
Lirriper  close  with  the  proposal.' 

So  I  went  up-stairs  and  accepted,  and  they  came  in  next  day 
which  was  Saturday  and  the  Major  was  so  good  as  to  draw  up  a 
Memorandum  of  an  agreement  in  a  beautiful  round  hand  and  ex- 
pressions that  sounded  to  me  equally  legal  and  military,  and  Mr. 
Edson  signed  it  on  the  Monday  morning  and  the  ]Major  called 
ujion  Mr.  Edson  on  the  Tuesday  and  Mr.  Edson  called  upon  the 
jMajor  on  the  Wednesday  and  the  Second  and  the  parlours  were 
as  friendly  as  could  be  wished. 

The  three  months  paid  for  had  run  out  and  we  had  got  with- 
out any  fresh  overtures  as  to  payment  into  j\Iay  my  dear,  when 
there  came  an  obligation  upon  ]\Ir.  Edson  to  go  a  business  expedi- 
tion right  across  the  Isle  of  Man,  which  fell  quite  unexpected  upon 
that  pretty  little  thing  and  is  not  a  place  that  according  to  my 
views  is  particularly  in  the  way  to  anywhere  at  any  time  but  that 
may  be  a  matter  uf  opinion.  So  short  a  notice  was  it  that  he  was 
t^J  go  next  day,  and  tlroadfully  she  cried  poor  pretty  and  I  am  sure 
I  cried  too  when  I  saw  her  on  the  cold  pavement  in  the  sliarp  east 
wiud — it  being  a  very  backward  spring  that  year — taking  a  last 
leave  of  him  with  her  pretty  briglit  hair  blowing  this  way  and  that 
and  her  arms  clinging  round  his  neck  and  him  saying  '  There 
there  there.  Xow  let  me  go  Peggy.'  And  by  that  time  it  was 
plain  that  what  the  Major  had  been  so  accommodating  as  to  saiy 
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he  would  not  object  to  happening  in  the  house,  would  happen  in 
it,  and  I  told  her  as  much  when  he  was  gone  while  I  comforted 
her  with  my  arm  up  the  staircase,  for  I  says  '  You  will  soon  have 
others  to  keep  up  for  my  pretty  and  you  must  think  of  that.' 

His  letter  never  came  when  it  ought  to  have  come  and  what 
she  went  through  morning  after  morning  when  the  postman 
brought  none  for  her  the  very  postman  himself  compassionated 
when  she  ran  down  to  the  door,  and  yet  we  cannot  wonder  at  its 
being  calculated  to  blunt  the  feelings  to  have  all  the  trouble  of 
other  people's  letters  and  none  of  the  pleasure  and  doing  itoftener 
in  the  mud  and  mizzle  than  not  and  at  a  rate  of  wages  more  re- 
sembling Little  Britain  than  Great.  But  at  last  one  morning 
when  she  was  too  poorly  to  come  running  down-stairs  he  says  to 
me  with  a  pleased  look  in  his  face  that  made  me  next  to  love  the 
man  in  his  uniform  coat  though  he  was  dripping  wet  '  I  have 
taken  you  first  in  the  street  this  morning  Mrs.  Lirriper,  for  here's 
the  one  for  Mrs.  Edson.'  I  went  up  to  her  bedroom  with  it  as 
fast  as  ever  I  could  go,  and  she  sat  up  in  bed  when  she  saw  it  and 
kissed  it  and  tore  it  open  and  then  a  blank  stare  came  upon  her. 
'  It's  very  short !'  she  says  lifting  her  large  eyes  to  my  face.  '  O 
Mrs.  Lirriper  it's  very  short !'  I  says  '  My  dear  Mrs.  Edson  no 
doubt  that's  because  your  husband  hadn't  time  to  write  more  just 
at  tluit  time.'  '  No  doubt,  no  doubt,'  says  she,  and  puts  her  two 
hands  on  her  face  and  turns  round  in  her  bed. 

I  shut  her  softly  in  and  I  crept  down- stairs  and  I  tapped  at 
the  INLnjor's  door,  and  when  the  Major  having  his  thin  slices  of 
bacon  in  his  own  Dutch  oven  saw  me  he  came  out  of  his  chair  and 
put  me  down  on  the  sofa.  '  Hush  !'  says  he,  *  I  see  something's 
tlie  matter.  Don't  speak — take  time.'  I  says  '  0  Major  I'm 
afraid  there's  cruel  work  up-stairs.'  '  Yes  yes'  says  he  '  I  had 
begun  to  be  afraid  of  it — take  time.'  And  then  in  opposition  to 
his  own  words  he  rages  out  frightfully,  and  says  'I  shall  never  for- 
give myself  Madam,  that  I,  Jemmy  Jacknian,  didn't  see  it  all  that 
morning — didn't  go  straight  up-stairs  when  my  boot-sponge  was 
in  my  liand — didn't  force  it  down  his  throat — and  choke  him  dead 
with  it  on  tlie  spot !' 

The  j\lajor  and  me  agreed  when  we  came  to  ourselves  that 
just  at  present  we  couUl  do  no  more  than  take  on  to  suspect  nothing 
and  use  our  best  endeavours  to  keep  that  poor  young  creature 
([uict,  and  what  I  ever  should  have  done  without  the  J).lajor  when 
it  got  about  among  the  organ-mon  that  quiet  was  our  (Object  is 
unknown,  for  he  made  lion  and  tiger  war  up()n  them  to  tliat  degree 
that  without  seeing  it  I  could  not  have   believed  it  was  in  any 
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gentleman  to  have  such  a  power  of  bursting  out  with  fire-irons 
■walking-sticks  water-jugs  coals  potatoes  off  his  table  the  very  hat 
off  his  head,  and  at  the  same  time  so  furious  in  foreign  languages 
that  they  would  stand  with  their  handles  half-turned  fixed  like  the 
Sleeping  Ugly — for  I  cannot  say  Beauty. 

Ever  to  see  the  postman  come  near  the  house  now  gave  me 
such  a  fear  that  it  was  a  reprieve  when  he  went  by,  but  in  about 
another  ten  days  or  a  fortnight  he  says  again  '  Here's  one  for  Mrs. 
Edson. — Is  she  pretty  well  V  '  She  is  pretty  well  postman,  but 
not  well  enough  to  rise  so  early  as  she  used'  which  was  so  far 
gospel-truth. 

I  carried  the  letter  in  to  the  Major  at  his  breakfast  and  I  says 
tottering  '  jNIajor  I  have  not  the  courage  to  take  it  tip  to  her.' 

'  It's  an  ill-looking  villain  of  a  letter,'  says  the  Major. 

'  I  have  not  the  courage  Major'  I  says  again  in  a  tremble  '  to 
take  it  up  to  her.' 

After  seeming  lost  in  consideration  for  some  moments  the 
!Major  says,  raising  his  head  as  if  something  new  and  useful  had 
occurred  to  his  mind  '  Mrs.  Lirriper,  I  shall  never  forgive  myself 
that  I,  Jemmy  Jackman,  didn't  go  straight  up-stairs  that  morning 
when  my  boot-sponge  was  in  my  hand — and  force  it  down  his 
throat — and  choke  him  dead  with  it.' 

*  Major'  I  says  a  little  hasty  '  you  didn't  do  it  which  is  a 
blessing,  for  it  would  have  done  no  good  and  I  think  your  sponge 
was  better  employed  on  your  own  honourable  boots.' 

So  we  got  to  be  rational,  and  planned  that  I  should  tap  at  her 
bedroom  door  and  lay  the  letter  on  the  mat  outside  and  wait  on 
the  upper  landing  for  what  might  happen,  and  never  was  gun- 
powder cannon-balls  or  shells  or  rockets  more  dreaded  than  that 
dreadful  letter  was  by  me  as  I  took  it  to  the  second  floor. 

A  terrible  loud  scream  sounded  through  the  house  the  minute 
after  she  had  opened  it,  and  I  found  her  on  the  floor  lying  as  if 
her  life  was  gone.  My  dear  I  never  looked  at  the  face  of  the  let- 
ter which  was  lying  open  by  her,  for  there  was  no  occasion. 

Everything  I  needed  to  bring  her  round  the  Major  brought  up 
with  his  own  hands,  besides  running  out  to  the  chemist's  for  what 
was  not  in  the  house  and  likewise  having  the  fiercest  of  all  his 
many  skirmishes  with  a  musical  instrument  representing  a  ball- 
room I  do  not  know  in  what  particular  country  and  company 
waltzing  in  and  out  at  folding-doors  with  rolling  eyes.  When  after 
a  long  time  I  saw  her  coming  to,  I  slipped  on  the  landing  till  I 
heard  her  cry,  and  then  I  went  in  and  says  cheerily  '  Mrs.  Edson 
you're  not  well  my  dear  and  it's  not  to  be  wondered  at,'  as  if  I  had 
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not  been  in  before.  "Whether  she  believed  or  disbelieved  I  cannot 
8ay  and  it  wonld  signify  nothing  if  I  conkl,  but  I  stayed  by  her 
for  hours  and  then  she  God  ever  blesses  me  !  and  says  she  will  try 
to  rest  for  her  bead  is  bad. 

'  Major,'  I  whispers,  looking  in  at  the  parlours,  '  I  beg  anc' 
pray  of  you  don't  go  out.' 

The  Major  whispers,  '  Madam,  trust  me  I  will  do  no  such  a 
tiling.     How  is  she?' 

I  says  '  Major  the  good  Lord  above  us  only  knows  what  burns 
and  rages  in  her  poor  mind.  I  left  her  sitting  at  her  window.  I 
am  going  to  sit  at  mine.' 

It  came  on  afternoon  and  it  came  on  evening.  Norfolk  is  a 
delightful  street  to  lodge  in — provided  you  don't  go  lower  down — 
but  of  a  summer  evening  when  the  dust  and  waste  paper  lie  in  it 
and  stray  cliildren  play  in  it  and  a  kind  of  a  gritty  calm  and  bake 
settles  on  it  and  a  peal  of  church-bells  is  practising  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood it  is  a  trifle  dull,  and  never  have  I  seen  it  since  at  such 
a  time  and  never  shall  I  see  it  evermore  at  such  a  time  without 
seeing  the  dull  June  evening  when  that  forlorn  young  creature  sat 
at  her  open  corner  window  on  the  second  and  me  at  my  open  cor- 
ner window  (the  other  corner)  on  the  third.  Something  merciful, 
something  wiser  and  better  far  than  my  own  self,  had  moved  me 
while  it  was  yet  light  to  sit  in  my  bonnet  and  shawl,  and  as  the 
shadows  fell  and  the  tide  rose  I  could  sometimes — when  I  put  out 
my  head  and  looked  at  her  window  below — see  that  she  leaned  out 
a  little  looking  down  the  street.  It  was  just  settling  dark  when 
I  saw  her  in  the  street. 

So  fearful  of  losing  sight  of  her  that  it  almost  stops  my  breath 
while  I  tell  it,  I  went  down-stairs  faster  than  I  ever  moved  in  all 
my  life  and  only  tapped  with  my  hand  at  the  Major's  door  in  pass- 
ing it  and  sli]iping  out.  She  was  gone  already.  I  made  the  same 
speed  down  the  street  and  when  I  came  to  the  corner  of  Howard- 
street  I  saw  that  she  had  turned  it  and  was  there  plain  before  me 
going  towards  the  west.  0  with  what  a  thankful  heart  I  saw  her 
going  along  I 

She  w'as  quite  unacquainted  with  London  and  had  very  seldom 
been  out  for  more  than  an  airing  in  our  own  street  where  she  knew 
two  or  three  little  children  belonging  to  neighbours  and  had  some- 
times stood  among  them  at  the  street  looking  at  the  water.  She 
must  be  going  at  hazard  I  ki:jw,  still  she  kept  the  bye-streeta 
quite  correctly  as  long  as  they  would  serve  her,  and  then  turned 
up  into  the  Strand.  ]lut  at  every  corner  I  could  see  her  head 
turned  one  way,  and  that  way  was  always  tbe  river  way. 
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Tt  may  have  been  only  the  darkness  and  quiet  of  the  Adelphi 
that  caused  her  to  strike  into  it  but  she  struck  into  it  much  as 
readily  as  if  she  had  set  out  to  go  there,  which  perhaps  was  the 
case.  She  went  straight  down  to  the  Terrace  and  along  it  and 
looked  over  the  iron  rail,  and  1  often  woke  afterwards  in  my  own 
bed  with  the  horror  of  seeing  her  doing  it.  The  desertion  of  the 
wharf  below  and  the  flowing  of  the  high  water  there  seemed  t.> 
settle  her  purpose.  She  looked  about  as  if  to  make  out  the  way 
down,  and  she  struck  out  the  right  way  or  the  wrong  way — I  don't 
know  which,  for  I  don't  tnow  the  place  befure  or  since — and  I  fol- 
lowed her  the  way  she  went. 

It  was  noticeable  that  all  this  time  she  never  once  looked  back. 
But  there  was  now  a  great  change  in  the  manner  of  her  going,  and 
instead  of  going  at  a  steady  quick  walk  with  her  arms  folded  be- 
fore her, — among  the  dark  disujal  arches  she  went  in  a  wild  way 
with  her  arms  opened  wide,  as  if  they  were  wings  and  she  was 
flying  to  her  death. 

We  were  on  the  wharf  and  she  stopped.  I  stopped.  I  saw 
her  hands  at  her  bonnet-strings,  and  Iruslied  between  her  and  the 
brink  and  took  her  round  the  waist  with  both  my  arms.  She 
might  have  drowned  me.  I  felt  then,  but  she  could  ne\-er  have  gut 
quit  of  me. 

Down  to  that  moment  my  mind  had  been  all  in  a  maze  and 
not  half  an  idea  had  1  had  in  it  what  I  should  say  to  her,  but  the 
instant  I  touched  her  it  came  to  me  lilje  magic  and  I  had  my 
natural  voice  and  my  senses  and  even  almost  my  breath. 

'  Mrs.  Edson  !'  I  says  '  My  dear  !  Take  care.  How  ever  did 
you  lose  your  way  and  stumble  on  a  dangerous  place  like  this  1 
Why  you  must  have  come  here  by  the  most  perplexing  streets  in 
all  London.  No  wonder  you  are  lost,  I  am  sure.  And  this  place 
too  !  Why  I  thought  nobody  ever  got  here,  excejit  me  to  order 
my  coals  and  the  Major  in  the  parlours  to  smoke  his  cigar  1' — for 
1  saw  that  blessed  man  close  by,  pretending  to  it. 

'  Hah — Hah — Hum  I'  coughs  the  Major. 

*  And  good  gracious  me'  I  says,  '  why  here  he  is  !' 

'Halloa!  who  goes  there?'  says  the  j\[ajor  iu  a  military 
manner. 

'  Well !'  I  says,  '  if  this  don't  beat  everything  !  Don't  you 
know  us  Major  Jackman  ]' 

'  Halloa  !'  says  the  Major.  '  Who  calls  on  Jemmy  Jackman  V 
(and  more  out  of  breath  lie  was,  and  did  it  less  like  life,  than  I 
should  have  expected.) 

'  Why  here's  Mrs.  Edson  Major'  I  says,  '  strolling  out  to  co<j1 
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her  poor  head  which  has  been  very  bad,  has  missed  her  way  and 
got  lost,  and  Goodness  knows  wlicre  she  might  have  got  to  bnt 
for  me  coming  here  to  drop  an  order  into  my  coal  merchant's  let- 
ter-box and  you  coming  here  to  smoke  your  cigar ! — And  you 
really  are  not  well  enough  my  dear'  i  says  to  her  '  to  be  half  so 
far  from  home  without  me. — And  your  arm  will  be  very  accept- 
able I  am  sure  Major'  I  says  to  him  '  and  I  know  she  may  lean 
upon  it  as  heavy  as  she  likes.'  And  now  we  had  both  got  her — 
thanks  be  Above ! — one  on  each  side. 

She  was  all  in  a  cold  shiver  and  she  so  continued  till  I  laid  her 
on  her  own  bed,  and  up  to  the  early  morning  she  held  me  by  the 
hand  and  moaned  and  moaned  '  O  wicked,  wicked,  wicked  !'  But 
when  at  last  I  made  believe  to  droop  my  head  and  be  overpowered 
witli  a  dead  sleep,  I  heard  that  poor  young  creature  give  such 
touchuig  and  such  humble  thanks  for  being  preserved  from  taking 
her  own  life  in  her  maihiess  that  I  thought  I  should  have  cried  my 
eyes  out  on  the  counterpane  and  I  knew  she  was  safe. 

Being  well  enough  to  do  and  able  to  alfurd  it,  me  and  the 
IMajor  laid  our  little  plans  next  day  while  she  was  asleep  worn  out, 
and  so  I  says  to  her  as  soon  as  I  could  do  it  nicely : 

'  ]\Irs.  Edson  my  dear,  when  Mr.  Edson  paid  me  the  rent  for 
these  farther  six  months — ' 

She  gave  a  start  and  I  felt  her  large  eyes  look  at  me,  but  I 
went  on  with  it  and  with  my  needlework. 

'  —  I  can't  say  that  I  am  quite  sure  I  dated  the  receipt  right. 
Could  you  let  me  look  at  it  V 

She  laid  her  frozen  cold  hand  upon  mine  and  she  looked 
through  lue  when  I  was  forced  to  look  up  from  my  needlework, 
but  I  had  taken  the  ]>recaution  of  having  on  my  spectacles. 

'  I  have  no  receipt'  says  she. 

'  Ah  I  Then  he  has  got  it'  I  says  in  a  careless  way.  '  It's  of 
no  great  consequence.     A  receipt's  a  recci])t.' 

From  that  time  she  always  had  hold  of  my  hand  when  I  could 
spare  it  which  was  generally  only  when  I  read  to  her,  for  of  couree 
she  and  me  had  our  bits  of  needlework  to  plod  at  and  neither  of 
us  was  very  handy  at  those  little  things,  though  I  am  still  rather 
proud  of  my  share  in  them  too  considering.  And  though  she  took 
to  all  I  read  to  her,  I  used  to  fancy  that  next  to  what  was  taught 
upon  the  Mount  she  took  most  of  all  to  His  gentle  compassion  for 
us  poor  women  and  to  His  young  life  and  to  how  His  mother  was 
proud  of  Hitn  and  treasured  His  sayings  in  her  heart.  She  had 
a  grateful  look  in  her  eyes  that  never  never  never  will  be  out  of 
mine  until  they  are  closed  in  my  last  sleep,  and  when  I  chanced 
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to  look  at  her  without  thinking  of  it  I  would  always  meet  that 
look,  and  she  would  often  offer  uie  her  trembling  li[)  to  kiss,  much 
more  like  a  little  affectionate  half  broken-hearted  child  than  ever 
I  can  imagine  any  grown  person. 

One  time  the  trembling  of  this  poor  lip  was  so  strong  and  her 
tears  ran  down  so  fast  that  I  thouglit  she  was  going  to  tell  me  a!l 
her  woe,  so  I  takes  her  two  hands  in  mine  and  I  says  : 

*  No  my  dear  not  now,  you  had  best  not  try  to  do  it  now. 
Wait  for  better  times  when  you  have  got  over  this  and  are 
strong,  and  then  you  shall  tell  me  whatever  you  will,  Shall  it 
be  agreed  V 

With  our  hands  still  joined  she  nodded  her  head  many  times, 
and  she  lifted  my  hands  and  put  them  to  her  lips  and  to  lier 
bosom. 

'  Only  one  word  now  my  dear'  I  says.     '  Is  there  any  one  ?' 

She  looked  inquiringly  '  Any  one  ?' 

*  That  I  can  go  to  f 
She  shook  her  head. 

'  No  one  that  I  can  bring?' 

She  shook  her  head. 

'  No  one  is  wanted  by  me  my  dear.  Now  that  may  be  con- 
sidered past  and  gone.' 

Not  much  more  than  a  week  afterwards — for  this  was  far  on 
in  the  time  of  our  being  so  together — I  was  bending  over  at  her 
bedside  with  my  ear  down  to  her  lips,  by  turns  listening  for  her 
breath  and  looking  for  a  sign  of  life  in  her  face.  At  last  it  came 
in  a  solemn  way — not  in  a  flash  but  like  a  kind  of  pale  faint  liglit 
brought  very  slow  to  the  face. 

She  said  something  to  me  that  had  no  sound  in  it,  but  I  saw 
she  asked  me : 

'  Is  this  death  V 

And  I  says : 

'  Poor  dear  poor  dear,  I  think  it  is.' 

Knowing  somehow  that  she  wanted  me  to  move  her  weak 
right  hand,  I  took  it  and  laid  it  on  her  breast  and  then  folded 
her  other  hand  upon  it,  and  she  prayed  a  good  good  prayer  and 
I  joined  in  it  poor  me  though  there  were  no  words  spoke. 
Then  I  brought  the  baby  in  its  wrappers  from  where  it  lay,  and 
I  says : 

'  i\Iy  dear  this  is  sent  to  a  childless  old  woman.  This  is  for 
me  to  take  care  of.' 

The  trembling  lip  was  put  up  towards  my  face  for  the  last 
time,  and  I  dearly  kissed  it. 
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*  Yes  my  dear'  I  says.     '  Please  God  !     Isie  and  the  IMajr.r.' 
I  don't  know  how  to  tell  it  right,  but  I  saw  her  soul  brighten 
and  leap  up,  and  get  free  and  fly  away  in  the  grateful  look. 


So  this  is  the  why  and  wherefore  of  its  coining  to  pass  my 
dear  that  we  called  hiiu  Jennny,  being  after  the  Major  his  owu 
godfather  with  Lirriper  for  a  surname  being  after  myself,  and 
never  was  a  dear  child  such  a  brightening  thing  in  a  Lodgings  or 
such  a  playmate  to  his  grandmother  as  Jemmy  to  this  house  ami 
me,  and  always  good  and  minding  what  he  was  told  (npon  the 
whole)  and  soothing  for  the  temper  and  making  everything  plea- 
sanier  except  when  he  grew  old  enough  to  drop  his  cap  down 
Wozenham's  Airy  and  they  wouldn't  hand  it  np  to  him,  and  being 
worked  into  a  state  I  put  on  my  best  bonnet  and  gloves  and  para- 
sol with  the  chilli  in  my  hand  and  I  says  '  Miss  Wozenhani  I 
little  thought  ever  to  have  entiu'ed  your  house  but  unless  my 
grandson's  cap  is  instantly  restored,  the  laws  of  this  country  regu- 
lating the  property  of  the  Subject  shall  at  length  decide  betwixt 
yourself  and  me,  cost  what  it  may.'  With  a  sneer  npon  her  face 
wliich  did  strike  me  I  must  say  as  being  expressive  of  two  keys 
but  it  may  have  been  a  mistake  and  if  there  is  any  doubt  let  Miss 
Wozcnham  have  the  full  benefit  of  it  as  is  but  right,  she  rang  the 
bell  and  she  says  'Jane,  is  there  a  street-child's  old  cap  down  our 
Airy  T  I  cays  '  Miss  Wozenham  before  your  housemaid  ausweis 
that  question  you  must  allow  me  to  inform  you  to  your  face  that 
my  grandson  is  7iof  a  street-child  and  is  not  in  the  liabit  of  wear- 
ing old  caps.  In  fact'  I  says  '  Miss  Wozenham  I  am  far  from 
sure  that  my  grandson's  cap  may  not  be  newer  than  your  own' 
which  was  perfectly  savage  in  me,  her  lace  being  the  commonest 
machine- make  washed  ami  torn  besides,  but  I  had  been  put  into  a 
state  to  begin  with  fomented  by  impertinence.  IMiss  Wozenhani 
says  red  in  the  face  '  Jane  you  heard  my  question,  is  there  any 
child's  cap  down  our  Airy]'  '  Yes  Ma'am'  says  Jane  '  1  think  I 
did  see  some  such  rubbish  a-lying  there.'  '  'i'hen'  says  Mi^s  Wozen- 
ham *  let  these  visitors  out,  and  then  throw  up  that  worthless 
article  out  of  my  premises.'  ihit  here  the  child  who  had  been 
staring  at  i\Iiss  Wozenham  with  all  his  eyes  and  more,  frowns 
down  his  little  eyebrows  purses  up  his  little  nnnith  puts  his  chubby 
legs  far  apart  turns  his  little  dimpled  fists  round  and  round  slowly 
over  one  another  like  a  little  coffee-mill,  and  says  to  her  *  Go  imp- 
dent  to  mi  Gran,  me  tut  oor  hi !'  'O  !'  says  Miss  Wozenham  look- 
ing down  scornfully  at  the  Mite  *  this  is  not  a  street-child  is  it  not  I 
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Keaily!'  I  bursts  out  laughing  and  I  says  *  IMiss  Wozcnham  if 
this  ain't  a  pretty  sight  to  you  I  don't  envy  your  feelings  and  I 
wish  you  good-day.  Jemmy  come  along  with  Gran.'  And  I  was 
still  in  the  best  of  humours  though  his  cap  came  flying  up  into 
the  street  as  if  it  had  been  just  turned  on  out  of  the  water- plug, 
and  I  went  home  laughing  all  the  way,  all  owing  to  that  dear 
boy. 

The  miles  and  miles  that  me  and  the  Major  have  travelled 
with  Jemmy  in  the  dusk  between  the  lights  are  not  to  be  calcu- 
lated, Jemmy  driving  on  the  coach-box  which  is  the  Major's  brass- 
bound  writing-desk  on  the  table,  me  inside  in  the  easy-chair  and 
the  Major  Guard  up  behind  with  a  brown-paper  horn  doing  it 
really  wonderful.  1  do  assure  you  my  dear  that  sometimes  wlien 
I  have  taken  a  few  winks  in  my  place  inside  the  coach  and  have 
come  half  awake  by  the  flashing  light  of  the  fire  and  have  heard 
that  precious  pet  driving  and  the  Major  blowing  up  behind  to  have 
the  change  of  horses  ready  when  we  got  to  the  Inn,  1  have  half 
believed  we  were  on  the  old  Xorth  Road  that  my  poor  Lirripi^r 
knew  so  well.  Then  to  see  that  child  and  the  Major  both  wra])ped 
up  getting  down  to  n-arm  their  feet  and  going  stamping  about  and 
having  glasses  of  ale  out  of  the  paper  match-boxes  on  the  chimney- 
piece  is  to  see  the  Major  enjoying  it  fully  as  much  as  the  child  I 
am  very  sure,  and  it's  equal  to  any  play  when  Coachee  opens  tlie 
coach-door  to  look  in  at  me  inside  and  say  '  Wery  'past  that  'tage. 
— 'Frightened  old  lady  ?' 

But  what  my  inexpressible  feelings  were  when  we  lost  that 
child  can  only  be  compared  to  the  Major's  which  were  not  a  shade 
better,  through  his  straying  out  at  five  years  old  and  eleven  (/clock 
in  the  forenoon  and  never  heard  of  by  word  or  sign  or  deed  till 
half-past  nine  at  night,  when  the  Major  had  gone  to  the  Editor  of 
the  Times  newspaper  to  put  in  an  advertisement,  which  came  out 
next  day  four-and-twenty  hours  after  he  was  found,  and  which  [ 
mean  always  carefully  to  keep  in  my  lavender  drawer  as  the  first 
printed  account  of  him.  The  more  the  day  got  on,  the  more  1 
got  distracted  and  the  Major  too  and  both  of  us  made  worse  by 
the  composed  ways  of  the  police  though  very  civil  and  obliging 
and  what  I  must  call  their  obstinacy  in  not  entertaining  the  idea 
that  he  was  stolen.  '  We  mostly  find  ]\Ium'  says  the  sergeant 
who  came  round  to  comfort  me,  w^hicli  he  didn't  at  all  and  he  had 
been  one  of  the  private  constables  in  Caroline's  time  to  which  he 
referred  in  his  opening  words  when  he  said  '  T)(jn't  give  way  to 
uneasiness  in  your  mind  Mum,  it'll  all  come  as  right  as  my  nose 
did  when  I  got  the  same  barked  by  that  young  woman  in  your 
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pecond  floor' — says  this  sergeant  '  we  mostly  find  Mum  as  people 
ain't  over-anxious  to  have  what  I  may  call  second-hand  children. 
You'll  get  him  back  ]\Ium.'  '  0  but  my  dear  good  sir'  I  says 
clasping  my  hands  and  wringing  them  and  clasping  them  again 
'  he  is  such  an  uncommon  child  !'  *  Yes  Mum'  says  the  sergeant, 
'  we  mostly  find  that  too  Mum.  The  question  is  what  his  ch)lhes 
were  worth.'  '  His  clothes'  I  says  '  were  not  worth  much  sir  for 
he  had  only  got  his  playing-dress  on,  but  the  dear  child  ! — '  '  All 
right  Mum'  says  the  sergeant.  '  You'll  get  him  back  Mum.  And 
even  if  he'd  had  his  best  clothes  on,  it  wouldn't  come  to  worse  than 
his  being  found  wrapped  up  in  a  cabbage-leaf,  a  shivering  in  a 
lane.'  His  words  pierced  my  heart  like  daggers  and  daggers,  and 
me  and  the  Major  ran  in  and  out  like  wild  things  all  day  long 
till  the  Major  returning  from  his  interview  with  the  Editor  of  the 
Times  at  night  rushes  into  my  little  room  hysterical  and  squeezes 
my  hand  and  wipes  his  eyes  and  says  '  Joy  joy — officer  in  plain 
clothes  came  up  on  the  stops  as  I  was  letting  myself  in — compose 
your  feelings  —  Jemmy's  found.'  Consequently  I  fainted  away 
and  when  I  came  to,  embraced  the  legs  of  the  officer  in  plain 
clothes  who  seemed  to  be  taking  a  kind  of  a  quiet  inventory  in 
his  mind  of  the  property  in  my  little  room  with  brown  whiskers, 
and  I  says  '  Blessings  on  you  sir  where  is  the  Darling !'  and  he 
says  '  In  Kennington  Station  House.'  I  was  dropping  at  his  feet 
Stone  at  the  image  of  that  Innocence  in  cells  with  murderers  when 
he  adds  '  He  followed  the  IMonkey.'  I  says  deeming  it  slang  lan- 
guage *  0  sir  explain  for  a  loving  grautlmother  what  Monkey  !' 
He  says  '  Him  in  the  spangled  cap  with  the  strap  under  the  chin, 
as  \font  keep  on — him  as  sweeps  the  crossings  on  a  round  table 
and  don't  want  to  draw  his  sabre  more  than  he  can  help.'  Then  I 
understood  it  all  and  most  thankfully  thanked  him,  and  me  and 
the  Major  and  him  drove  over  to  Kennington  and  there  we  found 
our  boy  lying  quite  comfortable  before  a  blazing  fire  having  sweetly 
played  himself  to  sleep  ujion  a  small  accordion  nothing  like  so  big 
as  a  flat-iron  which  they  had  been  so  kind  as  to  lend  him  for  the 
purpose  and  which  it  appeared  had  been  stopped  upon  a  very 
young  person. 

INly  dear  the  system  upon  which  the  Major  commenced  and  as 
I  may  say  perfected  Jemmy's  learning  when  he  was  so  small  that 
if  the  dear  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  table  you  had  to  look 
under  it  instead  of  over  it  to  see  him  with  his  mother's  own  bright 
hair  in  beautiful  curls,  is  a  thing  that  ought  to  be  known  to  the 
Throne  and  Lords  and  Commons  and  then  might  obtain  some  pro- 
motion for  the  Major  which  he  well  deserves  and  would  be  none 
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the  worse  for  (speaking  between  friends)  L.  S.  D.-icallj.  Wlien 
tlie  Major  first  undertook  his  learning  he  says  to  me : 

'  I'm  going  Madam'  he  says  '  to  make  our  child  a  Calculating 
Boy.' 

'  Major'  I  says,  '  you  terrify  me  and  may  do  the  pet  a  perma- 
nent injury  you  would  never  forgive  yourself.' 

'  Madam,'  says  the  Major,  'next  to  my  regret  that  when  I  had 
my  boot-sponge  in  my  hand,  I  didn't  choke  that  scoundrel  with  it 
— on  the  spot — ' 

'  There  !  For  Gracious'  sake,'  I  interrupts,  '  let  his  conscience 
find  him  without  sponges.' 

'  — I  say  next  to  that  regret,  Madam,'  says  the  IMajor  '  would 
be  the  regret  with  which  my  breast,'  which  he  tapped,  '  would  l)e 
surcharged  if  this  fine  mind  was  not  early  cultivated.  But  mark 
me  Madam,'  says  the  Major  holding  up  his  forefinger  '  cultivated 
on  a  principle  that  will  make  it  a  delight.' 

'  Major'  I  says  '  I  will  be  candid  with  you  and  tell  you  openlj 
that  if  ever  I  find  the  dear  child  fall  ofl'  in  his  appetite  I  shall 
know  it  is  his  calculations  and  shall  put  a  stop  to  them  at  two 
minutes'  notice.  Or  if  I  find  them  mounting  to  his  head'  I  says, 
'or  striking  anyways  cold  to  his  stomach  or  leading  to  anything 
approaching  flabbiuess  in  his  legs,  the  result  will  be  the  same,  but 
Major  you  are  a  clever  man  and  have  seen  much  and  you  love  the 
cliild  and  are  his  own  godfather,  and  if  you  feel  a  confidence  in 
trying  try,' 

'  Spoken  Madam'  says  the  M:ijor  '  like  Emma  Lirriper.  All 
I  have  to  ask.  Madam,  is,  that  you  will  leave  my  godson  and  my- 
self to  make  a  week  or  two's  preparations  for  surprising  you,  and 
that  you  will  give  me  leave  to  have  up  and  down  any  small  articles 
n'^t  actually  in  use  that  I  may  require  from  the  kitchen.' 

'  From  the  kitchen  Major?'  1  says  half  feeling  as  if  he  had  a 
mind  to  cook  the  child. 

'  From  the  kitchen'  says  the  Major,  and  smiles  and  swells,  and 
at  the  same  time  Icjoks  taller. 

So  I  passed  my  word  and  the  ]\Iajor  and  the  dear  boy  were 
shut  up  together  for  half  an  hour  at  a  time  through  a  certain 
while,  and  never  could  I  hear  anytliing  going  on  betwixt  them  but 
talking  and  laughing  and  Jemmy  clapping  his  hands  and  scream- 
ing out  numbers,  so  I  says  to  myself  '  it  has  not  harmed  him  yet' 
nor  could  1  on  examining  the  dear  find  any  signs  of  it  anywhere 
about  him  which  was  likewise  a  great  relief.  At  last  one  day 
Jemmy  brings  me  a  card  in  joke  in  the  Major's  neat  writing  '  Thy 
Mess".  Jemmy  Jackman'  for  we  had  given  him  the  Major's  other 
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name  too  *  request  the  honour  of  Mrs.  Lirriper's  company  at  the 
Jaokman  Institution  in  the  front  parh)ar  this  evening  at  five, 
military  time,  to  witness  a  few  slight  feats  of  elementary  arith- 
metic' And  if  you'll  believe  me  there  in  the  front  parlour  at  nve 
punctual  to  the  moment  was  the  IMajor  behind  the  Pembroke 
table  with  both  leaves  up  and  a  lot  of  things  from  the  kitchen 
tidily  set  out  on  old  newspapers  spread  atop  of  it,  and  there  was 
the  Mite  stood  up  on  a  chair  with  his  rosy  cheeks  flushing  and  his 
eyes  sparkling  clusters  of  diamonds. 

*  Now  Gran'  says  he,  '  oo  tit  down  and  don't  oo  touch  ler 
poople' — for  he  saw  with  every  one  of  those  diamonds  of  his  that 
I  was  going  to  give  him  a  squeeze. 

'  Very  well  sir'  I  says  '  I  am  obedient  in  this  good  company  I 
am  sure.'  And  I  sits  down  in  the  easy-chair  that  was  put  for  me, 
shaking  my  sides. 

But  picture  my  admiration  when  the  IMajor  going  on  almo?t 
as  quick  as  if  he  was  conjuring  sets  out  all  the  articles  he  names, 
and  says,  '  Three  saucepans,  an  Italian  iron,  a  liand-bell,  a  toast- 
ing-fork, a  nutmeg-grater,  four  potlids,  a  spice-box,  two  egg-cup?, 
and  a  chopping-board — how  many?'  and  when  that  Mite  instantly 
cries  '  Tifteen,  tut  down  tive  and  carry  ler  'toppin-board'  and  then 
claps  his  hands  draws  up  his  legs  and  dances  on  his  chair. 

]\Iy  dear  with  the  same  astonishing  ease  and  correctness  him 
and  the  Major  added  up  the  tables  chairs  and  sofy,  the  picters 
fenders  and  fire-irons  their  own  selves  me  and  the  cat  and  the  eyes 
in  Miss  Wozenham's  head,  and  whenever  the  sum  was  done  Young 
Roses  and  Diamonds  claps  his  hands  and  draws  up  his  legs  and 
dances  on  his  chair. 

The  pride  of  the  IMajor  !  ('  Here's  a  mind  ]\Ia'am  !'  he  says  to 
me  behind  his  hand.) 

Then  he  says  aloud,  '  We  now  come  to  the  next  elementary 
rule, — which  is  called — ' 

*  Umtraction  !'  cries  tFemmy. 

'  Right,'  says  the  IMajor.  '  We  have  here  a  toasting-fork,  a 
potato  in  its  natural  state,  two  potlids,  one  egg-cup,  a  wooden 
spoon,  and  two  skewers,  from  which  it  is  necessary  for  commer- 
cial purposes  to  subtract  a  sprat-gridiron,  a  small  pickle-jar,  two 
lemons,  one  pepper-castor,  a  blackbeetle-trap,  and  a  knob  of  the 
dresser-drawer — what  renvains  V 

*  Toatin-fork  !'  cries  Jemmy. 

'  In  numbers  how  many  Y  says  the  Major. 

'  One  !'  cries  Jemmy. 

('  Here's  a  boy,  Ma'am !'  savs  the  Major  to  me  beliind  his  hand.) 
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Then  the  Major  goes  on  : 

'  We  now  approach  the  next  elementary  rule, — which  is  eii- 
titled— ' 

'  Tickleication'  cries  Jemray. 

'  Correct'  says  the  Major. 

But  my  dear  to  relate  to  you  in  detail  the  way  in  which  they 
niultiplied  fourteen  .sticks  of  firewood  by  two  bits  of  ginger  and  a 
iarding-needle,  or  divided  pretty  well  everything  else  there  was  on 
tlie  table  by  the  heater  of  the  Italian  iron  and  a  chamber  candle 
Flick,  and  got  a  lemon  over,  would  make  my  head  spin  round  and 
round  and  round  as  it  did  at  the  time.  So  I  says  '  if  you'll  excuse 
my  addressing  the  chair  Professor  Jackman  I  think  the  period  of 
the  lecture  has  now  arrived  when  it  becomes  necessary  that  I 
should  take  a  good  hug  of  this  young  scholar.'  Upon  whicli 
Jemmy  calls  out  from  his  station  on  the  chair,  '  Gran  oo  open  oor 
arms  and  me'll  make  a  'pring  into  'em.'  So  I  opened  my  arms 
to  him  as  I  had  opened  my  sorrowful  heart  when  his  poor  young 
mother  lay  a  dying,  and  he  had  his  jump  ^nd  we  had  a  good  long 
hug  together  and  the  Major  prouder  tlian  any  peacock  says  to  me 
behind  his  hand,  '  You  need  not  let  him  know  it  ]\Iadam'  (which 
1  certainly  need  not  for  the  Major  was  quite  audible)  '  but  he  is 
a  boy !' 

In  this  way  Jemmy  grew  and  grew  and  went  to  day-school 
and  continued  under  the  Major  too,  and  in  summer  we  were  as 
happy  as  the  days  were  long,  and  in  winter  we  were  as  happy  as 
the  days  were  short  and  there  seemed  to  rest  a  Blessing  on  the 
Lodgings  for  theyas  good  as  Let  themselves  and  would  have  done 
it  if  there  had  been  twice  the  accommodation,  when  sore  and  hard 
against  my  will  I  one  day  says  to  the  j\Iajor 

'  Major  you  know  what  1  am  going  to  break  to  you.  Our  boy 
must  go  to  boarding-school.' 

It  was  a  sad  sight  to  see  the  Major's  countenance  drop,  and  I 
pitied  the  good  soul  with  all  my  heart. 

*  Yes  Major'  I  says  '  though  he  is  as  popular  with  the  Lodgers 
as  you  are  yourself  and  though  he  is  to  you  and  me  what  only  you 
and  me  know,  still  it  is  in  the  course  of  things  and  Life  is  made 
of  partings  and  we  must  part  with  our  Pet.' 

Bold  as  I  spoke,  I  saw  two  Majors  and  half-a-dozen  fireplaces, 
and  when  the  poor  !Major  put  one  of  his  neat  bright-varnished 
boots  upon  the  fender  and  his  elbow  on  his  knee  and  his  head 
ufion  his  hand  and  rocked  himself  a  little  to  and  fro,  I  was  dread- 
fully cat  up. 

'But'  hays  I  clearing  my  throat  'you  have  so  well  prepared 
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him  Major— he  has  had  such  a  Tutor  in  you — that  he  will  have 
none  of  tlie  first  drndgery  to  go  through.  And  he  is  so  clever 
besides  that  he'll  soon  make  his  way  to  the  front  rank.' 

'  He  is  a  boy'  says  the  Major — having  sniffed — '  that  has  not 
his  like  on  the  face  of  the  earth.' 

'  True  as  you  say  Major,  and  it  is  not  for  us  merely  for  our 
own  sakes  to  do  anything  to  keep  him  back  from  being  a  credit 
and  an  ornament  wherever  he  goes  and  perhaps  even  rising  to  be 
a  great  man,  is  it  Major?  He  will  have  all  my  httle  savings 
when  my  work  is  done  (being  all  the  -world  to  me)  and  we  must 
try  to  make  him  a  wise  man  and  a  good  man,  mustn't  we  Major?' 

'  Madam'  says  the  Major  rising  '  Jemmy  Jackman  is  becoming 
an  older  file  than  I  was  aware  of,  and  you  put  him  to  shame.  You 
are  thoroughly  right  Madam.  You  are  simply  and  undeniably 
riglit.^ — And  if  you'll  excuse  me,  I'll  take  a  walk.' 

So  the  Major  being  gone  out  and  Jemmy  being  at  home,  I  got 
the  child  into  my  little  room  here  and  I  stood  him  by  my  cliair 
and  I  took  his  mother's  own  curls  in  my  hand  and  I  spoke  to  hiiu 
loving  and  serious.  And  when  I  had  reminded  the  darling  how 
that  he  was  now  in  his  tenth  year  and  when  I  had  said  to  him 
about  his  getting  on  in  life  pretty  much  what  I  had  said  to  the 
Major  I  broke  to  him  how  that  we  must  have  this  sanie  parting, 
and  there  I  was  forced  to  stop  for  there  I  saw  of  a  sudden  the 
well-remembered  lip  with  its  tremble,  and  it  so  brought  back  that 
time  I  But  with  the  spirit  that  was  in  him  he  controlled  it  soon 
and  he  says  gravely  nodding  through  his  tears,  '  1  understand 
Gran — I  know  it  luust  be,  Gran — go  on  Gran,  don't  be  afraid  of 
■me.''  And  when  I  had  said  all  that  ever  I  could  think  of,  he  turned 
his  bright  steady  face  to  mine  and  he  says  just  a  little  broken  here 
and  there  '  You  shall  see  Gran  tliat  I  can  be  a  man  and  tliat  I  can 
do  anything  that  is  grateful  and  loving  to  you — and  if  I  don't 
grow  up  to  be  what  you  would  like  to  have  me — I  hope  it  will  be 
— because  I  shall  die.'  And  with  that  he  sat  down  by  me  and  I 
went  on  to  tell  him  cf  the  school  of  which  I  had  excellent  recom- 
mendations and  where  it  was  and  how  many  scholars  and  what 
games  they  played  as  I  had  heard  and  what  length  of  holidays,  to 
all  of  which  he  listened  bright  and  clear.  And  so  it  came  that  at 
last  he  says  '  And  now  dear  Gran  let  me  kneel  down  here  where 
I  have  been  used  to  say  my  prayei's  and  let  me  fold  my  face  for 
just  a  minute  in  ytnir  gown  and  let  me  cry,  for  you  have  been  move 
than  fatlier — more  than  mother — more  than  brothers  sisters  friends 
• — to  me !'  And  so  he  did  cry  and  1  too  and  we  v.erc  both  much 
the  better  for  it. 
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From  that  time  forth  he  was  true  to  his  word  and  ever  blithe 
and  ready,  and  even  when  me  and  the  Major  took  him  down  into 
Lincolnshire  he  was  far  the  gayest  of  the  party  though  for  sure 
and  certain  he  might  easily  have  been  that,  but  he  really  was  and 
put  life  into  us  only  when  it  came  to  the  last  Good-bye,  he  says 
with  a  wistful  look,  '  You  wouldn't  have  me  not  really  sorry  would 
yoa  Gran?'  and  when  I  says  '  No  dear,  Lord  forbid  !'  he  says  '  I 
am  glad  of  that !'  and  ran  in  out  of  sight. 

But  now  that  the  child  was  gone  out  of  the  Lodgings  the 
Major  fell  into  a  regularly  moping  state.  It  was  taken  notice  of 
by  all  the  Lodgers  that  the  ]\Iajor  moped.  He  hadn't  even  the 
same  air  of  being  rather  tall  that  he  used  to  have,  and  if  he  var- 
nished his  boots  with  a  single  gleam  of  interest  it  was  as  much  as 
he  did. 

One  evening  the  Major  came  into  my  little  room  to  take  a  cup 
of  tea  and  a  morsel  of  buttered  toast  and  to  read  Jemmy's  newest 
letter  which  had  arrived  that  afternoon  (by  the  very  same  postman 
more  than  middle-aged  upon  the  Beat  now),  and  the  letter  raising 
him  up  a  little  I  says  to  the  Major : 

'  Major  you  mustn't  get  into  a  moping  way.' 

The  Major  shook  his  head.  '  Jemmy  Jackman  Madam,'  he 
says  with  a  deep  sigh,  '  is  an  older  file  than  1  thought  him.' 

'  Moping  is  not  the  way  to  grow  younger  Major.' 

'  My  dear  Madam,'  says  the  Major,  '  is  there  avy  way  of  grow- 
ing younger f 

Feeling  that  the  Major  was  getting  rather  the  best  of  that 
point  I  made  a  diversion  to  another. 

'  Thirteen  years  !  Thir-teen  years  !  IMany  Lodgers  have 
come  and  gone,  in  the  thirteen  years  that  you  have  Uved  in  the 
parlours  ]\[ajor.' 

'  Hah  !'  says  the  Major  warming.     *  Many  Madam,  many.' 

'  And  I  should  say  you  have  been  familiar  with  them  all?' 

'  As  a  rule  (with  its  exceptions  like  all  rules)  my  dear  Madam' 
says  the  Major,  '  they  have  honoured  me  with  their  acquaintance, 
and  not  unfrequently  with  their  confidence.' 

Watching  the  Major  as  he  drooped  his  white  head  and  stroked 
his  black  mustachios  and  moped  again,  a  thought  which  I  think 
must  have  been  going  about  looking  for  an  owner  somewhere 
dropped  into  my  old  noddle  if  you  will  excuse  the  expression. 

'  The  walls  of  my  Lodgings'  I  says  in  a  casual  way — for  my 
dear  it  is  of  no  use  going  straight  at  a  man  who  mopes — '  might 
have  somcttiing  to  tell  if  they  could  tell  it.' 

The  Major  neither  moved  nor  said  anything  but  I  saw  he  was 
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attending  with  his  slionlders  my  dear — attending  with  his  shoul- 
ders to  what  I  said.  In  fact  I  saw  that  his  shoulders  were  struck 
by  it. 

'  The  dear  boy  was  always  fond  of  story-books'  I  went  on, 
like  as  if  I  was  talking  to  myself.  '  I  am  sure  this  house — his 
own  home — might  write  a  story  or  two  for  his  reading  one  day  or 
another.' 

The  Major's  shoulders  gave  a  dip  and  a  curve  and  his  head 
came  up  in  his  shirt-collar.  The  Major's  head  came  up  in  his 
sliirt-coUar  as  I  hadn't  seen  it  come  up  since  Jemmy  went  to  schofl. 

'  It  is  unquestionable  that  in  intervals  ofcribbage  and  a  friendly 
rubber,  my  dear  Madam,'  says  the  Major,  '  and  also  over  what 
used  to  be  called  in  my  young  times — m  the  salad  days  of  Jemmy 
Jackman — the  social  glass,  I  have  exchanged  many  a  reminiscence 
with  your  Lodgers.' 

]\Iy  remark  was — I  confess  I  made  it  with  the  deepest  and 
artfullest  of  intentions — '  I  wish  our  dear  boy  had  heard  them  !' 

'Are  you  serious  Madam?'  asks  the  Major  starting  and  turn- 
ing full  round. 

*  Why  not  IMajor  ?' 

*  Madam'  says  the  IMajor,  turning  up  one  of  his  cuffs,  *  they 
shall  be  written  for  him.' 

*  Ah  !  Now  you  speak'  I  says  giving  my  hands  a  pleased  clap. 
'  Now  you  are  in  a  way  out  of  moping  I\Iajor  I' 

'  Between  this  and  my  holidays — I  mean  the  dear  boy's' 
says  the  ]\Iajor  turning  up  his  other  cuff,  'a  good  deal  may  be  dune 
towards  it.' 

'  Major  you  are  a  clever  man  and  you  have  seen  much  and  nut 
a  doubt  of  it,' 

'  I'll  bcgm,'  says  the  Major  looldng  as  tall  as  ever  he  did, 
'  to-morrow.' 

My  dear  the  ]\[ajor  was  another  man  in  three  days  and  he  was 
himself  again  in  a  week  and  he  wrote  and  wrote  and  wrote  with 
his  pen  scratching  like  rats  behind  the  wainscot,  and  whetlier  he 
had  many  grounds  to  go  ujion  or  whether  he  did  at  all  romance 
I  cannot  tell  you,  but  what  he  has  written  is  in  the  leit-haud  glass 
closet  of  the  little  bookcase  close  behind  you. 


i 
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CHAPTER  IL 

HOW  THE  PARLOCRS  ADDED  A  FEW  WORDS. 

I  HAVE  the  honour  of  presenting  myself  by  the  name  of  Jack- 
man.  I  esteem  it  a  proud  privilege  to  go  down  to  pcisterity 
through  the  instrumentality  of  the  most  remarkable  boy  that  ever 
lived, — by  the  name  of  Jemmy  Jack3ian  Lirriper, — and  of  my 
most  worthy  and  most  highly  respected  friend,  Mrs.  Emma  Lir- 
riper, of  Eighty-one,  Norfolk  Street,  Strand,  in  the  County  of 
IVliddlesex,  in  the  United  Kingdom  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland. 

It  is  not  for  me  to  express  the  rapture  with  which  we  re- 
ceived that  dear  and  eminently  remarkable  boy,  on  the  occurrence 
of  his  first  Christmas  holidays.  Suffice  it  to  observe  that  when 
he  came  flying  into  the  house  with  two  splendid  prizes  (Arithmetic, 
and  Exemplary  Conduct),  Mrs.  Lirriper  and  myself  embraced 
with  emotion,  and  instantly  took  him  to  the  Play,  where  we  were 
all  three  admirably  entertained. 

Nor  is  it  to  render  homage  to  the  virtues  of  the  best  of  her 
good  and  honoured  sex — whom,  in  deference  to  her  unassuming 
worth,  I  will  only  here  designate  by  the  initials  E.  L. — that  I  add 
this  record  to  the  bundle  of  papers  with  which  our,  in  a  most 
distinguished  degree,  remarkable  boy  has  expressed  himself  de- 
lighted, before  reconsigning  the  name  to  the  left-hand  glass  closet 
of  ^Irs.  Lirriper's  little  bookcase. 

Neither  is  it  to  obtrude  the  name  of  the  old  original  super- 
annuated obscure  Jemmy  Jackman,  once  (to  his  degradation)  of 
Wozenham's,  long  (to  his  elevation)  of  Lirriper's.  If  I  could  be 
consciously  guilty  of  that  piece  of  bad  taste,  it  would  indeed  be  a 
work  of  supt-rerogation,  now  that  the  name  is  borne  by  Jeaimv 
JacivMax  Lirriper. 

No,  I  take  up  my  humble  pen  to  register  a  little  record  of  our 
strikingly  remarkable  boy,  which  my  poor  capacity  regards  as  pre- 
senting a  pleasant  little  2>icture  of  the  dear  boy's  mind.  The  pic- 
ture may  be  interesting  to  himself  when  he  is  a  man. 

Our  first  reunited  Christmas-day  was  the  most  delightful  one 
we  have  ever  passed  together.  Jemmy  was  never  silent  for  five 
minutes,  except  in  church-time.  He  talked  as  we  sat  by  the  fire, 
lie  talked  when  we  were  out  walking,  he  talked  as  we  sat  by  the 
fire  again,  he  talked  incessantly  at  dinner,  though  he  made  a 
dinner  almost  as  remarkable  as  himself.     It  was  the  spring  of 
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liappiness  in  his  fresh  young  heart  flowing  and  flowing,  and  it  fer- 
tihsed  (if  I  may  be  allowed  so  bold  a  figure)  my  much-esteemed 
friend,  and  J.  J.  the  present  writer. 

There  were  only  we  three.  We  dined  in  my  esteemed  friend's 
little  room,  and  our  entertainment  was  perfect.  But  everything  in 
the  establishment  is,  in  neatness,  order,  and  comfort,  always  per- 
fect. After  dinner  our  boy  slipped  away  to  his  old  stool  at  my 
esteemed  friend's  knee,  and  there,  with  his  hot  chestnuts  and  his 
glass  of  brown  sherry  (really,  a  most  excellent  wine !)  on  a  chair 
for  a  table,  his  face  outshone  the  apples  in  the  dish. 

We  talked  of  these  jottings  of  mine,  which  Jemmy  had  read 
through  and  through  by  that  time ;  and  so  it  came  about  that  my 
esteemed  friend  remarked,  as  she  sat  smoothing  Jemmy's  curls  : 

'  And  as  you  belong  to  the  house  too.  Jemmy, — and  so  much 
more  than  the  Lodgers,  having  been  born  in  it, — why,  your  story 
ought  to  be  added  to  the  rest,  I  think,  one  of  these  days.' 

Jemmy's  eyes  sparkled  at  this,  and  he  said,  *  80  /  think, 
Gran.' 

Then  he  sat  looking  at  the  fire,  and  then  he  began  to  laugh  in 
a  sort  of  confidence  with  the  fire,  and  then  he  said,  folding  his 
arms  across  my  esteemed  friend's  lap,  and  raising  his  bright  face 
to  hers  :   '  Would  you  like  to  hear  a  boy's  story,  Gran  ?' 

'  Of  all  things,'  replied  my  esteemed  friend. 

'Would  yoii,  godfather  f 

'  Of  all  things,'  I  too  replied. 

*  Well,  then,'  said  Jemmy,  '  I'll  tell  you  one.' 

Here  our  indisputably  remarkable  boy  gave  himself  a  hug, 
and  laughed  again,  musically,  at  the  idea  of  his  coming  out  in 
that  new  line.  Then  he  once  more  took  the  fire  into  the  same 
sort  of  confidence  as  before,  and  began  : 

'  Once  upon  a  time,  When  pigs  drank  wine.  And  monkeys 
chewed  tobaccer,  'Twas  neither  in  your  time  nor  mine,  But  that's  no 
macker — ' 

'  Bless  the  child  !'  cried  my  esteemed  friend,  '  what's  amiss 
with  his  brain  V 

'  It's  poetry,  Gran,'  returned  Jemmy,  shouting  with  laughter. 
'  We  always  begin  stories  that  way  at  school.' 

'  Gave  me  quite  a  turn.  Major,'  said  my  esteemed  friend,  fan- 
ning herself  with  a  plate.      '  Thought  he  was  light-headed  !' 

'  In  those  remarkable  times.  Gran  and  godfather,  there  was 
once  a  boy, — not  me,  you  know.' 

'  No,  no,'  says  my  respected  friend,  '  not  you.  Not  him,  Major, 
you  understand  V 
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*  No,  no,'  says  I. 

*  And  he  went  to  school  in  Rutlandshire — ' 

'  Why  not  Lincokishire  ?'  says  my  respected  friend. 

'  Why  not,  you  dear  old  Gran  ]  Because  I  go  to  school  in 
Lincolnshire,  don't  I  ?' 

'  Ah,  to  be  sure  !'  says  my  respected  friend.  *  And  it's  not 
Jemmy,  you  understand,  Major  f 

'  No,  no,'  says  I. 

'Well !'  our  boy  proceeded,  hugging  himself  comfortably,  and 
laughing  merrily  (again  in  confidence  ■with  the  fire),  before  he 
again  looked  up  in  ^Irs.  Lirriper's  face,  '  and  so  he  was  tre- 
mendously in  love  with  his  schoolmaster's  daughter,  and  she  was 
the  most  beautiful  creature  that  ever  was  seen,  and  she  had  brown 
eyes,  and  she  had  brown  hair  all  curhng  beautifully,  and  she  had 
a  delicious  voice,  and  she  was  delicious  altogether,  and  her  name 
was  Seraphina.' 

'  What's  the  name  of  your  schoolmaster's  daughter,  Jemmy  ?' 
asks  my  respected  friend. 

'  Polly !'  replied  Jemmy,  pointing  his  forefinger  at  her.  '  There 
now  !      Caught  you  !      Ha,  ha,  ha  !' 

When  he  and  my  respected  friend  had  had  a  laugh  and  a  hug 
together,  our  admittedly  remarkable  boy  resumed  with  a  great 
relish : 

'  Well !  And  so  he  loved  her.  And  so  he  thought  about  her, 
and  dreamed  about  her,  and  made  her  presents  of  oranges  and 
nuts,  and  would  have  made  her  presents  of  pearls  and  diamonds 
if  he  could  have  aflbrded  it  out  of  his  pocket-money,  but  he 
couldn't.  And  so  her  father — O,  he  was  a  Tartar  !  Keeping  the 
boys  up  to  the  mark,  holding  examinations  once  a  month,  lecturing 
upon  all  sorts  of  subjects  at  all  sorts  of  times,  and  knowing  every- 
thing in  the  world  out  of  book.     And  so  this  boy — ' 

'  Had  he  any  name  V  asks  my  respected  friend. 

'  No,  he  hadn't.  Gran.  Ha,  ha  !  There  now  !  Caught  you 
again !' 

After  this,  they  had  another  laugh  and  another  hug,  and  then 
our  boy  went  on. 

'  Well !  And  so  this  boy,  he  had  a  friend  about  as  old  as  him- 
self at  the  same  school,  and  his  name  (for  He  had  a  name,  as  it 
happened)  was — let  me  remember — was  Bobbo.' 

'  Not  Bob,'  says  my  respected  friend. 

'  Of  course  not,'  says  Jemmy.  '  What  made  you  think  it  was, 
Gran  ?  Well !  And  so  this  friend  was  the  cleverest  and  bravest 
and  best -looking  and  most  generous  of  all  the  friends  that  ever 
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wore,  and  so  he  was  iu  love  Avitli  Seraphina's  sister,  and  so  Se- 
raphiiia's  sister  was  in  love  with  him,  and  so  they  all  grew  up.' 

*  Bless  us  !'  says  my  respected  friend.  '  They  were  very  sudden 
about  it,' 

'  So  thoy  all  grew  up,'  our  boy  repeated,  laughing  heartily, 
'  and  I!(A)ho  and  this  boy  went  away  together  on  horseback  to 
seek  tlioir  fortunes,  and  they  partly  got  their  horses  by  favour, 
and  partly  in  a  bargain;  that  is  to  say,  thoy  had  saved  up  between 
them  seven  and  fourpence,  and  the  two  horses,  being  Arabs,  were 
worth  more,  only  the  man  said  he  would  take  that,  to  favour 
them.  Well  I  And  so  they  made  their  fortunes  and  came  prancing 
back  to  the  school,  with  their  pockets  full  of  gold,  enough  to  last 
for  ever.  And  so  they  rang  at  the  parents'  and  visitors'  bell  (not 
the  back  gate),  and  when  the  bell  was  answered  they  proclaimed, 
'  The  sarav)  as  if  it  was  scarlet  fever  !  Every  boy  goes  home  for 
an  indefinite  period  !"  And  then  there  was  great  hurrahing,  and 
then  they  kissed  Seraphina  and  her  sister, — each  his  own  love,  and 
not  the  other's  on  any  account, — and  then  they  ordered  the  Tartar 
into  instant  confinement.' 

'  Poor  man  !'  saitl  my  respected  friend. 

'  Into  instant  confinement,  Gran,'  repeated  Jemmy,  trying 
to  look  severe  and  roaring  with  laughter ;  '  and  he  was  to  have 
nothing  to  eat  but  the  boys'  dinners,  and  was  to  drink  half  a  cask 
of  their  beer  every  day.  And  so  then  the  preparations  were 
made  for  the  two  weddings,  and  there  were  hampers,  and  potted 
things,  and  sweet  things,  and  nuts,  and  postage-stamps,  and  all 
manner  of  things.  And  so  they  were  so  jolly,  that  they  let  the 
Tartar  out,  and  he  was  jolly  too.' 

'  I  am  glad  thoy  let  him  out,'  says  my  respected  friend,  '  be- 
cause he  hud  only  done  his  duty.' 

*  0,  but  hadn't  he  overdone  it,  though  1'  cried  Jemmy.  'Well ! 
And  so  then  this  boy  mounted  his  horse,  with  his  bride  in  his 
arms,  and  cantered  away,  and  cantered  on  and  on  till  he  came  tc 
a  certain  place  where  he  had  a  certain  Giran  and  a  certain  god- 
father,— not  you  two,  you  know.' 

'  No,  no,'  we  both  said. 

'  And  there  he  was  received  with  great  rejoicings,  and  he  filled 
the  cupboard  and  the  bookcase  with  gold,  and  he  showered  it  out 
on  his  Gran  and  his  godfather  because  they  were  the  two  kindest 
and  dearest  ])eople  that  ever  lived  in  this  world.  And  so  while 
tliey  were  sitting  up  to  their  knees  in  gold,  a  knocking  Avas  heard 
at  the  street  door,  and  who  should  it  be  but  liolibo,  also  on  horse- 
back with  his  bride  in  his  arms,  and  what  had  he  come  to  say  but 
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that  he  would  take  (at  double  rent)  all  the  Lodgings  for  ever,  that 
were  not  wanted  by  this  boy  and  this  Gran  and  this  godfather,  and 
that  they  would  all  live  together,  and  all  be  happy  1  And  so  they 
were,  and  so  it  never  ended  !' 

'  And  was  there  no  quarrelling  V  asked  my  respected  friend,  as 
Jemmy  sat  upon  her  lap  and  hugged  her. 

'  Xo  !   Nobody  ever  quarrelled.' 

*  And  did  the  money  never  melt  away  V 

*  No  !  Nobody  could  ever  spend  it  all.' 

*  And  did  none  of  them  ever  grow  older 

'  No  !  Nobody  ever  grew  older  after  that. 

'  And  did  none  of  them  ever  die  V 

'  0,  no,  no,  no,  Gran !'  exclaimed  our  dear  boy,  laying  his 
cheek  upon  her  breast,  and  drawing  her  closer  to  him,  '  Nobody 
ever  died.* 

'  Ah,  Major,  Major !'  says  my  respected  friend,  smiling  be- 
nignly upon  me, '  this  beats  our  stories.  Let  us  end  with  the  Boy's 
story,  ]\Iajor,  for  the  Boy's  story  is  the  best  that  is  ever  told !' 

In  submission  to  which  request  on  the  part  of  the  best  of  wo- 
men, I  have  here  noted  it  down  as  faithfully  as  my  best  abilities, 
coupled  with  my  best  intentions,  would  admit,  subscribing  it  with 
my  name, 

J.  JACKMAN. 

The  Parlours. 
Mrs.  Lieeipee's  LoduQ(»«j. 
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JL\  1  WO  CHAPTERS. 


CHAPTER  L 

MRS.   LIRRIPER  RELATES   HOW  SHE   WENT    OX,    AND   WENT   OVER. 

Ah  !  It's  pleasant  to  drop  into  my  own  easj-chair  my  dear  though 
a  little  palpitaliug  what  with  trotting  up-stairs  and  what  with  trot- 
ting down,  and  why  kitchen  stairs  should  all  be  corner  stairs  is  for 
tiie  builders  to  justify  though  1  do  not  think  they  fully  imderstand 
their  trade  and  never  did,  else  why  the  sameness  and  why  not  more 
conveniences  and  fewer  draughts  and  likewise  making  a  practice  of 
laying  the  plaster  on  too  thick  I  am  well  convinced  which  holds 
the  damp,  and  as  to  chimney-pots  putting  them  on  by  guess- 
work hke  hats  at  a  party  and  no  more  knowing  what  their  effect 
will  be  upon  the  smoke  bless  you  than  I  do  if  so  much,  except  that 
it  will  mostly  be  either  to  send  it  down  your  throat  in  a  straight 
form  or  give  it  a  twist  before  it  goes  there.  And  what  I  says 
speaking  as  I  find  of  those  new  metal  chimneys  all  manner  of 
shapes  (there's  a  row  of  'em  at  Miss  Wozenham's  lodging-house 
lower  down  on  the  other  side  of  the  way)  is  that  they  only  work 
your  smoke  into  artificial  patterns  for  you  before  you  swallow  it 
and  that  I'd  quite  as  soon  iwallow  mine  plain,  the  flavour  being  the 
same,  not  to  mention  the  conceit  of  putting  up  signs  on  the  top  of 
your  house  to  show  the  forms  in  which  you  take  youi'  smoke  into 
yuur  inside. 

Being  here  before  your  eyes  my  dear  in  my  own  easy-chair  in 
my  own  quiet  room  in  my  own  Lodging- House  Number  Eighty- 
one  Norfolk  iStreet  Strand  London  situated  midway  between  the 
City  and  St.  James's — if  anyiliing  is  w  here  it  used  to  be  with  these 
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hotels  calling  themselves  Limited  but  called  Unlimited  by  Major 
Jacknian  rising  up  everywhere  and  rising  up  into  flagstaffs  where 
they  can't  go  any  higher,  but  my  mind  of  those  monsters  is  give 
me  a  landlord's  or  landlady's  wholesome  face  when  I  come  off  a 
journey  and  not  a  brass  plate  with  an  electrified  number  clicking 
out  of  it  which  it's  not  in  nature  can  be  glad  to  see  me  and  to 
which  I  don't  want  to  be  hoisted  like  molasses  at  the  Docks  and 
left  there  telegraphing  for  help  with  the  most  ingenious  instru- 
ments but  quite  in  vain — being  here  my  dear  I  have  no  call  to 
mention  that  I  am  still  in  the  Lodgings  as  a  business  hoping  to 
die  in  the  same  and  if  agreeable  to  the  clergy  partly  read  over  at 
Saint  Clement's  Danes  and  concluded  in  Hatfield  churchyard  when 
lying  once  again  by  my  poor  Lirriper  ashes  to  ashes  and  dust  to 
dust. 

Neither  should  I  tell  yon  any  news  my  dear  in  telling  you  that 
the  Major  is  still  a  fixture  in  the  Parlours  quite  as  miich  so  as  the 
roof  of  the  h.ouse,  and  that  Jemmy  is  of  boys  the  best  and 
brigiitest  and  kr<.s  ever  had  kept  from  him  the  cruel  story  of  his 
poor  pretty  young  mother  Mrs.  Edson  being  deserted  in  the  second 
floor  and  dying  in  my  arms,  fi'.lly  believing  that  I  am  his  born 
Gran  and  him  an  orphan,  though  what  with  engineering  since  he 
took  a  taste  for  it  and  him  and  the  Major  making  Locomotives 
out  of  parasols  broken  iron  pots  and  cotton-reels  and  them  abso- 
lutely a  getting  off  the  line  and  falling  over  the  table  and  injuring 
the  passengers  almost  etpial  to  the  originals  it  really  is  quite  won- 
derful. And  when  I  says  to  the  INLajor,  '  Major  can't  you  by  anij 
means  give  us  a  communication  with  the  guard?'  the  Major  says 
quite  huffy,  '  No  madam  it's  not  to  be  done,'  and  when  I  says 
'  Why  not  ?'  the  Major  says,  '  That  is  between  us  who  are  in  the 
llailway  Interest  madam  and  our  friend  the  Right  Honourable 
Vice-President  of  the  Board  of  Trade'  and  if  you'll  believe  me  my 
dear  the  IMajor  wrote  to  .Jemmy  at  school  to  consult  him  on  the 
answer  I  should  have  before  I  could  get  even  that  amount  of  un- 
satisfactoriiiess  out  of  tlie  man,  the  reason  being  that  when  we 
first  began  with  the  little  model  and  the  working  signals  beautiful 
and  jierfcet  (being  in  general  as  wrong  as  the  real)  and  when  I 
says  laughing  'What  appointment  am  1  to  hold  in  this  undertak- 
ing gentlemen?'  Jemmy  hugs  me  round  the  neck  and  tells  me 
dancing,  '  You  shall  be  the  Public  Gran'  and  consequently  they 
])ut  upon  me  just  as  much  as  ever  they  like  and  I  sit  a  growling 
in  my  easy-cl  air. 

ily  dear  whether  it  is  that  a  grown  man  as  clever  as  the 
Major  cannot  give  half  his  heart  and  mind  to  anything — even  a 
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plaything — but  must  get  into  right  down  earnest  with  it,  whether 
it  is  so  or  whether  it  is  not  so  I  do  not  undertake  to  say,  but 
Jemmy  is  far  outdone  by  the  serious  and  believing  ways  of  the 
Major  in  the  management  of  the  United  Grand  Junction  Lirriper 
and  Jackman  Great  Norfolk  Parlour  Line,  '  For'  says  my  Jemmy 
with  the  sparkling  eyes  when  it  was  christened,  '  we  must  have  a 
whole  mouthful  of  name  Gran  or  our  dear  old  Public'  and  there 
the  young  rogue  kissed  me,  'won't  stump  up.'  So  the  Public 
took  the  shares — ten  at  ninepence,  and  immediately  when  that  was 
spent  twelve  Preference  at  one  and  sixpence — and  they  were  all 
feigned  by  Jemmy  and  countersigned  by  the  ]\Iajor,  and  between 
ourselves  much  better  worth  the  money  than  some  shares  I  have 
paid  for  in  my  time.  In  the  same  holidays  the  line  was  made  and 
worked  and  opened  and  ran  excursions  and  had  collisions  and  biirst 
its  boilers  and  all  sorts  of  accidents  and  offences  all  most  regular 
correct  and  pretty.  The  sense  of  responsibility  entertained  by  the 
^Major  as  a  military  style  of  station-master  my  dear  starting  the 
down  train  behind  time  and  ringing  one  of  those  little  biJls  that 
you  buy  with  the  little  coal-scuttles  off  the  tray  round  the  man's 
neck  in  the  street  did  him  honour,  but  noticing  the  Major  of  a  night 
when  he  is  writing  out  his  monthly  report  to  Jemmy  at  school  of 
the  state  of  the  Rolling  Stock  and  tlie  Permanent  Way  and  all 
tlie  rest  of  it  (the  whole  kept  upon  the  Major's  sideboard  and 
dusted  with  his  own  hands  every  morning  before  varnishing  his 
boots)  I  notice  him  as  fidl  of  thought  and  care  as  full  can  be  and 
frowning  in  a  fearful  manner,  but  indeed  the  Major  does  nothing 
by  halves  as  witness  his  great  delight  in  going  out  surveying  with 
Jemmy  when  he  has  Jemmy  to  go  with,  carrying  a  chain  and  a 
measuring-tape  and  driving  I  don't  know  what  improvements 
right  through  "Westminster  Abbey  and  fully  believed  in  the  streets 
to  be  knocking  everything  upside  down  by  Act  of  Parliament. 
As  please  Heaven  will  come  to  pass  when  Jemmy  takes  to  that  as 
a  profession  ! 

Mentioning  my  poor  Lirriper  brings  into  my  head  his  own 
youngest  brother  the  Doctor  though  Doctor  of  wliat  I  am  sure  it 
would  be  hard  to  say  unless  Liquor,  for  neither  Physic  nor  Music 
nor  yet  Law  does  Joshua  Lirriper  know  a  morsel  of  except  con- 
tinually being  summoned  to  the  County  Court  and  having  orders 
made  upon  him  which  he  runs  away  from,  and  once  was  taken  in 
the  passage  of  this  very  house  with  an  umbrella  up  and  the  Major's 
hat  on,  giving  his  name  with  the  door-mat  round  him  as  Sir 
Johnson  Jones  K.C.B.  in  spectacles  residing  at  the  Horse  Guards. 
On  which  occasion  he  had  got  into  tbe  house  not  a  minute  before, 
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through  the  girl  letting  him  on  the  mat  when  he  sent  in  a  piece  of 
paper  twisted  more  like  one  of  those  spills  for  lighting  candles  than 
a  note,  offering  me  the  choice  between  thirty  shillings  in  hand  and 
his  brains  on  the  premises  marked  immediate  and  waiting  for  an 
answer.  My  dear  it  gave  me  such  a  dreadful  turn  to  think  of 
the  brains  of  my  poor  dear  Lirriper's  own  flesh  and  blood  flying 
about  the  new  oilcloth  however  unworthy  to  be  so  assisted,  that  I 
went  out  of  my  room  here  to  ask  him  what  he  would  take  once  for 
all  not  to  do  it  for  life  when  I  found  him  in  the  custody  of  two 
gentlemen  that  I  should  have  judged  to  be  in  the  feather-bed 
trade  if  they  had  not  announced  tlie  law,  so  fluffy  were  their  per- 
sonal appearance.  '  Bring  your  chains  sir,'  says  Joshua  to  the 
littlest  of  the  two  in  the  biggest  hat,  '  rivet  on  my  fetters  !'  Im- 
agine my  feelings  when  I  pictered  him  clanking  up  Xorfolk-street 
in  irons  and  Miss  Wozenham  looking  out  of  window  !  '  Gentlemen,' 
I  says  all  of  a  tremble  and  ready  to  drop  '  please  to  bring  him 
into  IMajor  Jackman's  apartments.'  So  they  brought  him  into  the 
Parlours,  and  when  the  JNIajor  spies  his  own  curly-brimmed  hat  on 
liim  which  Joshua  Lirriper  had  whipped  off  its  peg  in  the  passage 
for  a  military  disguise  he  goes  into  such  a  tearing  passion  that  he 
tips  it  off'  his  head  with  his  hand  and  kicks  it  up  to  the  ceiling 
with  his  foot  where  it  grazed  long  afterwards.  '  ]\Iajor'  I  says 
'  be  cool  and  advise  me  what  to  do  with  Joshua  my  dead  and  gone 
Lirriper's  own  youngest  brother.'  '  Madam'  says  the  ]\lajor  *  my 
advice  is  that  you  board  and  lodge  him  in  a  Powder  Mill,  with  a 
handsome  gratuity  to  the  proprietor  when  exploded.'  '  Major'  I 
Bays  '  as  a  Christian  you  cannot  moan  your  words.'  '  !Madam' 
says  the  Major  '  by  the  Lord  I  do  !'  and  indeed  the  Major  be- 
sides being  with  all  his  merits  a  very  passionate  man  for  his  size 
had  a  bad  opinion  of  Joshua  on  account  of  former  troubles  even 
Tinattended  by  liberties  taken  with  his  apparel.  When  Joshua 
Lirriper  hears  this  conversation  betwixt  us  he  turns  upon  the  Ht- 
tlest  one  with  the  biggest  hat  and  says  '  Come  sir  !  Pemove  me 
to  my  vile  dungeon.  Where  is  my  mouldy  straw  ?  My  dear  at 
the  picter  of  him  rising  in  my  mind  dressed  almost  entirely  in  pad- 
locks like  Baron  Trenck  in  Jennny's  book  I  was  so  overcome  that 
1  burst  into  tears  and  1  says  to  the  IMajor,  '  Major  take  my  keys 
and  settle  with  these  gentlemen  or  1  bhall  never  know  a  happy 
minute  more,'  which  was  done  several  times  both  before  and  since, 
but  still  1  nnist  remember  that  Joshua  Lirriper  has  his  good  feel- 
ings and  shows  them  in  being  always  so  troubled  in  his  mind  when 
he  cannot  wear  mourning  for  his  brother.  !Many  a  long  year  have 
I  left  off'  my  widow's  niouniing  not  bohig  wishlul  to  intrude,  but 
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the  tender  point  in  Joshua  that  I  cannot  help  a  little  yielding  to 
is  when  he  writes  '  One  single  sovereign  would  enable  me  to  wear 
a  decent  suit  of  mourning  for  my  much-loved  brother.  I  vowed 
at  the  time  of  his  lamented  death  that  I  would  ever  wear  sables  in 
memory  of  him  but  Alas  how  short-sighted  is  man,  How  keep 
that  vow  when  penniless  !'  It  says  a  good  deal  for  the  strength 
of  his  feelings  that  he  couldn't  have  been  seven  year  old  when  my 
poor  Lirriper  died  and  to  have  kept  to  it  ever  since  is  highly  cre- 
ditable. But  we  know  there's  good  in  all  of  us, — if  we  only  knew 
wliere  it  was  in  some  of  us, — and  though  it  was  far  from  delicate 
in  Joshua  to  work  upon  the  dear  child's  feelings  when  first  sent  to 
school  and  write  down  into  Lincolnshire  for  his  pocket-money  by 
return  of  post  and  got  it,  still  he  is  my  poor  Lirriper's  own 
youngest  brother  and  mightn't  have  meant  not  paying  his  bill  at 
the  Salisbury  Arms  when  his  affection  took  him  down  to  stay  a 
fortnight  at  Hatfield  churchyard  and  might  have  meant  to  keep 
sober  but  for  bad  company.  Consequently  if  the  Major  had  played 
on  him  with  the  garden-engine  which  he  got  privately  into  hi> 
room  without  my  knowing  of  it,  I  thiiak  that  much  as  I  should 
have  regretted  it  there  would  have  been  words  betwixt  the  Major 
and  me.  Therefore  my  dear  though  he  played  on  Mr.  Buftle  by 
mistake  being  hot  in  his  head,  and  though  it  might  have  been 
misrepresented  down  at  Wozenbam's  into  not  being  ready  for  Mr. 
Buffle  in  other  respects  he  being  the  Assessed  Taxes,  still  I  do  wot 
so  much  regret  it  as  perhaps  I  ought.  And  whether  Joshua 
Lirriper  will  yet  do  well  in  life  I  cannot  say,  but  I  did  hear  of  his 
coming  out  at  a  Private  Theatre  in  the  character  of  a  Bandit  with- 
out receiving  any  offers  afterwards  from  the  regular  managers. 

Mentioning  Mr.  Bufide  gives  an  instance  of  there  being  good 
in  persons  where  good  is  not  expected,  for  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
]\Ir.  Bnffle's  manners  when  engaged  in  his  business  were  not  agree- 
able. To  collect  is  one  thing,  and  to  look  about  as  if  suspicions 
of  the  goods  being  gradually  removing  in  the  dead  of  the  night  by 
a  back  door  is  another,  over  taxing  you  have  no  control  but  sus- 
pecting is  voluntary.  Allowances  too  must  ever  be  made  for  a 
gentleraan  of  the  Major's  warmth  not  relishing  being  spoke  to 
with  a  pen  in  the  mouth,  and  while  I  do  not  know  that  it  is  more 
irritable  to  my  own  feelings  to  have  a  low-crowned  hat  with  a  broad 
brim  kept  on  in  doors  than  any  other  hat  still  I  can  appreciate  the 
Major's,  besides  which  without  bearing  malice  or  vengeance  tlie 
Major  is  a  man  that  scores  up  arrears  as  his  habit  always  was 
with  Joshua  Lirriper.  So  at  last  my  dear  the  IVIajor  lay  in  wait 
for  ]\Ir.  Baffle  and  it  worrited  me  a  good  deal.     Mr.  BuUle  gives 


320  MRS.  lirriper's  legacy. 

his  rap  of  two  sharp  knocks  one  day  and  the  Major  bounces  to  the 
door,  '  Collector  has  called  for  two  quarters'  Assessed  Taxes' 
says  Mr.  Buffle.  '  They  are  ready  for  him'  says  the  Major  and 
brings  him  in  here.  But  on  the  way  Mr.  Buffle  looks  about  him 
in  his  usual  suspicious  manner  and  the  Major  tires  and  asks  him 
'  Do  you  see  a  Ghost  sir  ?'  '  No  sir'  says  Mr.  Buffle.  *  Because 
I  have  before  noticed  you'  says  the  Major  *  apparently  looking  for 
a  spectre  very  hard  beneath  the  roof  of  my  respected  friend. 
When  you  find  that  supernatural  agent,  be  so  good  as  point  him 
out  sir.'  Mr.  Buffle  stares  at  the  Major  and  then  nods  at  me. 
'  Mrs.  Lirriper  sir'  says  the  Major  going  off  into  a  perfect  steam 
and  introducing  me  with  his  hand.  '  Pleasure  of  knowing  her' 
says  Mr.  Buffle.  '  A — hum  ! — Jemmy  Jackman  sir  !'  says  the 
Major  introducing  himself.  *  Honour  of  knowing  you  by  sight' 
says  Mr.  Buffle.  '  Jemmy  Jackman  sir'  says  the  ]\Iajor  wagging 
his  head  sideways  in  a  sort  of  an  obstinate  fury  '  presents  to  you 
his  esteemed  friend  that  lady  Mrs.  Emma  Lirriper  of  Eighty-one 
Norfolk-street  Strand  London  in  the  County  of  ]\Iiddlesex  in  the 
United  Kingdom  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland.  Upon  which  oc- 
casion sir,'  says  the  Major,  '  Jemmy  Jackman  takes  your  hat  oft". 
Mr.  Buffle  looks  at  his  hat  where  the  Major  drops  it  on  the  floor, 
and  he  picks  it  up  and  puts  it  on  again.  '  Sir'  says  the  Major 
very  red  and  looking  him  full  in  the  face  '  there  are  two  quarters 
of  the  Gallantry  Taxes  due  and  the  Collector  has  called.'  Upon 
which  if  you  can  believe  my  words  my  dear  the  Major  drops  Mr. 
Buffle's  hat  off  again.  '  This  — '  Mr.  Buffl'B  begins  very  angry 
with  his  pen  in  his  mouth,  when  the  IMajor  steaming  more  and 
more  says  '  Take  your  bit  out  sir  !  Or  by  the  whole  infernal 
system  of  Taxation  of  this  country  and  every  individual  figure  in 
the  National  Debt,  I'll  get  upon  your  back  and  ride  you  like  a 
horse  !'  which  it's  my  belief  he  would  have  done  and  even  actually 
jerking  his  neat  little  legs  ready  for  a  spring  as  it  was.  '  This,' 
says  Mr.  Bufille  without  his  pen  '  is  an  assault  and  I'll  have  the 
law  of  you.'  '  Sir'  replies  the  ]\Iajor  '  if  you  are  a  man  of  honour, 
your  Collector  of  whatever  may  be  due  on  the  Honourable  Assess- 
ment by  applying  to  jNLijor  Jackman  at  the  Parlours  Mrs.  Lirri- 
per's Lodgings,  may  obtain  what  he  wants  in  full  at  any  moment.' 
When  the  jNiajor  glared  at  ]\Ir.  Buffle  with  those  meaning 
words  my  dear  I  lileraliy  gasped  for  a  teaspoonful  of  salvolatile  in 
a  wineglass  of  water,  and  I  says  '  Pray  let  it  go  no  farther  gen- 
tlemen I  beg  and  beseech  of  you  !'  But  the  Major  could  be  got 
to  do  nothing  else  but  snort  long  after  ]\[r.  Bnflle  was  gone,  and 
the  effect  it  had  upon  my  whole  mass  of  blood  when  on  the  next 
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day  of  Mr.  Buffle's  rounds  the  Major  spruced  himself  up  and  went 
humming  a  tuue  up  and  down  the  street  with  one  eye  almost  obli- 
terated by  his  hat  there  are  not  expressions  in  Johnson's  Dictionary 
to  state.  But  I  safely  put  the  street  door  on  the  jar  and  got  be- 
hind the  Major's  blinds  with  my  shawl  on  and  my  mind  made  up 
the  moment  I  saw  danger  to  rush  out  screeching  till  my  voice 
failed  me  and  catch  the  IMajor  round  the  neck  till  my  strength 
went  and  have  all  parties  bound.  I  had  not  been  behind  the 
blinds  a  quarter  of  an  hour  when  I  saw  Mr.  Buffle  approaching 
with  his  Collecting-books  in  his  hand.  The  Major  likewise  saw 
him  approaching  and  hummed  louder  and  himself  approached. 
They  met  before  the  Airy  railings.  The  Major  takes  off  his  hat 
at  arm's  length  and  says  '  Mr.  Buffle  I  believe  V  Mr.  Buffle  takes 
off  his  hat  at  arm's  length  and  says  '  That  is  my  name  sir.'  8ays 
the  Major  '  Have  you  any  commands  for  me,  Mr.  Buffle  V  Says 
Mr.  Buffle  '  Not  any  sir.'  Then  my  dear  both  of  'em  bowed  very 
low  and  haughty  and  parted,  and  whenever  Mr.  Buffle  made  his 
rounds  in  future  him  and  the  Major  always  met  and  bowed  before 
the  Airy  railings,  putting  me  much  in  mind  of  Hamlet  and  the 
other  gentleman  in  mourning  before  killing  one  another,  though  I 
could  have  wished  the  other  gentleman  had  done  it  fairer  and  even 
if  less  poUte  no  poison. 

Mr.  Bnffle's  family  were  not  liked  in  this  neighbourhood,  for 
when  you  are  a  householder  my  dear  you'll  find  it  does  not  come 
by  nature  to  like  the  Assessed,  and  it  was  considered  besides  that 
a  one-horse  pheayton  ought  not  to  have  elevated  Mrs.  Buffle  to 
that  heighth  especially  when  purloined  from  the  Taxes  which  I 
myself  did  consider  uncharitable.  But  they  were  not  liked  and 
there  was  that  domestic  unhai^piness  in  the  family  in  consequence 
of  their  both  being  very  hard  with  ]\Iiss  Buffle  and  one  another 
on  account  of  Miss  Buffle's  favouring  Mr.  Buffle's  articled  young 
gentleman,  that  it  was  whispered  that  Miss  Buffle  would  go  either 
into  a  consumption  or  a  convent  she  being  so  very  thin  and  off  her 
appetite  and  two  close-shaved  gentlemen  with  white  bands  round 
their  necks  peeping  round  the  corner  whenever  she  went  out  in 
waistcoats  resembling  black  pinafores.  So  things  stood  towards 
Mr.  Buffle  when  one  night  I  was  woke  by  a  frightful  noise  and  a 
Bmell  of  burning,  and  going  to  my  bedroom  window  saw  the  whole 
street  in  a  glow.  Fortunately  we  had  two  sets  empty  just  then 
and  before  I  could  hurry  on  some  clothes  I  heard  the  Mnjor  ham- 
mering at  the  attics'  doors  and  calling  out  '  Dress  yourselves  ! — 
Fire  !  Don't  be  frightened  ! — Fire  !  Collect  your  presence  of 
mind! — Fire  !    All  right — Fire !'  most  tremenjously.    As  J  opened 


322  MRS.  LIRRIPER'S  LEGACY. 

my  bedroom  door  the  Major  came  tumbling  in  over  himself  and 
me,  and  caught  me  in  his  arms,  '  Major'  I  says  breathless  '  where 
is  it?'  '  I  don't  know  dearest  madam'  says  the  Major — 'Fire! 
Jemmy  Jackman  will  defend  you  to  the  last  drop  of  his  blood — 
Fire  !  If  the  dear  boy  was  at  home  what  a  treat  this  would  be  for 
him — Fire  !'  and  altogether  very  collected  and  bold  except  that  he 
couldn't  say  a  single  sentence  without  shaking  me  to  the  very 
centre  with  roaring  Fire.  We  ran  down  to  the  drawing-room 
and  put  our  heads  out  of  window,  and  the  Major  calls  to  an  un- 
feeling young  monkey,  scampering  by  be  joyful  and  ready  to  split 

*  Where  is  it  ? — Fire  !'     The  monkey  answers  without  stopping 

*  0  here's  a  lark  !  Old  Baffle's  been  setting  his  house  alight  to 
prevent  its  being  found  out  that  he  boned  the  Taxes.  Hurrah ! 
Fire !'  And  then  the  sparks  came  flying  up  and  the  smoke  came 
pouring  down  and  the  crackling  of  flames  and  spatting  of  water 
and  banging  of  engines  and  hacking  of  axes  and  breaking  of  glass 
and  knocking  at  doors  and  the  shouting  and  crying  and  hurrying 
and  the  heat  and  altogether  gave  me  a  dreadful  pal})itation.  '  Don't 
be  frightened  dearest  madam,'  says  the  Major,  '  —  Fire  !  There's 
nothing  to  be  alarmed  at — Fire  !  Don't  open  the  street  door  till 
I  come  back — Fire  !  I'll  go  and  see  if  I  can  be  of  any  service — 
Fire  !  You're  quite  composed  and  comfortable  ain't  you? — Fire, 
Fire,  Fii-e  !'  It  was  in  vain  for  me  to  hold  the  man  and  tell  him 
he'd  be  galloped  to  death  by  the  engines — pumped  to  death  by 
his  over-exertions — wet-feeted  to  death  by  the  slop  and  mess — 
flattened  to  death  when  the  roofs  fell  in — his  spirit  was  up  and  he 
went  scampering  off  after  the  young  monkey  with  all  the  breath 
he  had  and  none  to  spare,  and  me  and  the  girls  huddled  togetiier 
at  the  })arlour  windows  looking  at  the  dreadful  flames  above  the 
houses  over  the  way,  Mr.  Buflle's  being  round  the  corner.  Pre- 
sently what  should  we  see  but  some  people  running  down  the 
street  straight  to  our  door,  and  then  the  Major  directing  opera- 
tions in  the  busiest  way,  and  then  some  more  people  and  then — 
carried  in  a  chair  similar  to  Guy  Fawkes  —  Mr.  Buffle  in  a 
blanket  I 

My  dear  the  IMajor  lias  Mr.  Buffle  brought  up  our  steps  and 
whisked  into  the  parlour  ami  carted  out  on  the  sofy,  and  then  he 
and  all  tlie  rest  of  them  without  so  umcli  as  a  word  burst  away 
again  full  speed,  leaving  the  impression  of  a  vision  except  for  Mr. 
Buffle  awful  in  his  blanket  with  his  eyes  a  rolling.  In  a  twinkling 
they  all  burst  back  again  with  Mrs.  Buffle  in  another  blanket, 
which  whisked  in  and  carted  out  on  the  sofy  they  all  burst  oflf 
again  and  all  burst  back  again  with  Miss  Buffle  in  another  blanket, 
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which  again  whisked  in  and  carted  out  they  all  burst  off  again  and 
all  burst  back  again  with  Mr.  Buffle's  articled  young  gentleman  in 
another  blanket — him  a  holding  round  the  necks  of  two  men 
carrying  him  by  the  legs,  similar  to  the  picter  of  the  disgraceful 
creetur  who  has  lost  the  fight  (but  where  the  chair  I  do  not  know) 
and  his  hair  having  the  appearance  of  newly  played  upon.  When 
all  four  of  a  row,  the  Major  rubs  his  hands  and  whispers  me  with 
what  little  hoarseness  he  can  get  together,  '  If  our  dear  remark- 
able boy  was  only  at  home  what  a  delightful  treat  this  would  be 
for  him !' 

My  dear  we  made  them  some  hot  tea  and  toast  and  some  hot 
brandy-and-water  with  a  little  comfortable  nutmeg  in  it,  and  at 
first  they  were  scared  and  low  in  their  spirits  but  being  fully  in- 
sured got  sociable.  And  the  first  use  Mr.  Buffle  made  of  his 
tongue  was  to  call  the  Major  his  Preserver  and  his  best  of  friends 
and  to  say  '  My  forever  dearest  sir  let  me  make  you  known  to 
Mrs.  Buffle'  which  also  addressed  him  as  her  Preserver  and  her 
best  of  friends  and  was  fully  as  cordial  as  the  blanket  would 
admit  of.  Also  Miss  Buffle.  The  articled  young  gentleman's 
head  was  a  little  light  and  he  sat  a  moaning  '  Robina  is  reduced 
to  cinders,  Robina  is  reduced  to  cinders !'  Which  went  more  to 
the  heart  on  account  of  his  having  got  wrapped  in  his  blanket  as 
if  he  was  looking  out  of  a  violinceller  case,  until  Mr.  Buffle  says 
'  Robina  speak  to  him  !'  Miss  Buffle  says  '  Dear  George  !'  and 
but  for  the  Major's  pouring  down  brandy-and-water  on  the  instant 
which  caused  a  catching  in  his  throat  owing  to  the  nutmeg  and  a 
violent  fit  of  coughing  it  might  have  proved  too  much  for  his 
strength.  When  the  articled  young  gentleman  got  the  better  of 
it  Mr.  Buffle  leaned  up  against  Mrs.  Buffle  being  two  bundles,  a 
little  while  in  confidence,  and  then  says  with  tears  in  his  eyes 
which  the  Major  noticing  wiped,  '  We  have  not  been  an  united 
family,  let  us  after  this  danger  become  so,  take  her  George.'  Tlie 
young  gentleman  could  not  put  his  ami  out  far  to  do  it,  but  his 
spoken  expressions  were  very  beautiful  though  of  a  wandering 
class.  And  I  do  not  know  that  I  ever  had  a  much  pleasanter 
meal  than  the  breakfast  we  took  together  after  we  had  all  dozed, 
wiien  Miss  Buffle  made  tea  very  sweetly  in  quite  the  Roman  style 
as  depicted  formerly  at  Covent  Gartlen  Theatre  and  when  the 
whole  family  was  most  agreeable,  as  they  have  ever  proved  since 
that  night  when  the  Major  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  Fire-Escape 
and  c'aimed  them  as  they  came  down — the  young  gentleman 
head-foremost,  which  accounts.  And  though  I  do  nut  say  that 
we  should  be  less  hable  to  think  ill  of  one  another  if  strictly 
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limited  to  blankets,  still  I  do  say  that  we  might  most  of  us  come 
to  a  better  underritandiug  if  we  kept  one  anothor  less  at  a  dis- 
tance. 

Why  there's  Wozenham's  lower  down  on  the  other  side  of  the 
street.  I  liad  a  feeling  of  much  soreness  several  years  respecting 
what  I  must  still  ever  call  Miss  Wozenham's  systematic  under- 
bidding and  the  likeness  of  the  house  in  Bradshaw  having  far  too 
many  windows  and  a  most  umbrageous  and  outrageous  Oak  which 
never  yet  was  seen  in  Norf(jlk-street  nor  yet  a  carriage  and  four 
at  Wozenham's  door,  which  it  would  have  been  far  more  to  Brad- 
shaw's  credit  to  have  drawn  a  cab.  This  frame  of  mind  continued 
bitter  down  to  the  very  afternoon  in  January  last  when  one  of  my 
girls,  Sally  Eairyganoo  which  I  still  suspect  of  Irish  extraction 
though  family  represented  Cambridge,  else  why  abscond  with  a 
bricklayer  of  the  Limerick  persuasion  and  be  married  in  pattens 
not  waiting  till  his  black  eye  was  decently  got  round  with  all  the 
company  fourteen  in  number  and  one  horse  fighting  outside  on 
the  roof  of  the  vehicle, — I  I'epeat  my  dear  my  ill-regulated  state 
of  mind  towards  Miss  Wozenham  continued  down  to  the  very 
afternoon  of  January  last  past  when  Sally  Ivairyganoo  came  bang- 
ing (I  can  use  no  milder  expression)  into  my  room  with  a  jump 
which  may  be  Cambridge  and  may  not,  and  said  '  Hnrroo  Missis ! 
Miss  Wozenham's  sold  up  !'  My  dear  when  I  had  it  thrown  in 
my  face  and  conscience  that  the  girl  Sally  had  reason  to  think  I 
could  be  glad  of  the  ruin  of  a  fellow-creeter,  I  burst  into  tears 
and  dropped  back  in  my  chair  and  I  says  '  I  am  ashamed  of  my- 
self!' 

Well !  I  tried  to  settle  to  my  tea  but  I  could  not  do  it  what 
with  thhiking  of  Miss  Wozenham  and  her  distresses.  It  was  a 
wretched  night  and  I  went  up  to  a  front  window  and  looked  over 
at  W"ozenham's  and  as  well  as  I  could  make  it  out  down  the  street 
in  the  fog  it  was  the  dismallost  of  the  dismal  and  not  a  light  to 
be  seen.  So  at  last  I  says  to  myself  '  This  will  not  do,'  and  I  puts 
on  my  oldest  bonnet  and  shawl  not  wishing  i\Iiss  Wozenham  to  be 
reminded  of  my  best  at  such  a  time,  and  lo  and  behold  you  I  goes 
over  to  Wozenham's  and  knocks.  '  i\Iiss  Wozenham  at  home]'  I 
says  turning  my  head  when  I  heard  the  door  go.  And  then  I 
saw  it  was  j\liss  Wozenham  herself  who  had  opened  it  and  sadly 
worn  she  was  poor  thing  and  her  eyes  all  swelled  and  swelled  with 
crying.  *  Miss  Wozenham'  I  says  'it  is  several  years  since  there 
was  a  little  unpleasantness  betwixt  us  on  the  subject  of  my  graml- 
son's  cap  being  down  your  Airy.  I  have  overlooked  it  and  I  hope 
you  have  done  the  same.'     '  Yes  Mrs.  Lirriper'  she  says  in  a  sur- 
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prise  *  I  have.'  *  Then  my  dear'  I  says  *  I  Khonld  be  glad  to  come 
in  and  speak  a  word  to  you.'  Upon  my  calling  her  my  dear  Miss 
Wozenham  breaks  out  a  crying  most  pitiful,  and  a  not  unfeeling 
elderly  person  that  might  have  been  belter  shaved  in  a  nightcap 
with  a  hat  over  it  offering  a  polite  apology  for  the  mumps  having 
worked  themselves  into  his  constitution,  and  also  for  sending  home 
to  his  wife  on  the  bellows  which  was  in  his  hand  as  a  writing-desk, 
looks  out  of  the  back  parlour  and  says  '  The  lady  wants  a  word  of 
comfort'  and  goes  in  again.  So  I  was  able  to  say  quite  natural 
'  Wants  a  word  of  comfort  does  she  sir?  Then  please  the  pigs 
she  shall  have  it !'  And  ]\Iiss  Wozenham  and  me  we  go  into  the 
front  room  with  a  wretched  light  that  seemed  to  have  been  crying 
too  and  was  sputtering  out,  and  I  says  '  Now  my  dear,  tell  me  all,' 
and  she  wrings  her  hands  and  says  '  0  [Mrs.  Lirriper  that  man  is 
in  possession  here,  and  I  have  not  a  friend  in  the  world  who  is 
able  to  help  me  with  a  shilling.' 

It  doesn't  signify  a  bit  what  a  talkative  old  body  like  me  said 
to  Miss  Wozenham  when  she  said  that,  and  so  I'll  tell  you  instead 
my  dear  that  I'd  have  given  thirty  shillings  to  have  taken  her 
over  to  tea,  only  I  durstn't  on  account  of  the  INIajor.  Not  you  see 
but  what  I  knew  I  could  draw  the  jNIajor  out  like  thread  and 
wind  him  round  my  finger  on  most  subjects  and  perhaps  even  on 
that  if  I  was  to  set  myself  to  it,  but  him  and  me  had  so  often  be- 
lied Miss  Wozenham  to  one  another  that  I  was  shamefaced,  and 
I  knew  she  had  offended  his  pride  and  never  mine,  and  likewise  I 
felt  timid  that  that  Kairyganoo  girl  might  make  things  awkward. 
So  I  says  '  My  dear  if  you  could  give  me  a  cup  of  tea  to  clear  my 
muddle  of  a  head  I  should  better  understand  your  afi'airs.'  And 
we  had  the  tea  and  the  affairs  too  and  after  all  it  was  but  forty 
pound,  and  —  There  !  she's  as  industrious  and  straight  a  creoter 
as  ever  lived  and  has  paid  back  half  of  it  already,  and  where's  the 
use  of  saying  more,  particularly  when  it  ain't  the  point?  For  the 
point  is  that  when  she  was  a  kissing  my  hands  and  holding  them 
in  hers  and  kissing  them  again  and  blessing  blessing  blessing,  I 
cheered  up  at  last  and  I  says  '  Why  what  a  waddling  old  goose  I 
have  been  my  dear  to  take  you  for  something  so  very  different !' 
'  Ah  but  I  too'  says  she  '  how  have  /  mistaken  you  /'  *  Come  for 
goodness'  sake  tell  me'  I  says  'what  you  thought  of  me?'  'O* 
says  she  '  I  thought  you  had  no  feeling  for  such  a  hard  hand-to- 
mouth  life  as  mine,  and  were  rolling  in  affluence.'  I  says  shaking 
my  sides  (and  very  glad  to  do  it  for  I  had  been  a  choking  quite 
long  enough)  '  Only  look  at  my  figure  my  dear  and  give  me  your 
opinion  whether  if  I  was  in  affluence  I  should  be  likely  to  roll  in 
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it?'  That  did  it!  We  got  as  merry  as  grigs  (whatever  they  are, 
if  you  happen  to  know  my  dear — /don't)  and  1  wont  home  to  my 
blessed  home  as  happy  and  as  thankful  as  could  be.  But  before  I 
make  an  end  of  it,  think  even  of  my  having  misunderstood  the 
Major  !  Yes  !  For  nest  forenoon  the  Major  came  into  my  little 
room  with  his  brUvsbed  hat  in  his  hand  and  lie  begins  '  My  dearest 
madam — '  and  then  put  his  face  in  his  hat  as  if  he  had  just  come 
into  church.  As  I  sat  all  in  a  maze  he  came  out  of  his  hat  and 
began  again.  '  My  esteemed  and  beloved  friend — '  and  then  went 
into  his  hat  again.  '  Major,'  I  cries  out  frightened  '  has  anything 
happened  to  our  darling  boy  ?'  '  !\o,  no,  no'  says  the  Major  '  but 
Miss  Wozenham  has  been  here  this  morning  to  make  her  excuses 
to  me,  and  by  the  Lord  I  can't  get  over  what  she  told  me.'  *  Hoity 
toity,  Major,'  I  says  '  you  don't  know  yet  that  I  was  afraid  of  you 
last  night  and  didn't  think  half  as  well  of  you  as  I  ought !  So 
come  out  of  church  Major  and  forgive  me  like  a  dear  old  friend 
and  I'll  never  do  so  any  more.'  And  I  leave  you  to  judge  my 
dear  whether  I  ever  did  or  will.  And  how  affecting  to  think  of 
Miss  \\'(jzenham  out  of  her  small  income  and  her  losses  doing  so 
much  for  her  poor  old  father,  and  keeping  a  brother  that  had  had 
the  misfortune  to  soften  his  brain  against  the  hard  mathematics 
as  neat  as  a  new  pin  in  the  three  back  represented  to  lodgers 
as  a  lumber-room  and  consuming  a  whole  shoulder  of  mutton 
whenever  provided ! 

And  now  my  dear  T  really  am  a  going  to  tell  you  about  my 
Legacy  if  you're  inclined  to  favour  me  wnth  your  attention,  and 
I  did  fully  intend  to  have  come  straight  to  it  only  one  thing  does 
so  bring  up  another.  It  was  the  month  of  June  and  the  day 
before  Midsummer  Day  when  my  girl  Winifred  Madgers — she 
was  what  is  termed  a  Plymouth  Sister,  and  the  Plymouth  Brother 
that  made  away  with  her  was  quite  right,  for  a  tidier  young  woman 
for  a  wife  never  came  into  a  house  and  afterwards  called  with  the 
b'-autifullest  Plymouth  Twins — it  was  the  day  before  Midsummer 
Day  when  Winifred  iNIadgers  comes  and  says  to  me  'A  gentleman 
from  the  Consul's  wishes  particular  to  sjieak  to  IMrs.  Lirriper.'  If 
you'll  believe  me  my  dear  the  Consols  at  the  bank  where  I  have 
a  little  matter  for  Jennny  got  into  my  head,  and  I  says  '  Good 
gracious  I  hope  he  ain't  had  any  dreadful  fall  !'  Says  Winifred 
'  He  don't  look  as  if  he  had  ma'am.'    And  I  says  *  Show  him  in.' 

The  gentleman  came  in  dark  and  with  his  hair  cropped  what 
I  should  consider  too  close,  and  he  says  very  polite  '  Madame 
Lirrwiper  !'  I  says  '  Yes  sir.  Take  a  ciiair.'  '  I  come,'  says  he 
*  frrwom  the  Frrwench  Consul's.'     So  I  saw  at  once  that  it  wasn't 
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the  Bank  of  England.  '  We  have  rrweceived,'  says  the  gentleman 
turning  his  r's  very  curious  and  skilful,  '  frrwom  the  Mairrwie  at 
Sens,  a  communication  which  I  will  have  the  honour  to  rrwead. 
Madame  Lirr^viper  understands  Frrwench?'  '0  dear  no  sir!' 
says  1.  '  Madame  Lirriper  don't  understand  anything  of  the 
sort.'    '  It  matters  not,'  says  the  gentleman,  '  I  will  trrwanslate.' 

With  that  my  dear  the  gentleman  after  reading  something 
about  a  Department  and  a  Marie  (which  Lord  forgive  nie  I 
supposed  till  the  Major  came  home  was  Mary,  and  never  was  I 
more  puzzled  than  to  think  how  that  young  woman  came  to 
have  so  much  to  do  with  it)  translated  a  lot  with  the  most 
oblig-ing  pains,  and  it  came  to  this : — That  in  the  town  of  Sens 
in  France  an  unknown  Englishman  lay  a  dying.  That  he  was 
speechless  and  without  motion.  That  in  his  lodging  there  was 
a  gold  watch  and  a  purse  containing  such  and  such  money  and 
a  tnmk  containing  such  and  such  clothes,  but  no  passport  and 
no  papers,  except  that  on  his  table  was  a  pack  of  cards  and 
that  he  had  written  in  pencil  on  the  back  of  the  ace  of  hearts: 
'  To  the  authorities.  When  I  am  dead,  pray  send  what  is  left, 
as  a  last  Legacy,  to  Mrs.  Lirriper  Eighty -one  Norfolk  -  street 
Strand  London.'  When  the  gentleman  had  explained  all  this, 
Avhich  seemed  to  be  drawn  up  much  more  methodical  than  I 
should  have  given  the  French  credit  for,  not  at  that  time  knowing 
the  nation,  he  put  the  document  into  my  hand.  And  much  the 
wiser  I  was  for  that  you  may  be  sure,  except  that  it  had  the  look 
of  being  made  out  upon  grocery  paper  and  was  stamped  all  over 
with  eagles. 

'  Does  Madame  Lirrwiper'  says  the  gentleman  *  believe  she 
rrwecognises  her  unfortunate  compatrrwiot?' 

You  may  imagine  the  flurry  it  put  me  into  my  dear  to  be  talked 
to  about  my  compatriots. 

I  says  '  Excuse  me.  Would  you  have  the  kindness  sir  to 
make  your  language  as  simple  as  you  can  V 

'  This  Englishman  unhappy,  at  the  point  of  death.  This  com- 
patrrwiot  afflicted,'  says  the  gentleman. 

'  Thank  you  sir'  I  says  '  I  understand  you  now.  Xo  sir  I  have 
not  the  least  idea  who  this  can  be.' 

'  Has  Madame  Lirrwiper  no  son,  no  nephew,  no  godson,  no 
frrwiend,  no  acquaintance  of  any  kind  in  Frrwancel' 

'  To  my  certain  knowledge'  says  I '  no  relation  or  friend,  and 
to  the  best  of  my  belief  no  acquaintance.' 

'  Pardon  me.     You  take  Locataires  V  says  the  gentleman. 

My  dear  fully  believing  he  was  oflering  me  something  with. 
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his  obliging  foreign  manners,  —  snuff  for  anything  I  knew,  —  I 
gave  a  httle  bend  of  my  head  and  I  says  if  you'll  credit  it,  '  No  I 
thank  you.     I  have  not  contracted  the  habit.' 

The  gentleman  looks  perplexed  and  says  '  Lodgers  ?' 

'  Oh  !'  eays  I  laughing.  '  Bless  the  man !  Why  yes  to  be 
sure  !' 

'  May  it  not  be  a  former  lodger  V  says  the  gentleman.  '  Some 
lodger  that  you  pardoned  some  rrvvent?  You  have  pardoned 
lodgers  some  rrwent?' 

*  Hem  !  It  has  happened  sir'  says  I,  '  but  I  assure  you  I  can 
call  to  mind  no  gentleman  of  that  description  that  this  is  at  all 
likely  to  be.' 

In  short  ray  dear,  we  could  make  nothing  of  it,  and  the  gentle- 
man noted  down  what  I  said  and  went  away.  But  he  left  me  the 
] taper  of  which  he  had  two  with  him,  and  when  the  Major  came 
in  I  says  to  the  Major  as  I  put  it  in  his  hand  '  Major  here's  Old 
Moore's  Almanac  with  the  hieroglyphic  complete,  for  your  opinion.' 

It  took  the  Major  a  little  longer  to  read  than  I  should  have 
thought,  judging  from  the  copious  flow  with  which  he  seemed  to 
be  gifted  vvlieu  attacking  the  organ-men,  bat  at  last  he  got  through 
it  and  stood  a  gazing  at  me  in  amazement. 

'  Major'  I  says  '  you're  paralysed.' 

'Madam'  says  the  Major,  '  Jemmy  Jackman  is  doubled  up.' 

Now  it  did  so  happen  that  the  Major  had  been  out  to  get  a 
little  information  about  railroads  and  steamboats,  as  our  boy  was 
coming  home  for  his  Midsummer  holidays  next  day  and  we  were 
going  to  take  him  somewhere  for  a  treat  and  a  change.  So  while 
tlie  Major  stood  a  gazing  it  came  into  my  head  to  say  to  him 
*  Major  I  wish  you'd  go  and  look  at  some  of  your  books  and  maps, 
and  see  whereabouts  this  same  town  of  Sens  is  in  France.' 

The  ]\lajor  he  roused  himself  and  he  went  into  the  Parlours 
and  he  poked  about  a  little,  and  he  came  back  to  me  and  he  says, 
'  Sens  my  dearest  madam  is  seventy-odd  miles  south  of  Paris.' 

With  what  I  may  truly  call  a  desperate  effort  '  i\Iujor,'  I  says 
'  we'll  go  there  with  our  blessed  boy !' 

If  ever  the  Major  was  beside  himself  it  was  at  the  thoughts  of 
that  journey.  All  day  long  lie  was  like  the  wild  man  of  the  woods 
after  meeting  with  an  ailvertisement  in  the  papers  telling  him 
something  to  his  advantage,  and  early  next  morning  hours  before 
.Tenmiy  could  possibly  come  home  he  was  outside  in  the  street 
ready  to  call  out  to  him  tliat  we  was  all  a  going  to  France.  Young 
Rosy-cheeks  you  may  believe  was  as  wild  as  the  iMajor,  and  they 
did  carry  on  to  that  degree  that  I  says  '  If  you  two  children  aiu't 
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more  orderly  I'll  pack  you  both  off  to  bed.'  And  then  they  fell 
to  cleaning  up  the  Major's  telescope  to  see  France  with,  and  went 
nut  and  bouglit  a  leather  bag  ■with  a  snap  to  hang  round  Jemmy, 
and  him  to  carry  the  money  like  a  little  Fortunatus  with  his  purse. 

If  I  hadn't  passed  my  word  and  raised  their  hopes,  I  doubt  if 
I  could  have  gone  thraugh  with  the  undertaking  but  it  was  too 
late  to  go  back  now.  So  on  the  second  day  after  Midsummer  Day 
we  went  off  by  the  morning  mail.  And  when  we  came  to  the  sea 
which  I  had  never  seen  but  once  in  my  life  and  that  when  my 
poor  Lirriper  was  courting  me,  the  freshness  of  it  and  the  deep- 
ness and  the  airiness  and  to  think  that  it  had  been  rolling  ever 
since  and  that  it  was  always  a  rolling  and  so  few  of  us  minding, 
made  me  feel  quite  serious.  But  1  felt  happy  too  and  so  did 
Jemmy  and  the  Major  and  not  much  motion  on  the  whole,  though 
me  with  a  swimming  in  the  head  and  a  sinking  but  able  to  take 
notice  that  the  foreign  insides  appear  to  be  constructed  hoUower 
than  the  English,  leading  to  mirch  more  tremenjous  noises  when 
bad  sailors. 

But  my  dear  the  blueness  and  the  lightness  and  the  coloured 
look  of  everything  and  the  very  sentry-boxes  striped  and  the  shin- 
iii2:  rattling  drums  and  the  little  soldiers  with  their  waists  and  tidy 
gaiters,  when  we  got  across  to  the  Continent — it  made  me  feel  as 
if  I  don't  know  what — as  ii'  tlie  atmosphere  had  been  lifted  off  me. 
And  as  to  lunch  why  bless  you  if  I  kept  a  man-cook  and  two 
kitchen-maids  I  couldn't  get  it  done  for  twice  the  money,  and  no 
injured  young  women  a  glaring  at  you  and  grudging  you  and  ac- 
knowledging your  patronage  by  wishing  that  your  food  might 
choke  you,  but  so  civil  and  so  hot  and  attentive  and  every  way 
crmifortable  except  Jenmiy  pouring  wine  down  his  throat  by  tumb- 
lers-full and  me  expecting  to  see  him  drop  under  the  table. 

And  the  way  in  which  Jemmy  spoke  his  French  was  a  real 
charm.  It  was  often  wanted  of  him,  for  whenever  anybody  spoke 
a  syllable  to  me  I  says  '  Noncomprenny,  you're  very  kind,  but  it's 
no  use — Now  Jemmy  I'  and  then  Jemmy  he  fires  away  at  'em 
lovely,  the  only  thing  wanting  in  Jemmy's  French  being  as  it 
appeared  to  me  that  he  hardly  ever  understood  a  word  of  what 
they  said  to  him  which  made  it  scarcely  of  the  use  it  might  have 
been  though  in  other  respects  a  perfect  Native,  and  regarding  the 
Major's  fluency  I  should  have  been  of  the  opinion  judging  P'reiich 
by  English  that  there  might  have  been  a  greater  choice  of  words 
in  the  language  though  still  I  must  admit  that  if  I  hadn't  known 
him  when  he  asked  a  military  gentleman  in  a  gray  cloak  what 
o'clock  it  was  I  should  have  took  him  for  a  Frenchman  born. 
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Before  jroing  on  to  look  after  my  Legacy  we  were  to  make 
one  regular  tlay  in  Paris,  and  I  leave  you  to  judge  my  dear  wliat 
a  day  that  was  with  Jemmy  and  the  Major  and  the  telescope  and 
me  and  the  prowling  young  man  at  the  inn  door  (but  very  civil 
too)  that  went  along  with  us  to  show  the  sights.  All  along  the 
railway  to  Paris  Jemmy  and  the  Major  had  been  frightening  me 
to  death  by  stooping  down  on  the  platforms  at  stations  to  inspect 
the  engines  underneath  their  mechanical  stomachs,  and  by  creeping 
in  and  out  I  don't  know  where  all,  to  find  improvements  for  the 
United  Grand  Junction  Parlour,  but  when  we  got  out  into  the 
brilliant  streets  on  a  bright  morning  they  gave  up  all  their  London 
improvements  as  a  bad  job  and  gave  their  minds  to  Paris.  Says 
the  prowling  young  man  to  me  '  Will  I  speak  Inglis  No  ]'  So  I 
says  '  If  you -can  young  man  I  shall  take  it  as  a  favour,'  but  after 
half-an-hour  of  it  when  I  fully  believed  the  man  had  gone  mad 
and  me  too  I  says  '  Be  so  good  as  fall  back  on  your  French  sir,' 
knowing  that  then  I  shouldn't  have  the  agonies  of  trying  to  under- 
stand him  which  was  a  happy  release.  Not  that  I  lost  much  more 
than  the  rest  either,  for  I  generally  noticed  that  when  he  had  de- 
scribed something  very  long  indeed  and  I  says  to  Jemmy  '  "Wliat 
does  he  say  Jemmy  ?'  Jemmy  says  looking  with  vengeance  in  his 
eye  '  He  is  so  jolly  indistinct !'  and  that  when  he  had  described  it 
longer  all  over  again  and  I  says  to  Jemmy  '  Well  Jemmy  what's 
it  all  about  ?'  Jemmy  says  '  He  says  the  building  was  repaired  in 
seventeen  hundred  and  four.  Gran.' 

Wherever  that  prowling  young  man  formed  his  prowling  habits 
I  cannot  be  expected  to  know,  but  the  way  in  which  he  went  round 
the  corner  while  we  had  our  breakfasts  and  was  there  again  when 
we  swallowed  the  last  crumb  was  most  marvellous,  and  just  the 
same  at  dinner  and  at  night,  prowling  equally  at  the  theatre  and 
the  inn  gateway  and  the  shop  doors  when  we  bought  a  tritle  or 
two  and  everywhere  else  but  troubled  with  a  tendency  to  spit. 
And  of  Paris  I  can  tell  you  no  more  my  dear  than  that  it's  town 
and  country  both  in  one,  and  carved  stone  and  long  streets  of 
liigh  houses  and  gardens  and  fountains  and  statues  and  trees  and 
gold,  and  immensely  big  soldiers  and  immensely  little  soldiers  and 
tlie  ploasantest  nurses  with  the  whitest  caps  a  playing  at  skipping- 
rope  with  the  bunchiest  babies  in  the  llattest  caps,  and  clean  table- 
cloths spread  everywhere  for  dinner  and  people  sitting  out  of  doors 
PUKiking  and  sipjiing  all  day  long  and  little  plays  being  acted  in 
the  open  air  for  little  people  and  every  shop  a  complete  and  ele- 
gant room,  and  everybody  seeming  to  play  at  everything  in  this 
world.    And  as  to  the  sparkling  lights  my  deai'  after  dark,  glit- 
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tering  liigh  up  and  low  down  and  on  before  and  on  behind  and  all 
round,  and  the  crowd  of  theatres  and  the  crowd  of  people  and  the 
crowd  of  all  sorts,  it's  pure  enchantment.  And  pretty  well  the 
only  thing  that  grated  on  me  was  that  whether  you  pay  your  fare 
at  the  railway  or  whether  you  change  your  money  at  a  money- 
dealer's  or  whether  you  take  your  ticket  at  the  theatre,  the  lady 
or  gentleman  is  caged  up  (I  suppose  by  government)  behind  the 
strongest  iron  bars  having  more  of  a  Zoological  appearance  than 
a  free  country. 

Well  to  be  sure  when  I  did  after  all  get  my  precious  bones  to 
bed  that  night,  and  my  Young  Eogue  came  in  to  kiss  me  and  asks 
'  What  do  you  think  of  this  lovely  lovely  Paris,  Gran  ]'  I  says 
'  Jemmy  I  feel  as  if  it  was  beautiful  fireworks  being  let  off  in  my 
head.'  And  very  cool  and  refreshing  the  pleasant  country  was 
next  day  when  we  went  on  to  look  after  my  Legacy,  and  rested 
me  much  and  did  me  a  deal  of  good. 

So  at  length  and  at  last  my  dear  we  come  to  Sens,  a  pretty 
little  town  with  a  great  two- towered  cathedral  and  the  rooks  flying 
in  and  out  of  the  loop-holes  and  another  tower  atop  of  one  of  the 
towers  like  a  sort  of  a  stone  pulpit.  In  which  pulpit  with  the 
birds  skimming  below  him  if  yoii'U  believe  me,  I  saw  a  speck  while 
I  was  resting  at  the  inn  before  dinner  which  they  made  signs  to 
me  was  Jemmy  and  which  really  was.  I  had  been  a  fancying  as 
I  sat  in  the  balcony  of  the  hotel  that  an  Angel  might  light  there 
and  call  down  to  the  people  to  be  good,  but  I  little  thought  what 
Jemmy  all  unknown  to  himself  was  a  calling  down  from  that  high 
place  to  some  one  in  the  town. 

Tlie  pleasantest-situated  inn  my  dear !  Eight  under  the  two 
towers,  with  their  shadows  a  changing  upon  it  all  day  like  a  kind 
of  a  sundial,  and  country  people  driving  in  and  out  of  the  court- 
yard in  carts  and  hooded  cabriolets  and  such  like,  and  a  market 
outside  in  front  of  the  cathedral,  and  all  so  quaint  and  like  a 
jiicter.  The  Major  and  me  agreed  that  whatever  came  of  my 
Legacy  this  was  the  place  to  stay  in  for  our  holiday,  and  we  also 
agreed  that  our  dear  boy  had  best  nbt  be  checked  in  his  joy  that 
night  by  the  sight  of  the  Englishman  if  he  was  still  alive,  but 
that  we  would  go  together  and  alone.  For  you  are  to  understand 
that  the  Major  not  feehng  himself  quite  equal  in  his  wind  to  the 
heighth  to  which  Jenmiy  had  climbed,  had  come  back  to  me  and 
left  him  with  the  Guide. 

So  after  dinner  when  Jemmy  had  set  off  to  see  the  river,  the 
J^Iajor  went  down  to  the  Mairie,  and  presently  came  back  with  a 
military  character  iu  a  sword  and  spurs  and  a  cocked  hat  and  a 
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yellow  slioulder-belt  and  long  tags  about  him  that  he  must  hare 
found  inconvenient.  And  the  Major  says  '  The  Englishman  still 
lies  in  the  same  state  dearest  madam.  This  gentleman  will  con- 
duct us  to  his  lodging.'  Upon  which  the  military  character  pulled 
off  his  cocked  hat  to  me,  and  I  took  notice  that  he  had  shaved  his 
forehead  in  imitation  of  ]S"apoleon  Bonaparte  but  not  like. 

We  went  out  at  the  court-yard  gate  and  past  the  great  doors 
of  the  cathedral  and  down  a  narrow  High-street  where  the  people 
were  sitting  chatting  at  their  shop  doors  and  the  children  were  at 
play.  The  military  character  went  in  front  and  he  stopped  at  a 
pork-shop  with  a  little  statue  of  a  pig  sitting  up,  in  the  window, 
and  a  private  door  that  a  donkey  was  looking  out  of. 

When  the  donkey  saw  the  military  character  he  came  slipping 
out  on  the  pavement  to  turn  round  and  then  clattered  along  the 
passage  into  a  back  yard.  So  the  coast  being  clear,  the  jMajor 
and  me  were  conducted  up  the  common  stair  and  into  the  front 
room  on  the  second,  a  bare  room  with  a  red  tiled  floor  and  the 
outside  lattice  blinds  pulled  close  to  darken  it.  As  the  military 
character  opened  the  blinds  I  saw  the  tower  where  I  had  seen 
Jemmy,  darkening  as  tlie  sun  got  low,  and  I  turned  to  the  bed  by 
the  wall  and  saw  the  Englishman. 

It  was  some  kind  of  brain  fever  he  had  had,  and  his  hair  was 
all  gone,  and  some  wetted  folded  linen  lay  upon  his  head.  I  loc  keJ 
at  him  very  attentive  as  he  lay  there  all  wasted  away  with  his  eyes 
closed,  and  I  says  to  the  j\Iajor 

'  I  never  saw  this  face  before.' 

The  Major  looked  at  him  very  attentive  too,  and  he  says 

'  /  never  saw  this  face  before.' 

When  the  Major  explained  our  words  to  the  military  chRrac- 
tor,  that  gentleman  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  showed  the  ]\lajor 
the  card  on  which  it  was  written  about  the  Legacy  for  me.  It  liad 
been  written  with  a  weak  and  trembling  hanil  in  bed,  and  I  knew 
no  more  of  the  writing  than  of  the  face.    Neither  did  the  ]\Iajor. 

Tiiough  lying  there  alone,  the  poor  creetur  was  as  well  taken 
care  of  as  could  be  hoped,  and  would  have  been  quite  unconscious 
of  any  one's  sitting  by  him  then.  I  got  the  ^lajor  to  say  that  we 
were  not  going  away  at  present  and  that  I  would  come  back  to- 
morrow and  watch  a  bit  by  the  bedside.  But  I  got  him  to  add — 
and  I  shook  my  head  hard  to  make  it  stronger — '  VV^e  agree  that 
we  never  saw  this  face  before.' 

Our  boy  was  greatly  surprised  when  we  told  him  sitting  out 
in  the  balcony  in  the  starlight,  and  he  ran  over  some  of  those 
stories  of  former  Lodgers,  ot  the  ^Major's  putting  down,  and  a^li.<'.d 
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wasn't  it  possible  that  it  might  be  this  lodger  or  that  lodger.    It 
was  not  possible,  and  we  went  to  bed. 

In  the  morning  just  at  breakfast-time  the  military  character 
came  jingling  round,  and  said  that  the  doctor  thought  from  the 
signs  he  saw  there  might  be  some  rally  before  the  end.  So  I  says 
to  the  Major  and  Jemmy, '  You  two  boys  go  and  enjoy  yourselves, 
and  I'll  take  my  Prayer  Book  and  go  sit  by  the  bed.'  So  I  went, 
and  I  sat  there  some  hours,  reading  a  prayer  for  him  poor  soul 
now  and  then,  and  it  was  quite  on  in  the  day  when  he  moved  his 
hand. 

He  had  been  so  still,  that  the  moment  he  moved  I  knew  of  it, 
and  I  pulled  oft"  my  spectacles  and  laid  down  my  book  and  rose 
and  looked  at  him.  From  moving  one  hand  he  began  to  move 
both,  and  then  his  action  was  the  action  of  a  person  groping  in  the 
dark.  Long  after  his  eyes  had  opened,  there  was  a  film  over 
them  and  he  still  felt  for  his  way  out  into  light.  But  by  slow  de- 
grees his  sight  cleared  and  his  hands  stopi)ed.  He  saw  the  ceil- 
ing, he  saw  the  wall,  he  saw  me.  As  his  sight  cleared,  mine 
cleared  too,  and  when  at  last  we  looked  in  one  another's  faces,  I 
started  back  and  I  cries  passionately  : 

'  O  you  wicked  wicked  man  1     Your  sin  has  found  you  out !' 
For  I  knew  him,  the  moment  life  looked  out  of  his  e^'es,  to  be 
Mr.  Edson,  Jemmy's  father  who  had  so  cruelly  deserted  Jemmy's 
young  unmai'ried  mother  who  had  died  in  my  arms,  poor  tender 
creetur,  and  left  Jemmy  to  me. 

*  You  cruel  wicked  man  !     Yon  bad  black  traitor !' 

With  the  little  strength  he  had,  he  made  an  attempt  to  turn 

over  on  his  wretched  face  to  hide  it.     His  arm  dropped  out  of  the 

bed  and  his  head  with  it,  and  there  he  lay  before  me  crushed  in 

body  and  in  mind.     Surely  the  miserablest  sight  under  the  sum- 


mer sun 


'  O  blessed  Heaven,'  I  says  a  crying,  *  teach  me  what  to  say 
to  this  broken  mortal  1  I  am  a  poor  sinful  creetur,  and  the  Judg- 
ment is  not  mine.' 

As  I  lifted  my  eyes  up  to  the  clear  bright  sky,  I  saw  the  high 
tower  where  Jemmy  had  stood  above  the  birds,  seeing  that  very 
window;  and  the  last  look  of  that  poor  pretty  young  mother  when 
her  soul  brightened  and  got  free,  seemed  to  shine  down  from  it. 

'  O  man,  man,  man  !'  I  says,  and  I  went  on  my  knees  beside 
the  bed ;  '  if  your  heart  is  rent  asunder  and  you  are  truly  jienitent 
for  what  you  did,  Our  Saviour  will  have  mercy  on  you  yet !' 

As  I  leaned  my  face  against  the  bed,  his  feeble  hand  could 
just  move  itself  enough  to  tuuch  me.    I  hope  the  touch  was  peni- 
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tent.  It  tried  to  hold  my  dress  and  keep  hold,  but  the  fiiigcra 
were  too  weak  to  close. 

I  lifted  him  back  upon  the  pillows,  and  I  says  to  him : 

*  Can  you  hear  me  ?' 

He  looked  yes. 

'  Do  you  know  me  ?' 

He  looked  yes,  even  yet  more  plainly. 

'  I  am  not  here  alone.  The  Major  is  with  me.  You  recollect 
the  Major?' 

Yes.  That  is  to  say  he  made  out  yes,  in  the  same  way  as 
before. 

'And  even  the  Major  and  I  are  not  alone.  My  grandson  — 
his  godson — is  with  us.     Do  you  hear?     My  grandson.' 

The  fingers  made  another  trial  to  catch  at  my  sleeve,  but  could 
only  creep  near  it  and  fall. 

'  Do  you  know  who  my  grandson  is  V 

Yes. 

'  I  pitied  and  loved  his  lonely  mother.  When  his  mother  lay 
a  dying  I  said  to  her,  "  My  dear,  this  baby  is  sent  to  a  childless 
old  woman."  He  has  been  my  pride  and  joy  ever  since.  I  love 
him  as  dearly  as  if  he  had  drunk  from  my  breast.  Do  you  ask  to 
see  my  grandson  before  you  dief 

Yes. 

'  Show  me,  when  I  leave  off  speaking,  if  you  correctly  under- 
stand what  I  say.  He  has  been  kept  unacquainted  with  the  story 
of  his  birth.  He  has  no  knowledge  of  it.  No  suspicion  of  it. 
If  I  bring  him  here  to  the  side  of  this  bed,  he  will  suppose  you  to 
be  a  perfect  stranger.  It  is  more  than  I  can  do  to  keep  from  him 
the  knowledge  that  there  is  such  wrong  and  misery  in  the  world ; 
but  that  it  was  ever  so  near  him  in  his  innocent  cradle  I  have  kept 
from  him,  and  1  do  keep  from  him,  and  I  ever  will  keep  from  him, 
for  his  mother's  sake,  and  for  his  own.' 

He  showed  me  that  he  distinctly  underst^ood,  and  the  tears 
fell  from  his  eyes. 

'  Now  rest,  and  you  shall  see  him.' 

So  I  got  him  a  little  wine  and  some  brandy,  and  I  put  things 
straight  about  his  bed.  But  I  began  to  be  troubled  in  my  mind 
lest  .Jemmy  and  the  ]\Iajor  might  be  too  long  of  coming  back. 
What  with  this  occupation  fur  my  thoughts  and  hands,  I  didn't 
hear  a  foot  upon  the  stairs,  and  was  startled  when  I  saw  the  Ma- 
jor stopped  short  in  the  middle  of  the  room  by  the  eyes  of  the 
man  upon  the  bed,  and  knowing  him  then,  as  I  had  known  him  a 
little  while  ago. 
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There  was  anger  in  the  Major's  face,  and  there  was  horror  and 
repugnance  and  1  don't  know  what.  So  I  went  up  to  him  and  I 
led  him  to  the  bedside,  and  when  I  clasped  my  hands  and  Hf'ted  of 
them  up,  the  Major  did  the  Hke. 

'  0  Lord'  I  says  '  Thou  knowest  what  we  two  saw  together  of 
the  sufferings  and  sorrows  of  that  young  creetur  now  with  Thee. 
If  this  dying  man  is  truly  penitent,  we  two  together  humbly  pray 
Thee  to  have  mercy  on  him  !' 

The  Major  says  *  Amen  !'  and  then  after  a  little  stop  I  whis- 
pers him,  '  Dear  old  friend  fetch  our  beloved  boy.'  And  the  Major, 
so  clever  as  to  have  got  to  understand  it  all  without  being  told  a 
word,  went  away  and  brought  him. 

Never  never  never  shall  I  forget  the  fair  bright  face  of  our 
boy  when  he  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  looking  at  his  unknown 
father.     And  0  so  like  his  dear  young  mother  then  ! 

'  Jemmy'  I  says,  '  I  have  found  out  all  about  this  poor  gentle- 
man who  is  so  ill,  and  he  did  lodge  in  the  old  house  once.  And 
as  he  wants  to  see  all  belonging  to  it,  now  that  he  is  passing  away, 
I  sent  for  you,' 

'  Ah  poor  man  !'  says  Jemmy  stepping  forward  and  touching 
one  of  his  hands  with  great  gentleness.  '  My  heart  melts  for  him. 
Poor,  poor  man !' 

The  eyes  that  were  so  soon  to  close  for  ever  turned  to  me,  and 
I  was  not  that  strong  in  the  pride  of  my  strength  that  I  could 
resist  them. 

'  My  darling  boy,  there  is  a  reason  in  the  secret  history  of  this 
fellow-creetur,  lying  as  the  best  and  worst  of  us  must  all  lie  one 
day,  which  I  think  would  ease  his  spirit  in  his  last  hour  if  you 
would  lay  your  cheek  against  his  forehead  and  say,  "May  God 
forgive  you !" ' 

'  O  (iran,'  says  Jemmy  with  a  full  heart  '  I  am  not  worthy  !' 
But  he  leaned  down  and  did  it.  Then  the  faltering  fingers  made 
out  to  catch  hold  of  my  sleeve  at  last,  and  I  believe  he  was  a  try- 
ing to  kiss  me  when  he  died. 

#  #  *  *  «  * 

There  my  dear  !  There  yon  have  the  story  of  my  Legacy  in 
full,  and  it's  worth  ten  times  the  trouble  I  have  spent  upon  it  if 
you  are  pleased  to  like  it. 

You  might  si;ppose  that  it  set  us  against  the  little  French 
town  of  Bens,  but  no  we  didn't  find  that.  I  found  myself  that  X 
never  looked  up  at  the  high  tower  atop  of  the  other  tower,  but 
the  days  came  back  again  when  that  fair  young  creetur  with  her 
pretty  bright  hair  trusted  iu  me  like  a  mother,  and  the  recoilec- 
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tion  made  tlie  place  so  peaceful  to  me  as  I  can't  express.  And 
every  soul  about  the  hotel  down  to  the  pigeons  in  the  courtyard 
made  friends  with  Jemmy  and  the  IMajor,  and  went  lumbering 
away  with  them  on  all  sorts  of  expeditions  in  all  sorts  of  vehicles 
drawn  by  rampagious  cart-horses, — with  heads  and  without, — 
mud  for  paint  and  ropes  for  harness, — and  every  new  friend 
dressed  in  blue  like  a  butcher,  and  every  new  horse  standing  on 
his  hind  legs  wanting  to  devour  and  consume  every  other  horse, 
and  every  uian  that  had  a  whip  to  crack  crack-crack-crack-crack- 
cracking  it  as  if  it  was  a  schoolboy  with  his  first.  As  to  the 
Major  my  dear  that  man  lived  the  greater  part  of  his  time  with 
a  little  tumbler  in  one  hand  and  a  bottle  of  small  wine  in  the 
other,  and  whenever  he  saw  anybody  else  with  a  little  tumbler,  no 
matter  who  it  was, — the  military  character  with  the  tags,  or  the 
inn-servants  at  their  supper  in  the  courtyard,  or  townspeople  a 
chatting  on  a  bench,  or  country  people  a  starting  home  after 
market, — down  rushes  the  Major  to  clink  his  glass  against  their 
glasses  and  cry, — Hola  !  Vive  Somebody  !  or  Vive  Something  ! 
as  if  he  was  beside  himself.  And  though  I  could  not  quite  approve 
of  the  Major's  doing  it,  still  the  ways  of  the  world  are  the  ways 
of  the  world  varyhig  according  to  the  different  parts  of  it,  and 
dancing  at  all  in  the  open  Square  with  a  lady  that  kept  a  barber's 
shop  my  opinion  is  that  the  Major  was  right  to  dance  his  best  and 
to  lead  off  with  a  power  that  1  did  not  think  was  in  him,  though 
I  was  a  little  uneasy  at  the  Barricading  sound  of  the  cries  that  were 
set  up  by  the  other  dancers  and  the  rest  of  the  company,  until  when 
I  says  '  What  are  they  ever  calling  out  Jemmy  V  Jemmy  says, 
'  They're  calling  out  Gran,  Bravo  the  IVIilitary  English  !  Bravo  the 
Military  English  1'  which  was  very  gratifying  to  my  feelings  as  a 
Briton  and  became  the  name  the  Major  was  known  by. 

But  every  evening  at  a  regular  time  we  all  three  sat  out  in 
the  balcony  of  the  hotel  at  the  end  of  the  courtyard,  looking  up 
at  the  golden  and  rosy  light  as  it  changed  on  the  great  towers, 
and  looking  at  the  shadows  of  the  towers  as  they  changed  on  all 
about  us  ourselves  included,  and  what  do  you  think  we  did  there  ? 
My  dear,  if  Jemmy  hadn't  brought  some  other  of  those  stories  of 
the  Major's  taking  down  from  the  telling  of  former  lodgers  at 
Eighty-one  Norfolk-street,  and  if  he  didn't  bring  'em  out  with 
this  speech : 

'  Here  yon  are  Gran  I  Here  you  are  godfather !  More  ot 
'em  1  /'U  read.  And  though  you  wrote  'em  for  me,  godfather, 
I  know  you  won't  disap[)rove  of  my  making  'em  over  to  Gran ; 
will  vou  f 
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*  No  my  dear  boy.'  says  the  Major.  '  Everything  we  have  is 
here,  and  we  are  hers.' 

'  Hers  ever  affectionately  and  devotedly  J.  Jackman,  and  J. 
Jackman  Lirriper,'  cries  the  Young  Rogue  giving  me  a  close  hug. 
'  Very  well  then  godfather.  Look  here.  As  Gran  is  in  tlie 
Legacy  way  just  now,  I  shall  make  these  stories  a  part  of  Gran's 
Legacy.     I'll  leave  'em  to  her.     What  do  you  say  godfather  V 

'  Hip  hip  Hurrah  !'  says  the  Major. 

'  Very  well  then,'  cries  Jemmy  all  in  a  bustle.  '  Vive  the 
Military  English  !  Vive  the  Lady  Lirriper  !  Vive  the  Jemmy 
Jackman  Ditto  !  Vive  the  Legacy  !  Now,  you  look  out,  Gran. 
A  lid  you  look  out,  godfather.  Fll  read  !  And  I'll  tell  you  what 
111  do  besides.  On  the  last  night  of  our  holiday  here  when  we  are 
all  packed  and  going  away,  I'll  top  up  with  something  of  my  own.' 

^  Mind  you  do  sir'  says  I. 


CHAPTER  II. 

MRS.  LIRRIPER  RELATES  HOW  JEMMY  TOPPED  UP. 

Well  my  dear  and  so  the  evening  readings  of  those  jottings 
of  the  Major's  brought  us  round  at  last  to  the  evening  when  we 
were  all  packed  and  going  away  next  day,  and  I  do  assure  you 
that  by  that  time  though  it  was  deliciously  comfortable  to  look 
forward  to  the  dear  old  house  in  Norfolk-street  again,  I  had  formed 
quite  a  high  opinion  of  the  French  nation  and  had  noticed  them 
to  be  much  more  homely  and  domestic  in  their  families  and  far 
more  simple  and  amiable  in  their  lives  than  I  had  ever  been  led 
to  expect,  and  it  did  strike  me  between  ourselves  that  in  one  j)ar- 
ticular  they  might  be  imitated  to  advf),ntage  by  another  nation 
which  I  will  not  mention,  and  that  is  in  the  courage  witli  which 
they  take  their  little  enjoyments  on  little  means  and  with  little 
things  and  don't  let  solemn  big-wigs  stare  them  out  of  countenance 
or  speechify  them  dull,  of  which  said  solemn  big-wigs  I  have  ever 
had  the  one  opinion  that  I  wish  they  were  all  made  comfortable 
separately  in  coppers  with  the  lids  on  and  never  let  out  any  nsore. 

'Now  young  man,'  I  says  to  Jemmy  when  we  brought  our 
chairs  into  the  balcony  that  last  evening,  '  you  please  to  remember 
who  was  to  "  top  up."  ' 

'  All  right  Gran'  says  Jemmy.  *  I  am  the  illustrious  personage.' 

But  he  looked  so  serious  after  he  had  made  me  that  li<j:ht 
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answer,  that  tlie  Major  raised  Lis  eyebrows  at  me  and  I  raised 
mine  at  the  Major. 

'  Gran  and  godfather,'  says  Jemmy,  '  you  can  hardly  think 
how  much  my  mind  has  run  on  Mr.  Edson's  death.' 

It  gave  me  a  little  check.  *  Ah  !  it  was  a  sad  scene  my  love' 
I  says,  '  and  sad  remembrances  come  back  stronger  than  merry, 
but  this'  I  says  after  a  little  silence,  to  rouse  myself  and  the  Ma- 
jor and  Jemmy  all  together,  '  is  not  topping  up.  Tell  us  your 
story  my  dear.' 

'  I  will'  says  Jemmy. 

'  What  is  the  date  sir  ?'  says  I.  *  Once  upon  a  time  when 
pigs  drank  wine?' 

'  No  Gran,'  says  Jemmy,  still  serious ;  *  once  upon  a  time  when 
the  French  drank  wine.' 

Again  I  glanced  at  the  Major,  and  the  Major  glanced  at  me. 

'  In  short.  Gran  and  godfather,'  says  Jemmy,  looking  up,  '  the 
date  is  this  time,  and  I'm  going  to  tell  you  Mr.  Edson's  story.' 

The  flutter  that  it  threw  me  into.  The  change  of  colour  on 
the  part  of  the  Major  ! 

'  That  is  to  say,  you  understand,'  our  bright-eyed  boy  says, 
'  I  am  going  to  give  you  my  version  of  it.  I  shall  not  ask  whe- 
ther it's  right  or  not,  firstly  because  you  said  you  knew  very  little 
about  it.  Gran,  and  secondly  because  what  little  you  did  know  was 
a  secret.' 

I  folded  my  hands  in  my  lap  and  I  never  took  my  eyes  off 
Jenmiy  as  he  went  rumiing  on. 

'The  unfortunate  gentleman'  Jemmy  commences,  'who  is  the 
subject  of  our  present  narrative  was  the  son  of  Somtliody,  and  was 
born  Somewhere,  and  chose  a  profession  Somehow.  It  is  not  with 
those  parts  of  his  career  that  we  have  to  deal ;  but  with  his  early 
attachment  to  a  young  and  beautiful  lady.' 

I  thought  I  should  have  dropped.  I  durstn't  look  at  the  Ma- 
jor ;   l)ut  I  knew  what  his  state  was,  without  looking  at  him. 

'The  father  of  our  ill-starred  hero'  says  Jemmy,  copying  as 
it  seemed  to  me  the  style  of  some  of  his  story-books,  '  was  a 
worldly  man  who  entertained  ambitious  views  for  his  only  son  and 
who  iirndy  set  his  face  against  the  contemplated  alliance  with  a 
virtuous  but  penniless  orpliaii.  Indeed  he  went  so  far  as  roundly  to 
assnre  our  hero  that  luiless  he  weaned  his  thoughts  from  tlie  ob- 
ject of  his  devoted  alfection,  he  would  disinherit  him.  At  the 
same  time,  he  proposed  as  a  suitable  match  the  daughter  of  a 
neighbouring  gentleman  of  a  good  estate,  who  was  neither  ill- 
favoured  nor  unamiable,  and  whose  eligibiUty  in  a  pecuniary  point 
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of  view  could  not  be  disputed.  But  young  Mr.  Edson,  true  to 
the  first  and  only  love  that  had  iutianied  his  breast,  rejected  all 
considerations  of  self-advancement,  and,  deprecating  his  father's 
anger  in  a  respectful  letter,  ran  away  with  her.' 

My  dear  I  had  begun  to  take  a  turn  for  the  better,  but  when 
it  come  to  running  away  I  began  to  take  another  turn  for  the 
worse. 

'  The  lovers'  says  Jemmy  '  fled  to  London  and  were  united  at 
the  altar  of  Saint  Clement's  Danes.  And  it  is  at  this  period  of 
their  simple  but  touching  story  that  we  find  them  inmates  of  the 
dwelling  of  a  highly-respected  and  beloved  lady  of  the  name  of 
Gran,  residing  witlun  a  hundred  miles  of  Norfolk-street.' 

I  felt  that  we  were  almost  safe  now,  I  felt  that  the  dear  boy 
had  no  suspicion  of  the  bitter  truth,  and  1  looked  at  the  Major 
for  the  first  time  and  drew  a  long  breath.  The  Major  gave  me 
a  nod. 

'  Our  hero's  father'  Jemmy  goes  on  '  proving  implacable  and 
carrying  his  threat  into  unrelenting  execution,  the  struggles  of  the 
young  couple  in  London  were  severe,  and  would  have  been  far 
more  so,  but  for  their  good  angel's  having  conducted  them  to  the 
abode  of  Mrs.  Gran  ;  who,  divining  their  poverty  (in  spite  of  their 
endeavours  to  conceal  it  from  her),  by  a  thousand  delicate  arts 
smoothed  their  rough  way,  and  alleviated  the  sharpness  of  their 
first  distress.' 

Here  Jemmy  took  one  of  my  hands  in  one  of  his,  and  began  a 
marking  the  turns  of  his  story  by  making  me  give  a  beat  from 
time  to  time  upon  his  other  hand. 

'  After  a  wliile,  they  left  tiie  house  of  Mrs.  Gran,  and  pursued 
their  fortunes  through  a  variety  of  successes  and  failures  elsewhere. 
But  in  all  reverses,  whether  for  good  or  evil,  the  words  of  Mr. 
Edson  to  the  fair  young  partner  of  his  life  were,  "  Unchanguig 
Love  and  Truth  will  carry  us  thnmgh  all !"  ' 

My  hand  trembled  in  the  dear  boy's,  those  words  were  so  wo- 
fully  unlike  the  fact. 

'  Unchanging  Love  and  Truth'  says  Jemmy  over  again,  as  if 
he  had  a  proud  kind  of  a  noble  pleasure  in  it,  *  will  carry  us 
through  all  !  Those  were  his  words.  And  so  they  fought  their 
way,  poor  but  gallant  and  happy,  until  Mrs.  Edson  gave  birth  to 
a  child.' 

*  A  daughter,'  I  says. 

'No'  says  Jemmy,  'a  son.  And  the  father  was  so  proud  of 
it  that  he  could  hardly  bear  it  out  of  his  sight.  But  a  dark  cloud 
over.-.pread  the  scene.     !Mrs.  Edson  sickened,  drooped,  and  died.' 
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*  Ah  !     Sickened,  drooped,  and  died  !'  I  says. 

'  And  so  Mr.  Edson's  only  comfort,  only  hope  on  earth,  and 
only  stimulus  to  action,  was  his  darling  boy.  As  the  child  grew 
older,  he  grew  so  like  his  mother  that  he  was  her  living  picture. 
It  used  to  make  him  wonder  why  his  father  cried  when  he  kissed 
him.  But  unhappily  he  was  like  his  mother  in  constitution  as 
well  as  in  face,  and  he  died  too  before  he  had  grown  out  of  child- 
hood. Then  Mr,  Edson,  who  had  good  abilities,  in  his  forlonme&s 
and  despair  threw  them  all  to  the  winds.  He  became  apathetic, 
reckless,  lost.  Little  by  little  he  sank  down,  down,  down,  down, 
until  at  last  he  almost  lived  (I  think)  by  gaming.  And  so  sick- 
ness overtook  him  in  the  town  of  Sens  in  France,  and  he  lay  down 
to  die.  But  now  that  he  laid  him  down  when  all  was  done,  and 
looked  back  upon  the  green  Past  beyond  the  time  when  he  had 
covered  it  with  ashes,  he  thought  gratefully  of  the  good  Mrs. 
Gran  long  lost  sight  of,  who  had  been  so  kind  to  him  and  his 
young  wife  in  the  early  days  of  their  marriage,  and  he  left  the 
little  that  he  had  as  a  last  Legacy  to  her.  And  she,  being  brought 
to  see  him,  at  first  no  more  knew  him  than  she  would  know  from 
seeing  the  ruin  of  a  Greek  or  Roman  Temple,  what  it  used  to  be 
before  it  fell ;  but  at  length  she  remembered  him.  And  then  he 
told  her,  with  tears,  of  his  regret  for  the  misspent  part  of  his  life, 
and  besought  her  to  think  as  mildly  of  it  as  she  could,  because  it 
was  the  poor  fallen  Angel  of  his  unchanging  Love  and  Constancy 
after  all.  And  because  she  had  her  grandson  with  her,  and  he 
fancied  that  his  own  boy,  if  he  had  lived,  might  have  grown  to  be 
something  like  him,  he  asked  her  to  let  him  touch  his  forehead 
with  his  cheek  and  say  certain  parting  words.' 

Jemmy's  voice  sank  low  when  it  got  to  that,  and  tears  filled 
my  eyes,  and  filled  the  Major's. 

*  You  little  Conjurer'  I  says,  *  how  did  yon  ever  make  it  all 
out  ?     Go  in  and  write  it  every  word  down,  for  it's  a  wonder.' 

Which  Jemmy  did,  and  I  have  repeated  it  to  you  my  dear 
from  his  writing. 

Then  the  Major  took  my  hand  and  kissed  it,  and  said,  '  Dear- 
est madam  all  has  prospered  with  us.' 

*  Ah  ISIajor'  I  says  drying  my  eyes,  *we  needn't  have  been 
afraid.  We  might  have  known  it.  Treachery  don't  come  natural 
to  beaming  youth ;  but  trust  and  pity,  love  and  constancy, — they 
do,  thank  God  1' 
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1  AM  a  Cheap  Jack,  and  my  own  father's  name  was  Willum  Mari- 
gold. It  was  in  his  lifetime  supposed  by  some  that  his  name  was 
William,  but  my  own  father  always  consistently  said,  No,  it  was 
Willum.  On  which  point  I  content  myself  with  looking  at  the 
argument  this  way  :  If  a  man  is  not  allowed  to  know  his  own 
name  in  a  free  country,  how  much  is  be  allowed  to  know  in  a 
land  of  slavery  ?  As  to  looking  at  the  argument  through  the 
medium  of  the  Register,  Willum  Marigold  come  into  the  world 
before  Registers  come  up  much, — and  went  out  of  it  too.  They 
wouldn't  have  been  greatly  iu  his  line  neither,  if  the^  had  chanced 
to  come  up  before  liim. 

I  was  born  on  the  Queen's  highway,  but  it  was  the  King's  at 
that  time.  A  doctor  was  fetched  to  my  own  mother  by  my  own 
father,  when  it  took  place  on  a  common  ;  and  in  consequence  of 
Ids  being  a  very  kind  gentleman,  and  accepting  no  fee  but  a  tea- 
tray,  I  was  named  Doctor,  out  of  gratitude  and  compliment  to 
him.     There  you  have  me.     Doctor  Marigold. 

I  am  at  present  a  middle-aged  man  of  a  broadish  build,  in 
cords,  leggings,  and  a  sleeved  waistcoat  the  strings  of  which  is 
always  gone  behind.  Repair  them  how  you  will,  they  go  \'\\i^'^■ 
fiddle-strings.  You  have  been  to  the  theatre,  and  you  have  seen 
one  of  the  wiolin-players  screw  up  his  wiolin,  after  Hstcning  to  it 
as  if  it  had  been  whispering  the  secret  to  him  that  it  i'eared  it 
was  out  of  order,  and  then  you  have  heard  it  s- nap.  Tliat's  as 
exactly  similar  to  my  waistcoat  as  a  waistcoat  and  a  wiolin  can  be 
like  one  another. 

I  am  partial  to  a  white  hat,  and  I  like  a  shawl  round  my  neolc 
wore  loose  and  easy.  Sitting  down  is  my  favourite  posture.  H  1 
have  a  taste  in  point  of  personal  jewelry,  it  is  inoiJier  of-pearl  but- 
toQS.     There  you  have  me  again,  as  large  as  hte. 
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Tlie  (loctoT  liaving  accepted  a  tea-tray,  you'll  gness  tliat  div 
father  was  a  Cheap  Jack  before  me.  You  are  right.  He  was. 
It  was  a  pretty  tray.  It  represented  a  large  lady  going  along 
a  serpentining  up-hill  gravel-walk,  to  attend  a  little  church.  Two 
swans  had  likewise  come  astray  with  the  same  intentions.  When 
I  call  her  a  large  lady,  I  don't  mean  in  point  of  breadth,  for  there 
she  fell  below  my  views,  but  she  more  than  made  it  up  in  heighth  ; 
her  heighth  and  slimness  was — in  short  the  heighth  of  both. 

I  often  saw  that  tray,  after  I  was  the  innocently  smiling  cause 
(or  more  likely  screeching  one)  of  the  doctor's  standing  it  up  on  a 
table  against  the  wall  in  his  consulting-room.  Whenever  my  own 
father  and  mother  were  in  that  part  of  the  country,  I  used  to  put 
my  head  (I  have  heard  my  own  mother  say  it  was  flaxen  curls  at 
that  time,  though  you  wouldn't  know  an  old  hearth-broom  from  it 
now  till  you  come  to  the  handle,  and  found  it  wasn't  me)  in  at  the 
doctor's  door,  and  the  doctor  was  always  glad  to  see  me,  and  said, 
'  Aha,  my  brother  practitioner  !  Come  in,  little  M.D.  How  are 
your  inclinations  as  to  sixpence  V 

You  can't  go  on  forever,  you'll  find,  nor  yet  could  my  father 
nor  yet  my  mother.  If  you  don't  go  off  as  a  whole  when  you  are 
about  due,  you're  liable  to  go  off  in  part,  and  two  to  one  your 
head's  the  part.  Gradually  my  father  went  off  his,  and  my  mother 
went  off  hers.  It  was  in  a  harmless  way,  but  it  put  out  the  family 
where  I  boarded  them.  The  old  couple,  though  retired,  got  to  be 
wholly  and  solely  devoted  to  the  Cheap  Jack  business,  and  were 
always  selling  the  family  off.  Wlienever  the  cloth  was  laid  for 
dinner,  my  father  began  rattling  the  plates  and  dishes,  as  we  do  in 
our  line  when  we  put  up  crockery  for  a  bid,  only  he  had  lost  the 
trick  of  it,  and  mostly  let'em  drop  and  broke  'em.  As  the  old 
lady  had  been  used  to  sit  in  the  cart,  and  hand  the  articles  out 
one  by  one  to  the  old  gentleman  on  the  footboard  to  sell,  just  in 
the  same  way  she  handed  him  every  item  of  the  family's  property, 
and  they  disposed  of  it  in  their  own  imaginations  from  morning 
to  night.  At  last  the  old  gentleman,  lying  bedridden  in  the  same 
room  with  the  old  lady,  cries  out  in  the  old  patter,  tlueut,  after 
having  been  silent  for  two  days  and  nights  :  '  Now  here,  my  jolly 
companions  every  one, — which  the  Nightingale  club  in  a  village 
was  held.  At  the  sign  of  the  Cabbage  and  Shears,  Where  the 
singers  no  doubt  would  have  greatly  excelled.  But  for  want  of 
taste,  voices,  and  ears, — now,  here,  my  jolly  companion'^,  every  one, 
is  a  working  model  of  a  used-up  old  Cheap  Jack,  without  a  tooth 
in  his  head,  and  with  a  pain  in  every  bone:  so  like  life  that  it 
would  be  just  as  good  if  it  wasn't  better,  just  as  bad  if  it  wasn't 
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worse,  and  just  as  new  if  it  wasn't  worn  ont.  Bid  for  the  work- 
ing model  of  the  old  Cheap  Jack,  who  has  drunk  more  gunpowder- 
tea  with  the  ladies  in  his  time  than  would  blow  the  lid  off  a  washer- 
woman's copper,  and  carry  it  as  many  thousands  of  miles  higher 
than  the  moon  as  naught  nix  naught,  divided  by  the  national 
debt,  carry  nothing  to  the  poor-rates,  three  under,  and  two  over. 
Kow,  my  hearts  of  oak  and  men  of  straw,  what  do  you  say  for 
the  lot  1  Two  shillings,  a  shilling,  tenpence,  eightpence,  sixpence, 
fourpence.  Twopence  1  Who  said  twopence  1  The  gentleman  in 
the  scarecrow's  hat?  I  am  ashamed  of  the  gentleman  in  the 
scarecrow's  hat.  I  really  am  ashamed  of  him  for  his  want  of  pub- 
lic spirit.  Xow  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  with  you.  Come  !  I'll 
throw  you  in  a  working  model  of  a  old  woman  that  was  married 
to  the  old  Cheap  Jack  so  long  ago  that  upon  my  word  and  honour 
it  took  place  in  2soah's  Ark,  before  the  Unicorn  could  get  in  to 
forbid  the  banns  by  blowing  a  tune  upon  his  horn.  There  now  ! 
Come  !  What  do  you  say  for  both  1  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do 
with  you.  I  don't  bear  you  malice  for  being  so  backward.  Here  ! 
If  you  make  me  a  bid  that'll  only  reflect  a  little  credit  on  your 
town,  I'll  throw  you  in  a  warming-pan  for  nothing,  and  lend  you 
a  toasting-fork  for  life.  Isovf  come  ;  what  do  you  say  after  that 
splendid  offer  1  Say  two  pound,  say  thirty  shillings,  say  a  pound, 
say  ten  shillings,  say  five,  say  two  and  six.  You  don't  say  even 
two  and  six  ?  You  say  two  and  three  1  ISTo.  You  sha'n't  have 
the  lot  for  two  and  three,  I'd  sooner  give  it  you,  if  you  was 
good-looking  enough.  Here  !  Missis  !  Chuck  the  old  man  and 
woman  into  the  cart,  put  the  horse  to,  and  drive  'em  away  and 
bury  'em  !'  Such  were  the  last  words  of  Willum  Marigold,  my 
own  father,  and  they  were  carried  out,  by  him  and  by  his  wife,  my 
own  mother,  on  one  and  the  same  day,  as  I  ought  to  know,  hav- 
ing followed  as  mourner. 

My  father  had  been  a  lovely  one  in  his  time  at  the  Cheap  Jack 
work,  as  his  dying  observations  went  to  prove.  But  I  top  him. 
I  don't  say  it  because  it's  myself,  but  because  it  has  been  univer- 
sally acknowledged  by  all  that  has  had  the  means  of  comparison. 
I  have  worked  at  it.  I  have  measured  myself  against  other  pub- 
lic speakers, — Members  of  Parliament,  Platforms,  Pulpits,  Coun 
sel  learned  in  the  law, — and  where  I  have  found  'em  good,  I  have 
took  a  bit  of  imagination  from  'em,  and  where  I  have  found  'em 
bad,  I  have  let  'em  alone.  Is'ow  I'll  tell  you  what,  I  mean  to  go 
duwn  into  my  grave  declaring  that  of  all  the  callings  ill  used  in 
(jreat  Britain,  the  Cheap  -lack  calling  is  the  worst  used.  Why 
am't  we  a  proiession  ?     Why  ain't  we  endowed  wii-h  privilegCb  ? 
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Wliy  are  we  forced  to  take  out  a  hawker's  license,  when  no  snch 
thing  is  expected  of  the  political  hawkers  1  Where's  the  differ- 
ence betwixt  us  1  Except  that  we  are  Cheap  Jacks  and  they  are 
Dear  Jacks,  /  don't  see  any  difference  but  what's  in  our  favour. 

For  look  here !  Say  it's  election  time.  I  am  on  the  foot- 
board of  my  cart  in  the  market-place  on  a  Saturday  night.  I  put 
up  a  general  miscellaneous  lot.  I  say  :  '  Now  here,  my  free  and 
indep)endent  woters,  I'm  a  going  to  give  you  such  a  chance  as  you 
never  had  in  all  your  born  days,  nor  yet  the  days  preceding.  Now 
I'll  show  you  what  I  am  a  going  to  do  with  you.  Here's  a  pair 
of  razors  that'll  shave  you  closer  than  the  Board  of  Guardians ; 
here's  a  flat-iron  worth  its  weight  in  gold ;  here's  a  frying-pan 
artificially  flavoured  with  essence  of  beefsteaks  to  that  degree  that 
you've  only  got  for  the  rest  of  your  lives  to  fry  bread  and  dripping 
in  it  and  there  you  are  replete  with  animal  food  ;  here's  a  genuine 
chronometer  watch  in  such  a  solid  silver  case  that  you  may  knock 
at  the  door  with  it  when  yon  come  home  late  from  a  social  meet- 
ing, and  rouse  your  wife  and  family,  and  save  up  your  knocker 
for  the  postman ;  and  here's  half-a-dozen  dinner  plates  that  you 
may  play  the  cymbals  with  to  charm  the  baby  when  it's  fi'actious. 
Stop  !  I'll  throw  you  in  another  article,  and  I'll  give  you  that,  and 
it's  a  rolling-pin ;  and  if  the  baby  can  only  get  it  well  into  its 
month  when  its  teeth  is  coming  and  rub  the  gums  once  with  it, 
they'll  come  through  double,  in  a  fit  of  laughter  equal  to  being 
tickled.  Stop  again  !  I'll  throw  you  in  another  article,  because  Ji 
don't  hke  the  looks  of  you,  for  you  haven't  the  appearance  of 
buyers  unless  I  lose  by  you,  and  because  I'd  rather  lose  than  not 
take  money  to-night,  and  that's  a  looking-glass  in  which  you  may 
see  how  ugly  you  look  when  you  don't  bid.  What  do  you  say 
now]  Come!  Do  you  say  a  pound?  Not  you,  for  you  haven't 
got  it.  Do  you  say  ten  shillings  ?  Not  yon,  for  you  owe  more 
to  the  tallyman.  Well  then,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  with  you. 
I'll  heap  'em  all  on  the  footboard  of  the  cart, — there  they  are ! 
razors,  flat-iron,  frying-pan,  chronometer  watch,  dinner  plates, 
rolling-pin,  and  looking-glass, — take  'em  all  away  for  four  shil- 
lings, and  I'll  give  you  sixpence  for  your  trouble  !'  This  is  me, 
the  Cheap  Jack.  But  on  the  ISIonday  morning,  in  the  same 
market-place,  comes  the  Dear  Jack  on  the  hustings — his  cart — 
and  what  does  he  say  ?  '  Now  my  free  and  independent  woters, 
I  am  agoing  to  give  you  such  a  chance'  (he  begins  just  like  me)  'as 
you  never  had  in  all  your  born  days,  and  that's  the  chance  of  send- 
ing ^fyself  to  Parliament.  Now  I'll  toll  yon  what  1  am  a  going 
to  do  for  you.     Here's  the  interests  of  this  magaificent  town  pro- 
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moted  above  all  the  rest  of  the  civilised  and  uncivilised  earth. 
Here's  your  railways  carried,  and  your  neighbours'  railways 
jockeyed.  Here's  all  your  sons  in  the  Post-office.  Here's  Bri- 
tannia smiling  on  you.  Here's  the  eyes  of  Europe  on  you.  Here's 
uniwersal  prosperity  for  you,  repletion  of  animal  food,  golden 
cornfields,  gladsome  homesteads,  and  rounds  of  applause  from  your 
own  hearts,  all  in  one  lot,  and  that's  myself.  Will  you  take  me 
as  I  stand?  You  won't?  Well,  then,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do 
with  you.  Come  now  !  I'll  throw  you  in  anything  you  ask  for. 
There  !  Church-rates,  abolition  of  church-rates,  more  malt  tax, 
no  malt  tax,  uniwersal  education  to  the  highest  mark,  or  uniwersal 
ignorance  to  the  lowest,  total  abolition  of  flogging  in  the  army  or 
a  dozen  for  every  private  once  a  month  all  round.  Wrongs  of  Men 
or  Rights  of  Women — only  say  which  it  shall  be,  take  'em  or 
leave  'em,  and  I'm  of  your  opinion  altogether,  and  the  lot's  your 
own  on  your  own  terms.  There  !  You  won't  take  it  yet !  Well, 
then,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  with  you.  Come  !  You  are  such 
free  and  independent  woters,  and  I  am  so  proud  of  you, — you  are 
such  a  noble  and  enlightened  constituency,  and  I  am  so  ambitious 
of  the  honour  and  dignity  of  being  your  member,  which  is  by  far 
the  highest  level  to  which  the  wings  of  the  human  mind  can  soar, 
— that  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  with  you.  I'll  throw  you  in  all 
the  pubhc-houses  in  your  magnificent  town  for  nothing.  Will  that 
content  you?  It  won't?  You  won't  take  the  lot  yet?  Well,  then, 
before  I  put  the  horse  in  and  drive  away,  and  make  the  offer  to 
the  next  most  magnificent  town  tliat  can  be  discovered,  I'll  tell 
you  what  I'll  do.  Take  the  lot,  and  I'll  drop  two  thousand  pound 
in  the  streets  of  your  magnificent  town  for  them  to  pjick  up  that 
can.  Not  enough  ?  Now  look  here.  This  is  the  very  furthest 
that  I'm  a  going  to.  I'll  make  it  two  thousand  five  hundred.  And 
still  you  won't  ?  Here,  missis  !  Put  the  horse — no,  stop  half  a 
moment,  I  shouldn't  like  to  turn  my  back  upon  you  neither  for  a 
trifle,  I'll  make  it  two  thousand  seven  hundred  and  fifty  pound. 
There  !  Take  the  lot  on  your  own  terms,  and  I'll  count  out  two 
thousand  seven  hundred  and  fifty  pound  on  the  footboard  of  the 
cart,  to  be  dropped  in  the  streets  of  your  magnificent  town  for 
them  to  pick  up  that  can.  What  do  you  say  ?  Come  now  !  You 
won't  do  better,  and  you  may  do  worse.  You  take  it?  Hooray! 
bold  again,  and  got  the  seat  !' 

These  Dear  Jacks  soap  the  people  shameful,  but  we  Cheap 
Jacks  don't.  We  tell  'em  the  truth  about  themselves  to  their 
faces,  and  scorn  to  court  'em.  As  to  wenturesomeness  in  the  way 
of  puffing  up  the  lots,  the  Dear  Jacks  beat  us  hollow.      It  is 
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considered  in  the  Cheap  Jack  calling,  that  hetter  patter  can  be 
made  out  of  a  gun  than  any  article  we  put  up  from  the  cart, 
except  a  pair  of  spectacles.  I  often  hold  forth  about  a  gun  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  feel  as  if  I  need  never  leave  off.  But 
when  I  tell  'em  what  the  gun  can  do,  and  what  the  gun  has 
brought  down,  I  never  go  half  so  far  as  the  Dear  Jacks  do  when 
they  make  speeches  in  praise  of  their  guns — their  great  guns  that 
set  'em  on  to  do  it.  Besides,  I'm  in  business  for  myself :  I  ain't 
gent  down  into  the  market-place  to  order,  as  they  are.  Besides, 
again,  my  guns  don't  know  what  I  say  in  their  laudation,  and 
their  guns  do,  and  the  whole  concern  of  'em  have  reason  to  be 
sick  and  ashamed  all  round.  These  are  some  of  my  arguments 
for  declaring  that  the  Cheap  Jack  calling  is  treated  ill  in  Great 
Britain,  and  for  turning  warm  when  I  think  of  the  other  Jacks  in 
question  setting  themselves  up  to  pretend  to  look  down  upon  it. 

I  courted  my  wife  from  the  footboard  of  the  cart.  I  did 
indeed.  She  was  a  Suffolk  young  woman,  and  it  was  in  Ipswich 
market-place  right  opposite  the  corn -chandler's  shop.  I  had 
noticed  her  up  at  a  window  last  Saturday  that  was,  appreciating 
highly.  I  had  took  to  her,  and  I  had  said  to  myself,  '  If  not 
already  disposed  of,  I'll  have  that  lot.'  Next  Saturday  that 
come,  I  pitched  the  cart  on  the  same  pitch,  and  I  was  in  very 
high  feather  indeed,  keeping  'em  laughing  the  whole  of  the  time, 
and  getting  off  the  goods  briskly.  At  last  I  took  out  of  my 
waistcoat-pocket  a  small  lot  wrapped  in  soft  paper,  and  I  put 
it  this  way  (looking  up  at  the  window  where  she  was).  *  Now 
here,  my  blooming  English  maidens,  is  an  article,  the  last  article 
of  the  present  evening's  sale,  which  I  offer  to  only  yon,  the  lovely 
Suffolk  Dumplings  biling  over  with  beauty,  and  1  won't  take  a 
bid  of  a  thousand  pounds  for  from  any  man  alive.  Now  what  is 
it?  Why,  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is.  It's  made  of  fine  gold,  and 
it's  not  broke,  though  there's  a  hole  in  the  middle  of  it,  and  it's 
stronger  than  any  fetter  that  ever  was  forged,  though  it's  smaller 
than  any  finger  in  my  set  of  ten.  Why  ten  ?  Because,  when  my 
parents  made  over  my  property  to  me,  I  tell  you  true,  there  was 
twelve  sheets,  twelve  towels,  twelve  table-cloths,  twelve  knives, 
twelve  forks,  twelve  tablespoons,  and  twelve  teaspoons,  but  my 
set  of  fingers  was  two  short  of  a  dozen,  and  could  never  since  be 
matched.  Now  what  else  is  it?  Come,  TU  tell  you.  It's  a  hoop 
of  solid  gold,  wrapped  in  a  silver  curl-paper,  that  I  myself  took 
off  the  shining  locks  of  the  ever  beautiful  old  lady  in  ThreadneedLe- 
street,  London  city ;  1  wouldn't  tell  you  so  if  I  hadn't  the  paper 
to  show,  or  you  mightn't  believe  it  even  of  me.     Now  what  else 
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is  it?  It's  a  man-trap  and  a  handcuff,  the  parish  stocks  and  a 
leg-lock,  all  in  gold  and  all  in  one.  Now  what  else  is  it  ?  It's  a 
wedding-ring.  Now  I'll  tell  you  what  I'm  a  going  to  do  with  it. 
I'm  not  a  going  to  offer  this  lot  for  money ;  but  I  mean  to  give 
it  to  the  next  of  you  beauties  that  laughs,  and  I'll  pay  her  a  visit 
to-morrow  morning  at  exactly  half  after  nine  o'clock  as  the  chimes 
go,  and  I'll  take  hcv  out  for  a  walk  to  put  up  the  banns.'  She 
laughed,  and  got  the  ring  handed  up  to  her.  When  I  called  in 
the  morning,  she  says,  '  O  dear !  It's  never  you,  and  you  never 
mean  it  ?'  '  It's  ever  me,'  says  I,  '  and  I  am  ever  yours,  and  I 
ever  mean  it.'  So  we  got  married,  after  being  put  up  three 
times — which,  by  the  bye,  is  quite  in  the  Cheap  Jack  way  again, 
and  shows  once  more  how  the  Cheap  Jack  customs  pervade 
society. 

She  wasn't  a  bad  wife,  but  she  had  a  temper.  If  she  could 
have  parted  with  that  one  article  at  a  sacrifice,  I  wouldn't  have 
swopped  her  away  in  exchange  for  any  other  woman  in  England. 
Not  that  I  ever  did  swop  her  away,  for  we  lived  together  till  she 
died,  and  that  was  thirteen  year.  Now,  my  lords  and  ladies  and 
gentlefolks  all,  I'll  let  you  into  a  secret,  though  you  won't  believe 
it.  Thirteen  year  of  temper  in  a  Palace  would  try  the  worst  of 
you,  but  thirteen  year  of  temper  in  a  Cart  would  try  the  best  of 
you.  You  are  kept  so  very  close  to  it  in  a  cart,  you  see.  There's 
thousands  of  couples  among  you  getting  on  like  sweet  ile  upon  a 
whetstone  in  houses  five  and  sis  pairs  of  stairs  high,  that  would 
go  to  the  Divorce  Court  in  a  cart.  Whether  the  jolting  makes  it 
worse,  I  don't  undertake  to  decide ;  but  in  a  cart  it  does  come 
home  to  you,  and  stick  to  you.  Wiolence  in  a  cart  is  so  wiolent, 
and  aggrawation  in  a  cart  is  so  aggrawating. 

We  might  have  had  such  a  pleasant  life  !  A  roomy  cart,  with 
the  large  goods  hung  outside,  and  the  bed  slung  underneath  it 
when  on  the  road,  an  iron  pot  and  a  kettle,  a  fireplace  for  the 
cold  weather,  a  chimney  for  the  smoke,  a  hanging-shelf  and  a 
cupboard,  a  dog,  and  a  horse.  What  more  do  you  want  ?  You 
draw  off  upon  a  bit  of  turf  in  a  green  lane  or  by  the  roadside,  you 
hobble  your  old  horse  and  turn  him  grazing,  you  light  your  fire 
upon  the  ashes  of  the  last  visitors,  you  cook  your  stew,  and  you 
wouldn't  call  the  Emperor  of  France  yonr  fatlier.  But  have  a 
temper  in  tlie  cart,  flinging  language  and  the  hardest  goods  in 
stock  at  you,  and  where  arc  you  then  1  Put  a  name  to  your 
feelings. 

My  dog  knew  as  well  when  she  was  on  the  turn  as  I  did. 
Before  she  broke  out,  he  would  give  a  howl,  and  bolt.     IIow  ha 
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knew  it,  was  a  mystery  to  me ;  but  the  sure  and  certain  know- 
ledge of  it  woukl  wake  him  up  out  of  Ins  soundest  sleep,  and  ho 
would  give  a  howl,  and  bolt.      At  such  times  I  wished  1  was  iiim. 

Tlie  worst  of  it  was,  we  had  a  daughter  born  to  us,  and  I 
love  children  with  all  my  heart.  When  she  was  in  her  furies, 
she  beat  the  child.  This  got  to  be  so  shocking,  as  the  child  got 
to  be  four  or  five  year  old,  that  I  have  many  a  time  gone  on  with 
my  whip  over  my  shoulder,  at  the  old  horse's  head,  sobbing  and 
crying  worse  than  ever  little  Sophy  did.  For  how  could  1  pre- 
vent it?  Such  a  thing  is  not  to  be  tried  with  such  a  temper — in 
a  cart — without  coming  to  a  fight.  It's  in  the  natural  size  and 
formation  of  a  cart  to  bring  it  to  a  fight.  And  then  the  poor 
child  got  worse  terrified  than  before,  as  well  as  worse  hurt  gener- 
ally, and  her  nidther  made  complaints  to  the  next  people  we 
lighted  on,  and  tlie  word  went  round,  '  Here's  a  wretch  of  a  Cheap 
Jack  been  a  beating  his  wife.' 

Little  Sophy  was  snch  a  brave  child  !  She  grew  to  be  quite 
devoted  to  her  poor  father,  though  he  could  do  so  little  to  help 
her.  She  had  a  wonderful  quantity  of  shining  dark  hair,  all  curl- 
ing natural  about  her.  It  is  quite  astonishing  to  me  now,  that  I 
didn't  go  tearing  mad  when  I  used  to  see  her  run  from  her  mother 
before  the  cart,  and  her  mother  catch  her  by  this  hair,  and  pull 
her  down  by  it,  and  beat  her. 

Such  a  brave  child  I  said  she  was  !     Ah  !  with  reason. 

'  Don't  you  mind  next  time,  father  dear,'  she  would  whisper 
to  me,  with  her  little  face  still  flushed,  and  her  bright  eyes  still 
wet ;  '  if  I  don't  cry  out,  you  may  know  I  am  not  much  hurt. 
And  even  if  I  do  cry  out,  it  will  only  be  to  get  mother  to  let  go 
and  leave  off.'  What  I  have  seen  the  little  spirit  bear — for  me — 
without  crying  out  I 

Yet  in  otlier  respects  her  mother  took  groat  care  of  her.  Her 
clothes  were  always  clean  and  neat,  and  her  mother  was  never 
tired  of  working  at  'em.  Such  is  the  inconsistency  in  things.  Our 
being  down  in  the  marsh  country  in  unhealthy  weather,  1  consider 
the  cause  of  Sophy's  taking  bad  low  fever ;  but  however  she  took 
it,  once  she  got  it  she  turned  away  from  her  mother  forcvermore, 
and  nothing  would  persuade  her  to  be  touched  by  her  mother's 
hand.  She  would  shiver  and  say,  '  No,  no,  no,'  when  it  was 
offered  at,  and  would  hide  her  face  on  my  shoulder,  and  hold  me 
tighter  round  the  neek. 

The  Cheap  .Jack  business  had  been  worse  than  ever  I  had 
known  it,  what  with  one  thing  and  what  with  another  (and  not 
least  with   railroads,  which  Mill  cut  it  all  to  pieces,  I  expect,  at 
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last),  and  I  was  run  dry  of  money.  For  which  reason,  one  night 
at  that  period  of  Utile  Sophy's  being  so  bad,  either  we  must  have 
come  to  a  dead-lock  for  victuals  and  drink,  or  I  must  have  pitched 
the  cart  as  I  did. 

I  couldn't  get  the  dear  child  to  lie  down  or  leave  go  of  me, 
and  indeed  I  hadn't  the  heart  to  try,  so  I  stepped  out  on  the  foot- 
board with  her  holding  round  my  neck.  They  all  set  up  a  laugh 
when  they  see  us,  and  one  chuckle-headed  Joskin  (that  I  hated 
for  it)  made  the  bidding,  '  Tuppence  for  her !' 

'  Now,  you  country  boobies,'  says  I,  feeling  as  if  my  heart 
was  a  heavy  weight  at  the  end  of  a  broken  sash-line,  '  I  give  you 
notice  that  I  am  a  going  to  charm  the  money  out  of  your  pockets, 
and  to  give  you  so  much  more  tlian  your  money's  worth  that  you'll 
only  persuade  yourselves  to  draw  your  Saturday  night's  wages  ever 
again  arterwards  by  the  hopes  of  meeting  me  to  lay  'em  out  with, 
which  you  never  will,  and  why  not?  Because  I've  made  my  for- 
tune by  selling  my  goods  on  a  large  scale  for  seventy-five  per  cent 
less  tiian  I  give  for  'em,  and  I  am  consequently  to  be  elevated  to 
the  House  of  Peers  next  week,  by  the  title  of  the  Duke  of  Ciieap 
and  Markis  Jackaloorul.  Now  let's  know  what  you  want  to- 
night, and  you  shall  have  it.  But  first  of  all,  shall  I  tell  you 
why  I  have  got  this  little  girl  round  my  neck  ?  You  don't 
want  to  know?  Then  you  shall.  She  belongs  to  the  Fairies. 
She's  a  fortune-teller.  She  can  tell  me  all  about  you  in  a 
whisper,  and  can  put  me  up  to  whether  you're  a  going  to  buy 
a  lot  or  leave  it.  Now  do  you  want  a  saw  1  No,  she  says  you 
don't,  because  you're  too  clumsy  to  use  one.  Else  here's  a  saw 
which  would  be  a  lifelong  blessing  to  a  handy  man,  at  four 
shillings,  at  three  and  six,  at  three,  at  two  and  six,  at  two,  at 
eighteen-pence.  But  none  of  you  shall  have  it  at  any  price,  on  ac- 
count of  your  well-known  awkwardness,  which  would  make  it  man- 
slaughter. The  same  objection  applies  to  this  set  of  three  planes 
which  I  won't  let  you  have  neither,  so  don't  bid  for  'em.  Now  I 
am  a  going  to  ask  her  what  you  do  want.'  (Then  I  whispered, 
'  Your  head  burns  so,  that  I  am  afraid  it  hurts  you  bad,  my  pet,' 
and  she  answered,  without  opening  her  heavy  eyes,  '  Just  a  little, 
father.')  '  O  1  This  little  fortune-teller  says  it's  a  memorandum- 
book  you  want.  Then  why  didn't  you  mention  if?  Here  it  is. 
Look  at  it.  Two  hundred  superfine  hot-pressed  wire-wove  pages 
— if  you  don't  believe  me,  count  'em — ready  ruled  for  your  ex- 
penses, an  everlastingly  pointed  pencil  to  put  'em  down  with,  a 
double-bladed  penknife  to  scratch  'em  out  with,  a  book  of  printed 
tables  to  calculate  your  income  with,  and  a  camp-stool  to  sit  down 
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upon  while  you  give  your  mind  to  it!  Stop !  And  an  umbrella  to 
keep  the  moon  off  when  you  give  your  mind  to  it  on  a  pitch  dark 
night.  Now  I  won't  ask  you  how  much  for  the  lot,  but  how 
little  1  How  little  are  you  thinking  of?  Don't  be  ashamed  to 
mention  it,  because  my  fortune-teller  knows  already.'  (Then 
making  believe  to  whisper,  I  kissed  her,  and  she  kissed  me.)  '  Why, 
she  says  you  are  thinking  of  as  little  as  three  and  threepence  !  I 
couldn't  have  believed  it,  even  of  you,  unless  she  told  me.  Three 
and  threepence  !  And  a  set  of  printed  tables  in  the  lot  that'll 
calculate  your  income  up  to  forty  thousand  a  year !  With  an 
income  of  forty  thousand  a  year,  you  grudge  three  and  sixpence. 
Well  then,  I'll  tell  you  my  opinion.  I  so  despise  the  threepence, 
that  I'd  sooner  take  three  shillings.  There.  For  three  shillings, 
three  shillings,  three  shillings  !  Gone.  Hand  'em  over  to  the 
lucky  man.' 

As  there  had  been  no  bid  at  all,  everybody  looked  about  and 
gi'inned  at  everybody,  while  I  touched  little  Sophy's  face  and 
asked  her  if  she  felt  iaint,  or  giddy.  '  Not  very,  father.  It  will 
soon  be  over.'  Then  turning  from  the  pretty  patient  eyes,  which 
were  opened  now,  and  seeing  nothing  but  grins  across  my  lighted 
grease-pot,  I  went  on  again  in  my  Cheap  Jack  style.  '  Where's 
the  butcher'?'  (My  sorrowful  eye  had  just  caught  sight  of  a  fat 
yovmg  butcher  on  the  outside  of  the  crowd.)  '  She  says  the  good 
luck  is  the  butcher's.  Where  is  he  V  Everybody  handed  on  the 
blushing  butcher  to  the  front,  and  there  was  a  roar,  and  the  butcher 
felt  himself  obliged  to  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  take  the  lot. 
The  party  so  picked  out,  in  general,  does  feel  obliged  to  take  the 
lot — good  four  times  out  of  six.  Then  we  had  another  lot,  the 
counterpart  of  that  one,  and  sold  it  sixpence  cheaper,  which  is 
always  wery  much  enjoyed.  Then  we  had  the  spectacles.  It  ain't 
a  special  profitable  lot,  but  I  put  'em  on,  and  I  see  what  the  Chan- 
cellor of  the  I'^xchequer  is  going  to  take  oft"  the  taxes,  and  I  see 
what  the  sweetbeart  of  the  young  woman  in  the  shawl  is  doing  at 
home,  and  I  see  what  the  Bishops  has  got  for  dinner,  and  a  deal 
more  that  seldom  fails  to  fetch  'em  up  in  their  s])irits;  and  the 
better  their  spirits,  the  better  their  bids.  Then  we  had  the  ladies' 
lot — the  teapot,  tea-caddy,  glass  sugar-basin,  half-a-dozen  spoons, 
and  caudle-cup — and  all  tlie  time  I  was  making  similar  excuses 
to  give  a  look  or  two  and  say  a  word  or  two  to  my  poor  child. 
It  was  while  the  second  ladies'  lot  was  holding  'em  enchained  that 
I  felt  her  lift  herself  a  little  on  my  shoulder,  to  look  across  the 
dark  street.  'What  troubles  you,  darling?'  'Nothing  troubles 
me,  lather.     I  am  not  at  all  troubled.     But  don't  I  see  a  pretty 
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chiirdiyard  over  there?'  '  Yes,  my  dear.'  '  Kiss  me  twice,  dear 
father,  and  lay  me  do\Yn  to  rest  upon  that  churchyard  grass  so 
soft  and  green.'  I  staggered  back  into  the  cart  with  her  head 
dropped  on  my  shoulder,  and  I  says  to  her  mother,  '  Quick.  Shut 
the  door !  Don't  let  those  laughing  people  see  !'  '  What's  the 
matter  ?'  she  cries.  '  0  woman,  woman,'  I  tells  her,  '  you'll  never 
catch  my  little  Sophy  by  her  hair  again,  for  she  has  flown  away 
from  you !' 

May  be  those  were  harder  words  than  I  meant  'em ;  but  from 
that  time  forth  my  wife  took  to  brooding,  and  would  sit  in  the 
cart  or  walk  beside  it,  hours  at  a  stretch,  with  her  arms  crossed, 
and  her  eyes  looking  on  the  ground.  When  her  furies  took  her 
(which  was  rather  seldomer  than  before)  they  took  her  in  a  new 
way,  and  she  banged  herself  about  to  that  extent  that  I  was  forced 
to  hold  her.  She  got  none  the  better  for  a  little  drink  now  and 
then,  and  through  some  years  I  used  to  wonder,  as  I  plodded 
along  at  the  old  horse's  head,  whether  there  was  many  carts  upon 
the  road  tliat  held  so  much  dreariness  as  mine,  for  all  my  being 
looked  up  to  as  the  King  of  the  Cheap  Jacks.  So  sad  our  lives 
went  on  till  one  summer  evening,  wl)en,  as  we  were  coming  into 
Exeter,  out  of  the  farther  West  of  England,  we  saw  a  woman 
beating  a  child  in  a  cruel  manner,  who  screamed,  'Don't  beat  me! 

0  mother,  mother,  mother !'  Then  my  wife  stopped  her  ears,  and 
ran  away  like  a  wild  thing,  and  next  day  she  was  found  in  the  river. 

Me  and  my  dog  were  all  the  company  left  in  the  cart  now ; 
and  the  dog  learned  to  give  a  short  hark  when  they  wouldn't  bid, 
and  to  give  another  and  a  nod  of  his  head  when  I  asked  him, 
'  Who  said  half  a  crown?  Are  you  the  gentleman,  sir,  that  offered 
half  a  crown  V  He  attained  to  an  immense  height  of  popularity, 
and  I  shall  always  believe  taught  himself  entirely  out  of  his  own 
head  to  growl  at  any  person  in  the  crowd  that  bid  as  low  as  six- 
pence.    But  he  got  to  be  well  on  in  years,  and  one  night  when 

1  was  conwnlsing  York  with  the  spectacles,  he  took  a  conwulsion 
on  his  own  account  upon  the  very  footboard  by  me,  and  it  finished 
him. 

Being  naturally  of  a  tender  turn,  1  had  dreadful  lonely  feelings 
on  me  arter  this.  1  conquered  'em  at  selling  times,  having  a  re- 
putation to  keep  (not  to  mention  keeping  myself),  but  they  got  me 
down  in  private,  and  rolled  upon  me.  That's  often  the  way  with 
us  public  characters.  See  us  on  the  footboard,  and  you'd  give  pretty 
well  anything  you  possess  to  be  us.  See  us  off  the  footboard,  and 
you'd  add  a  trlHe  to  be  ofi'your  bargain.  It  was  under  those  circum- 
stances that  1  come  acquainted  with  a  giant.  1  might  have  been  too 
high  to  fall  into  conversation  with  him,  had  it  not  been  for  my  lonely 
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fnelings.  For  the  general  rule  is,  going  round  the  country,  to 
draw  the  Line  at  Ureb.siug  up.  Wlieu  a  niaii  cunt  trust  his  getting 
a  Uving  to  liis  undisguised  abilities,  you  consider  him  below  your 
sort.     And  this  giant  when  on  view  figured  as  a  Roman. 

He  was  a  languid  young  man,  which  I  attribute  to  the  dis- 
tance betwixt  his  extremities.  He  had  a  little  head  and  less  in 
it,  he  had  weak  eyes  and  weak  knees,  and  altogether  you  couldn't 
look  at  him  without  feeling  that  there  was  greatly  too  much  of 
him  both  for  his  joints  and  his  mind.  But  he  was  an  amiable 
though  timid  young  man  (his  mother  let  him  out,  and  spent  the 
money),  and  we  come  acquainted  when  he  was  walking  to  ease  the 
horse  betwixt  two  fairs.  He  was  called  Rinaldo  di  Velasco,  his 
name  being  Pickleson. 

This  giant,  otherwise  Pickleson,  mentioned  to  me  under  the 
seal  of  confidence  that,  beyond  his  being  a  burden  to  himself,  his 
life  was  made  a  burden  to  him  by  the  cruelty  of  his  master  towards 
a  step-daughter  who  was  deaf  and  dumb.  Her  mother  was  dead, 
and  she  had  no  living  soul  to  take  her  part,  and  was  used  most 
hard.  She  travelled  with  his  master's  caravan  only  because  there 
was  nowhere  to  leave  her,  and  this  giant,  otherwise  Pickleson,  did 
go  so  far  as  to  believe  that  his  master  often  tried  to  lose  her.  He 
was  such  a  very  languid  young  man,  that  I  don't  know  how  long 
it  didn't  take  him  to  get  this  story  out,  but  it  passed  through  his 
defective  circulation  to  his  top  extremity  in  course  of  time. 

When  I  heard  this  account  from  the  giant,  otherwise  Pickle- 
son, and  likewise  that  the  poor  girl  had  beautiful  long  dark  hair, 
and  was  often  pulled  down  by  it  and  beaten,  I  couldn't  see  the 
giant  through  what  stood  in  my  eyes.  Having  wiped  'em,  I  give 
him  sixpence  (for  he  was  kept  as  short  as  he  was  long),  and  he 
laid  it  out  in  two  threepenirorths  of  gin-and-water,  which  so  brisked 
liim  up,  that  he  sang  the  Favourite  Comic  of  Shivery  Shakey, 
ain't  it  cold? — a  popular  effect  which  his  master  had  tried  every 
other  means  to  get  out  of  him  as  a  Roman  wholly  in  vain. 

His  master's  name  was  J\lim,  a  wery  hoarse  man,  and  I  knew 
him  to  speak  to.  I  went  to  that  Fair  as  a  mere  civilian,  leaving 
tlie  cart  outside  the  town,  and  I  looked  about  the  back  of  the  Vans 
while  the  performing  was  going  on,  and  at  last,  sitting  dozing 
against  a  muddy  cart-wheel,  I  come  upon  the  poor  girl  who  was 
deaf  and  dumb.  At  the  first  look  I  might  almost  have  judged 
that  she  had  escaped  from  the  Wild  Beast  Show;  but  at  the  second 
I  thought  better  of  lier,  and  thought  that  if  she  was  more  cared  for 
and  more  kindly  used  she  would  be  like  my  child.  She  was  just 
the  same  age  that  my  own  daugliter  would  have  been,  if  her  pretty 
head  had  not  fell  down  upon  my  shoulder  tnat  unfortunate  nighr.. 
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To  cut  it  short,  1  spoke  confidential  to  Mim  while  he  was  beat- 
ing the  gong  outside  betwixt  two  lots  of  Picklesou's  publics,  aud  I 
put  it  to  liim,  '  She  lies  heavy  on  your  own  hands ;  what'll  you 
take  for  her  ? '  Mini  was  a  most  ferocious  swearer.  Suppressing 
that  part  of  his  reply  which  was  much  the  longest  part,  his  reply 
was,  '  A  pair  of  braces.'  'Now  I'll  tell  you,'  says  I,  'what  I'm  a 
going  to  do  with  you.  I'm  a  going  to  fetch  you  half-a-dozen  pair 
of  the  primest  braces  in  the  cart,  and  then  to  take  her  away  with 
me.'  Says  Mira  (again  ferocious),  '  I'll  believe  it  wheu  I've  got 
the  goods,  and  no  sooner.'  I  made  all  the  haste  I  could,  lest  lie 
should  think  twice  of  it,  and  the  bargain  was  completed,  which 
Pickleson  he  was  thereby  so  relieved  in  his  mind  that  he  come 
out  at  his  little  back  door,  long-ways  hke  a  serpent,  and  gave  us 
Shivery  Shakey  in  a  whisper  among  the  wheels  at  parting. 

It  was  happy  days  for  both  of  us  when  Sophy  and  me  began 
to  travel  in  the  cart.  I  at  once  give  her  the  name  of  Sophy,  to 
put  her  ever  t  jwards  me  in  the  attitude  of  my  own  daughter.  We 
soon  made  out  to  begin  to  understand  one  another,  through  the 
goodness  of  the  Heavens,  when  she  knowed  that  I  meant  true  and 
kind  by  her.  In  a  very  little  time  she  was  wonderful  fond  of  me. 
You  have  no  idea  what  it  is  to  have  any  body  wonderful  fond  of 
you,  unless  you  have  been  got  down  and  rolled  upon  liy  the  lonely 
feelings  that  I  have  mentioned  as  having  once  got  the  better 
of  me. 

You'd  have  laughed — or  the  rewerse — it's  according  to  your 
disposition — if  you  could  have  seen  me  trying  to  teach  Sophy. 
At  first  I  was  helped — you'd  never  guess  by  what — milestones. 
I  got  some  large  alphabets  in  a  box,  all  the  letters  separate  on 
hits  of  bone,  and  saying  we  was  going  to  Windsor,  I  give  her 
those  letters  in  that  order,  and  then  at  every  milestone  I  showed 
herthosesamelettersin  that  sameorderagain,and  pointed  towards 
the  abode  of  royalty.  Another  time  I  give  her  CART,  and 
then  chalked  the  same  upon  the  cart.  Another  time  I  give  her 
DOCTOR  MARIGOLD,  and  hung  a  corresponding  inscription 
outside  my  waistcoat.  People  that  met  us  might  stare  a  bit  and 
laugh,  but  what  did  /  care,  if  she  caught  the  idea?  She  caught 
it  after  long  patience  and  trouble,  and  then  we  did  begin  to  get 
on  swimmingly,  I  believe  you  !  At  first  she  was  a  little  given  to 
consider  me  the  cart,  and  the  cart  the  abode  of  royalty,  but  that 
soon  wore  off. 

We  had  our  signs,  too,  and  they  was  hundreds  in  number. 
Sometimes  she  would  sit  looking  at  me  and  considering  hard  how 
to  communicate  with  me  about  something  fresh, — how  to  ask  me 
wnat  she  wauteil  explamed, — and  then  slie  was  (or  I  thought  she 
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was ;  what  does  it  signify  1)  so  like  my  child  with  those  years 
added  to  her,  that  I  half-believed  it  was  herself,  trying  to  tell  me 
whei'e  she  had  been  to  up  in  the  skies,  and  what  she  had  seen 
since  that  unliappy  night  when  she  flied  away.  She  had  a  pretty 
face,  and  now  that  there  was  no  one  to  drag  at  her  bright  dark 
hair,  and  it  was  all  in  order,  there  was  a  something  touching  in 
her  looks  that  made  the  cart  most  peaceful  and  most  quiet,  though 
not  at  all  melancholy.  [N.B.  In  the  Cheap  Jack  patter,  we 
generally  sound  it  lemonjolly,  and  it  gets  a  laugh,] 

The  way  she  learnt  to  understand  any  look  of  mine  was  truly 
surprising.  When  I  sold  of  a  night,  she  would  sit  in  the  cart 
unseen  by  them  outside,  and  would  give  a  eager  look  into  my  eyes 
when  I  looked  in,  and  would  hand  me  straight  the  precise  article 
or  articles  I  wanted.  And  then  she  would  clap  her  hands,  and 
laugh  for  joy.  And  as  for  me,  seeing  her  so  bright,  and  remem- 
bering what  she  was  when  I  first  lighted  on  her,  starved  and  beaten 
and  ragged,  leaning  asleep  against  the  muddy  cart-wheel,  it  give 
me  such  heart  that  I  gained  a  greater  heighth  of  reputation  than 
ever,  and  I  put  Pickleson  down  (by  the  name  of  Mini's  Travelling 
Giant  otherwise  Pickleson)  for  a  fypunnote  in  my  will. 

This  happiness  went  on  in  the  cart  till  she  was  sixteen  year 
old.  By  which  time  I  began  to  feel  not  satisfied  that  I  had  done 
my  whole  duty  by  her,  and  to  consider  that  she  ought  to  have 
better  teaching  than  I  could  give  her.  It  drew  a  many  tears  on 
both  sides  when  I  commenced  explaining  my  views  to  her ;  but 
what's  right  is  right,  and  you  can't  neither  by  tears  nor  laughter 
do  away  with  its  character. 

80  I  took  her  hand  in  mine,  and  I  went  with  her  one  day  to 
the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Establishment  in  London,  and  when  the  gen- 
tleman come  to  speak  to  us,  I  says  to  him :  '  Now  I'll  tell  you 
what  I'll  do  with  you,  sir.  I  am  nothing  but  a  Cheap  Jack,  but 
of  late  years  I  have  laid  by  for  a  rainy  day  notwithstanding.  This 
is  my  only  daughter  (adopted),  and  you  can't  produce  a  deafer 
nor  a  dimiber.  Teach  her  the  most  that  can  be  taught  her  in  the 
sliortest  separation  that  can  be  named, — state  the  figure  for  it, — 
and  1  am  game  to  put  tlie  money  down.  I  won't  bate  you  a  single 
farthing,  sir,  but  I'll  put  down  the  money  here  and  now,  and  I'll 
tliankfully  throw  you  in  a  pound  to  take  it.  There  !'  The  gen- 
tleman smiled,  and  then,  '  Well,  well,'  says  he,  '  I  must  first  know 
what  she  has  learned  already.  How  do  you  communicate  with 
her]'  Tlien  I  showed  him,  and  she  wrote  in  printed  writing  many 
names  of  things  and  so  forth ;  and  we  held  some  sprightly  con- 
versation, Sophy  and  me,  about  a  little  story  in  a  book  which  the 
gentleman  showed  her,  and  which  she  was  able  to  read.    '  This  is 
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most  extraordinary,'  says  the  gentleman ;  *  is  it  possible  that 
you  have  been  her  only  teacher  V  '  I  have  been  her  only  teacher, 
sir,'  I  says,  '  besides  herself.'  '  Then,'  says  the  gentleman,  and 
more  acceptable  words  was  never  spoke  to  me,  *  you're  a  clever 
fellow,  and  a  good  fellow.'  This  he  makes  known  to  Sophy,  who 
kisses  his  hands,  claps  her  own,  and  laughs  and  cries  upon  it. 

We  saw  the  gentleman  fonr  times  in  all,  and  when  he  took 
down  my  name  and  asked  how  in  the  world  it  ever  chanced  to  be 
Doctor,  it  come  out  that  he  was  own  nephew  by  the  sister's  side, 
if  you'll  believe  me,  to  the  very  Doctor  that  I  was  called  after. 
This  made  our  footing  still  easier,  and  he  says  to  me : 

*  JSTow,  ^larigold,  tell  me  what  more  do  you  want  your  adopted 
daughter  to  know  ?' 

'  I  want  her,  sir,  to  be  cut  off  from  the  world  as  little  as  can 
be,  considering  her  deprivations,  and  therefore  to  be  able  to  read 
whatever  is  wrote  with  perfect  ease  and  pleasure.' 

*  My  good  fellow,'  urges  the  gentleman,  opening  his  eyes  wide, 
'  why,  /  can't  do  that  myself !' 

I  took  his  joke,  and  give  him  a  laugh  (knowing  by  experience 
how  flat  you  fall  without  it),  and  I  mended  my  words  accordingly. 

'  What  do  you  mean  to  do  with  her  afterwards  ?'  asks  the 
gentleman,  with  a  sort  of  a  doubtful  eye.  '  To  take  her  about  the 
country  ]' 

'  In  the  cart,  sir,  but  only  in  the  cart.  She  will  live  a  private  life, 
you  understand,  in  the  cart.  I  should  never  think  of  bringing  her 
infirmities  before  the  public.  I  wouldn't  make  a  show  of  her  for 
any  money.' 

The  gentleman  nodded,  and  seemed  to  approve. 

'  Well,'  says  he,  '  can  you  part  with  her  for  two  years  ?' 

*  To  do  her  that  good, — yes,  sir.' 

'  There's  another  question,'  says  the  gentleman,  looking  to- 
wards her, — '  can  she  part  with  you  for  two  years  V 

I  don't  know  that  it  was  a  harder  matter  of  itself  (for  the 
f)ther  was  hard  enough  to  me),  but  it  was  harder  to  get  over. 
However,  she  was  pacified  to  it  at  last,  and  the  separation  betwixt 
ns  was  settled.  How  it  cut  up  both  of  us  when  it  took  place,  and 
when  I  left  her  at  the  door  in  the  dark  of  an  evening,  I  don't  tell. 
But  I  know  this ;  remembering  that  night,  I  shall  never  pass  that 
sameestablishment  without  a  heartache  and  a  swelling  in  the  throat, 
and  I  couldn't  put  you  up  the  best  of  lots  in  sight  of  it  with  my 
usual  spirit, — no,  not  even  the  gun,  nor  the  pair  of  spectacles, — 
for  five  hundred  pound  reward  from  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the 
Home  Department,  and  throw  in  the  honour  of  putting  my  legs 
under  his  mahogany  arterwards. 
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Still,  the  loneliness  that  followed  in  the  cart  was  not  the  old 
loneliness,  because  there  was  a  term  put  to  it,  however  long  to  look 
forward  to;  and  because  I  could  think,  when  I  was  anyways  down, 
that  she  belonged  to  me  and  I  belonged  to  her.  Always  planning 
for  her  coming  back,  I  bought  in  a  few  months'  time  another  cart, 
and  what  do  you  think  I  planned  to  do  with  it?  I'll  tell  you.  I 
planned  to  fit  it  up  with  shelves  and  books  for  her  reading,  and 
to  have  a  seat  in  it  where  I  could  sit  and  see  her  read,  and  think 
that  I  had  been  her  first  teacher.  Not  hurrying  over  the  job,  j 
had  the  fittings  knocked  together  in  contriving  ways  under  my 
own  inspection,  and  here  was  her  bed  in  a  berth  witli  curtains,  and 
there  was  her  reading-table,  and  here  was  her  writing-desk,  and 
elsewhere  was  her  books  in  rows  upon  rows,  picters  and  no  picters, 
i)indings  and  no  bindings,  gilt-edged  and  plain,  just  as  I  could 
pick  'em  up  for  her  in  lots  up  and  down  the  country.  North  and 
South  and  West  and  East,  Winds  liked  best  and  winds  liked  least, 
Here  and  there  and  gone  astray.  Over  the  hills  and  far  away. 
And  when  I  had  got  together  pretty  well  as  many  books  as  the 
cart  would  neatly  hold,  a  new  scheme  come  into  my  head,  which, 
as  it  turned  out,  kept  my  time  and  attention  a  good  deal  employed, 
and  helped  me  over  the  two  years'  stile. 

Without  being  of  an  awaricious  temper,  I  like  to  be  the  owner 
of  things.  1  shouldn't  wish,  for  instance,  to  go  partners  with 
yourself  in  the  Cheap  Jack  cart.  It's  not  that  I  mistrust  you, 
but  that  I'd  rather  know  it  was  mine.  Similarly,  very  likely  you'd 
rather  know  it  was  yours.  Well !  A  kind  of  jealousy  began  to 
creep  into  my  mind  when  I  reflected  that  all  those  books  would 
have  been  read  by  other  people  long  before  they  was  read  by  her. 
It  seemed  to  take  away  from  her  being  the  owner  of  'em  like.  In 
this  way,  the  question  got  into  my  liead  ;  Couldn't  I  have  a  book 
new-made  express  for  her,  wiiich  she  should  be  the  first  to  read  ? 

It  pleased  me,  that  thought  did  ;  and  as  I  never  was  a  man 
to  let  a  thought  sleep  (you  must  wake  up  all  the  whole  family  of 
tlioaghts  you've  got  and  burn  their  nightcaps,  or  you  won't  do  in 
the  Cheap  Jack  line),  I  set  to  work  at  it.  Considering  that  1  was 
in  the  habit  of  changing  so  much  about  the  country,  and  that  I 
should  have  to  find  out  a  literary  character  here  to  make  a  deal 
with,  and  another  literary  character  there  to  make  a  deal  with,  as 
opportunities  pi'esented,  I  hit  on  the  plan  that  this  same  book 
should  be  a  general  miscellaneous  lot, — like  the  razors,  flat-iron, 
chronometer  watch,  dinner  plates,  rolling-pin,  and  looking-glass, 
— and  shouldn't  bo  otl'ered  as  a  single  iudiwidual  article,  like  the 
spei^tacles  or  the  gun.  When  I  had  come  to  that  ccnclusiou,  I 
come  to  another,  which  shall  likewise  be  yours. 
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Often  had  I  regretted  that  she  never  had  heard  me  on  the 
footboard,  and  that  she  never  could  hear  me.  It  ain't  that  /  am 
vain,  but  that  i^m  don't  like  to  put  your  own  light  under  a  bushel. 
What's  the  worth  of  your  reputation,  if  you  can't  convey  the  rea- 
son for  it  to  the  person  you  most  wish  to  value  it  1  Now  I'll  put 
it  to  you.  Is  it  worth  sixpence,  fippence,  fourpence,  threepence, 
twopence,  a  penny,  a  halfpenny,  a  farthing  ?  Xo,  it  ain't.  Not 
worth  a  farthing.  Very  well,  then.  My  conclusion  was  that  I 
would  begin  her  boob  with  some  account  of  myself.  So  that, 
through  reading  a  specimen  or  two  of  me  on  the  footboard,  she 
might  form  an  idea  of  my  merits  there.  I  was  aware  that  I 
couldn't  do  myself  justice.  A  man  can't  write  his  eye  (at  least  / 
don't  know  how  to),  nor  yet  can  a  man  write  his  voice,  nor  the 
rate  of  his  talk,  nor  the  quickness  of  his  action,  nor  his  general 
spicy  way.  But  he  can  write  his  turns  of  speech,  when  he  is  a 
public  speaker, — and  indeed  I  have  heard  that  he  very  often  doe-:-, 
before  he  speaks  'em. 

Well !  Having  formed  that  resolution,  then  come  the  ques- 
tion of  a  name.  How  did  I  hammer  that  hot  iron  into  shape.? 
This  way.  The  most  difficult  explanation  I  had  ever  had  with 
her  was,  how  I  come  to  be  called  Doctor,  and  yet  was  no  Doctor. 
After  all,  I  felt  that  I  had  failed  of  getting  it  correctly  into  her 
mind,  with  my  utmost  pains.  But  trusting  to  her  improvement 
in  the  two  years,  I  thought  that  I  might  trust  to  her  understand- 
ing it  when  she  should  come  to  read  it  as  put  down  by  my  own 
hand.  Then  I  thought  I  would  try  a  joke  with  her  and  watch 
how  it  took,  by  which  of  itself  I  might  fully  judge  of  her  under- 
standing it.  We  had  first  discovered  the  mistake  we  had  dropped 
into,  through  her  having  asked  me  to  prescribe  for  her  when  she 
had  supposed  me  to  be  a  Doctor  in  a  medical  point  of  view ;  so 
thinks  I,  *  Now,  if  I  give  this  book  the  name  of  my  Prescriptions, 
and  if  she  catches  the  idea  that  my  only  Prescriptions  are  for  her 
amusement  and  interest, — to  make  her  laugh  in  a  pleasant  way, 
or  to  make  her  cry  in  a  pleasant  way, — it  will  be  a  delightful 
pi'oof  to  both  of  us  that  we  have  got  over  our  difficulty.  It  fell 
out  to  absolute  perfection.  For  when  she  saw  the  book,  as  I  had 
it  got  up, — the  printed  and  pressed  book, — lying  on  her  desk  in 
her  cart,  and  saw  the  title.  Doctor  Marigold's  Prescriptions, 
she  looked  at  me  for  a  moment  with  astonishment,  then  fluttered 
the  leaves,  then  broke  out  a  laughing  in  the  charmingest  way,  then 
felt  her  pulse  and  shook  her  head,  then  turned  the  pages  pretend- 
ing to  read  them  most  attentive,  then  kissed  the  book  to  me,  ami 
put  it  to  her  bosom  with  both  her  hands.  I  never  was  betiei 
pleased  in  all  my  life  I 
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But  let  me  not  anticipate.  (I  take  that  expression  out  of  a 
lot  of  romances  I  bought  for  her.  I  never  opened  a  single  one  of 
'em — and  I  have  opened  many — but  I  found  the  romancer  saying 
'  let  me  not  anticipate.'  Which  being  so,  I  wonder  why  he  did 
anticipate,  or  wlio  asked  him  to  it.)  Let  me  not,  1  say,  anticipate. 
This  same  book  took  up  all  my  spare  time.  It  was  no  play  to 
get  the  other  articles  together  in  the  general  miscellaneous  lot,  but 
when  it  come  to  my  own  article  !  There  !  1  couldn't  have  be- 
lieved the  blotting,  nor  yet  the  buckling  to  at  it,  nor  the  patience 
over  it.  Which  again  is  like  the  footboard.  The  public  have  no 
idea. 

At  last  it  was  done,  and  the  two  years'  time  was  gone  after 
all  the  other  time  before  it,  and  where  it's  all  gone  to,  who  knows  1 
The  new  cart  was  finished, — yellow  outside,  relieved  with  wer- 
niilion  and  brass  fittings, — the  old  horse  was  put  in  it,  a  new  'un 
and  a  boy  being  laid  on  for  the  Cheap  Jack  cart, — and  I  cleaned 
myself  up  to  go  and  fetch  her.  Bright  cold  weather  it  was,  cart- 
chimneys  smoking,  carts  pitched  private  on  a  piece  of  waste  ground 
over  at  Wandsworth,  where  you  may  see  'em  from  the  Sou'westeru 
llailway  when  not  upon  the  road.  (Look  out  of  the  right-hand 
window  going  down.) 

'  Marigold,'  says  the  gentleman,  giving  his  hand  hearty,  '  I  am 
very  glad  to  see  you.' 

'  Yet  I  have  my  doubts,  sir,'  says  I,  '  if  you  can  be  half  as  glad 
to  see  me  as  I  am  to  see  you.' 

'  The  time  has  appeared  so  long, — has  it.  Marigold  ]' 

*  I  won't  say  that,  sir,  considering  its  real  length ;  but — ' 

*  What  a  start,  my  good  fellow  1' 

Ah  !  I  should  think  it  was  !  Grown  such  a  woman,  so  pretty, 
so  intelligent,  so  expressive !  I  knew  then  that  she  must  be  really 
like  my  child,  or  I  could  never  have  known  her,  standing  quiet  by 
the  door. 

'  You  are  affected,'  says  the  gentleman  in  a  kindly  manner. 

'  I  feel,  sir,'  says  I,  '  that  I  am  but  a  rough  chap  in  a  sleeved 
waistcoat.' 

*  1  feel,'  says  the  gentleman,  '  that  it  was  you  who  raised  her 
from  misery'  and  degradation,  and  brought  her  into  communica- 
tion with  her  kind.  But  why  do  we  converse  alone  together,  when 
we  can  converse  so  well  with  her?  Address  her  in  your  own 
way.' 

*  I  am  such  a  rough  chap  in  a  sleeved  waistcoat,  sir,'  says  I, 
'  and  she  is  such  a  graceful  woman,  and  she  stands  so  quiet  at  the 
door  !' 

'  Try  if  she  moves  at  the  old  sign,'  says  the  gentleman. 
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They  had  got  it  up  together  o'  purpose  to  please  me  !  For 
when  I  give  her  the  old  sign,  she  rushed  to  my  feet,  and  dropped 
upon  her  knees,  holding  up  her  hands  to  me  with  pouring  tears  of 
love  and  joy;  and  when  I  took  her  hands  and  lifted  her,  she 
clasped  me  round  the  neck,  and  lay  there ;  and  I  don't  know  what 
a  fool  I  didn't  make  of  myself,  until  we  all  three  settled  do^vn  into 
talking  without  sound,  as  if  there  was  a  something  soft  and  plea- 
sant spread  over  the  whole  world  for  us. 

[A  portion  is  here  omitted  from  the  text,  having  reference  to 
the  sketches  contributed  by  other  writers  ;  but  the  reader  will  be 
pleased  to  have  what  follow  retained  in  a  note  : 

'  Now  I'll  tell  you  what  I  am  a  going  to  do  with  you.  I  am  a 
going  to  offer  you  the  general  miscellaneous  lot,  her  own  book, 
never  read  by  anybody  else  but  me,  added  to  and  completed  by  me 
after  her  first  reading  of  it,  eight-and-forty  printed  pages,  six-and- 
ninety  columns,  "Whiting's  own  work,  Beaufort  House  to  wit, 
thrown  ofE  by  the  steam- ingine,  best  of  paper,  beautiful  green 
wrapper,  folded  like  clean  linen  come  home  from  the  clear- starcher's, 
and  so  exquisitely  stitched  that,  regarded  as  a  piece  of  needlework 
alone  it's  better  than  the  sampler  of  a  seamstress  undergoing  a 
Competitive  Examination  for  Starvation  before  the  Civil  Service 
Commissioners — aud  I  offer  the  lot  for  what  ?  For  eight  pound  ? 
Not  so  much.  For  six  pound?  Less.  For  four  pound?  Why, 
I  hardly  expect  you  to  believe  me,  but  that's  the  sum.  Four  pound ! 
The  stitching  alone  cost  half  as  much  again.  Here's  forty-eight 
original  pages,  ninety-six  original  columns,  for  four  pound.  You 
want  more  for  the  money  ?  Take  it.  Three  whole  pages  of  adver- 
tisements of  thrilling  interest  thrown  in  for  nothing.  Read  'em  and 
believe  'em.  More  ?  My  best  of  wishes  for  your  merry  Christmases 
and  your  happy  New  Years,  your  long  lives  and  your  true  pro- 
sperities. Worth  twenty  pound  good  if  they  are  delivered  as  I  send 
them.  Remember !  Here's  a  final  prescription  added,  "  To  be 
taken  for  life,"  which  will  tell  you  how  the  cart  broke  down,  and 
where  the  journey  ended.  You  think  Four  Pound  too  much  ?  And 
still  you  think  so  ?  Come !  Ill  tell  you  what  then.  Say  Four 
Pence,  and  keep  the  secret.'] 

So  every  item  of  my  plan  was  crovraed  with  success.  Our  re- 
united life  was  more  than  all  that  we  had  looked  forward  to.  Con- 
tent and  joy  went  with  us  as  the  wheels  of  the  two  carts  went 
round,  and  the  same  stopped  with  us  when  the  two  carts  stopped. 
I  was  as  pleased  and  as  proud  as  a  Pug-Dog  with  his  muzzle 
black-leaded  for  a  evening-party,  and  his  tail  extra  curled  by 
machinery. 

But  I  had  left  something  out  of  my  calculations.  Now,  what 
had  I  left  out  ?  To  help  you  to  a  guess,  I'll  say,  a  figure.  Come. 
Make  a  guess,  and  guess  right.     Naught]     No.     Niue?     No. 
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Eight?  No.  Seven?  No.  Six?  No.  Five?  No.  Four? 
No.  Three?  No.  Two?  No.  One?  No.  Now  I'll  tell  you 
what  I'll  do  with  yon.  I'll  say  it's  another  sort  of  figure  alto- 
gether. There.  Why  then,  says  you,  it's  a  mortal  figure.  No, 
nor  yet  a  mortal  figure.  By  such  means  you  get  yourself  penned 
into  a  comer,  and  you  can't  help  guessing  a  mmortal  figure.  That's 
about  it.     Why  didn't  you  say  so  sooner? 

Yes.  It  was  a  immortal  figure  that  I  had  altogether  left  out 
of  my  calculations.  Neither  man's  nor  woman's,  but  a  child's. 
Girl's,  or  boy's  ?  Boy's.  '  I,  says  the  sparrow,  with  my  bow  and 
arrow.'     Now  you  have  got  it. 

We  were  down  at  Lancaster,  and  I  had  done  two  nights  more 
than  fair  average  business  (though  I  cannot  in  honour  recommend 
them  as  a  quick  audience)  in  the  open  square  there,  near  the  end 
of  the  street  where  Mr.  Sly's  King's  Arms  and  Eoyal  Hotel  stands. 
Mim's  travelling  giant,  otlierwise  Pickleson,  happened  at  the  selt- 
same  time  to  be  a  trying  it  on  in  the  town.  The  genteel  lay  was 
adopted  with  him.  No  hint  of  a  van.  Green  baize  alcove  leading 
up  to  Pickleson  in  a  Auction  Room.  Printed  poster,  '  Free  list 
suspended,  with  the  exception  of  that  proud  boast  of  an  enlight- 
ened country,  a  free  press.  Schools  admitted  by  private  arrange- 
ment. Nothing  to  raise  a  blush  in  the  cheek  of  youth  or  shock 
the  most  fastidious.'  Mini  swearing  most  horrible  and  terrific,  in 
a  pink  calico  pay-place,  at  the  slackness  of  the  public.  Serious 
handbill  in  the  shops,  importing  tliat  it  was  all  but  impossible  to 
come  to  a  right  understanding  of  the  history  of  David  without 
seeing  Pickleson. 

I  went  to  the  Auction  Room  in  question,  and  T  found  it  en- 
tirely empty  of  everything  but  echoes  and  monldiness,  with  the 
single  exception  of  Pickleson  on  a  piece  of  red  drugget.  This 
suited  my  purpose,  as  I  wanted  a  private  and  confidential  word 
with  him,  which  was  :  '  Pickleson.  Owing  much  happiness  to  you, 
I  put  you  in  my  will  for  a  fypunnote;  but,  to  save  trouble,  here's 
fourpunten  down,  which  may  equally  suit  your  views,  and  let  us 
so  conclude  the  transaction.'  Pickleson,  who  up  to  that  remark 
had  had  the  dejected  appearance  of  a  long  Roman  rushlight  that 
couldn't  anyhow  get  lighted,  brightened  up  at  his  top  extremity, 
and  made  his  acknowledgments  in  a  way  which  (for  him)  was 
jiarliamentary  eloquence.  He  likewise  did  add,  that,  having  ceased 
to  draw  as  a  Roman,  Mini  had  made  proposals  for  his  going  in  as 
a  conwerted  Indian  (iiant  worked  upon  by  The  Dairyman's  Daugh- 
ter. This,  Pickleson,  having  no  acquaintance  with  the  tract  named 
after  that  young  woman,  and  not  being  willing  to  couple  gag  with 
his  serious  views,  had  declined  to  do,  thereby  leading  to  words 
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and  the  total  stoppage  of  the  unfortunate  young  man's  beer.  All 
of  which,  during  the  whole  of  the  interview,  was  conhrmed  by  the 
ferocious  growling  of  Mim  down  below  in  the  pay-place,  which 
shook  the  giant  like  a  leaf. 

But  what  was  to  the  present  point  in  the  remarks  of  the  tra- 
velling giant,  otherwise  Pickleson,  was  this  :  '  Doctor  Marigold,' 
— I  give  his  words  without  a  hope  of  conweying  their  feebleness, 
— '  who  is  the  strange  young  man  that  hangs  about  your  carts  V 
— '  The  strange  young  man  V  I  gives  him  back,  thinking  that  he 
meant  her,  and  his  languid  circulation  had  dropped  a  syllable.  '  Doc- 
tor,' he  returns,  with  a  pathos  calculated  to  draw  a  tear  from  even  a 
manly  eye, '  I  am  weak,  but  not  so  weak  yet  as  that  I  don't  know 
my  words.  I  repeat  them.  Doctor.  The  strange  young  man.'  It 
then  appeared  that  Pickleson,  being  forced  to  stretch  his  legs  (not 
that  they  wanted  it)  only  at  times  when  he  couldn't  be  seen  for 
nothing,  to  wit  in  the  dead  of  the  night  and  towards  daybreak, 
had  twice  seen  hanging  about  my  carts,  in  that  same  town  of  Lan- 
caster where  I  had  been  only  two  nights,  this  same  unknown  young 
man. 

It  put  me  rather  out  of  sorts.  What  it  meant  as  to  particu- 
lars I  no  more  foreboded  then  than  you  forebode  now,  but  it  put 
me  rather  out  of  sorts.  Howsoever,  I  made  light  of  it  to  Pickle- 
son, and  I  took  leave  of  Pickleson,  advising  him  to  spend  his 
legacy  in  getting  up  his  stamina,  and  to  continue  to  stand  by  his 
religion.  Towards  morning  I  kept  a  look-out  for  the  strange  young 
man,  and — what  was  more — I  saw  the  strange  young  man.  He 
was  well  dressed  and  well  looking.  He  loitered  very  nigh  my  carts, 
watching  them  like  as  if  he  was  taking  care  of  them,  and  soon 
after  daybreak  turned  and  went  away.  I  sent  a  hail  after  him, 
but  he  never  started  or  looked  round,  or  took  the  smallest  notice. 

We  left  Lancaster  within  an  hour  or  two,  on  our  way  towards 
Carlisle.  Next  morning,  at  daybreak,  I  looked  out  again  for  the 
strange  young  man.  I  did  not  see  him.  But  next  morning  I 
looked  out  again,  and  there  he  was  once  more.  I  sent  another 
hail  after  him,  but  as  before  he  gave  not  the  slightest  sign  of  being 
anyways  disturbed.  This  put  a  thought  into  my  head.  Acting 
on  it,  I  watched  him  in  ditferent  manners  and  at  different  times 
not  necessary  to  enter  into,  till  I  found  that  this  strange  youug 
man  was  deaf  and  dumb. 

The  discovery  turned  me  over,  because  I  knew  that  a  part  of 
that  establishment  where  she  had  been  was  allotted  to  young  men 
(some  of  them  well  off),  and  I  thonght  to  myself,  '  If  she  favours 
him,  where  am  I  ?  and  where  is  all  that  I  have  worked  and  planned 
furf    Hoping — I  must  confess  to  the  seltishness — that  she  might 
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not  favour  him,  I  set  myself  to  find  out.  At  last  I  was  by  acci 
dent  present  at  a  meeting  between  them  in  the  open  air,  looking 
on  leaning  behind  a  fir-tree  without  their  knowing  of  it.  It  was  a 
moving  meeting  for  all  the  three  parties  concerned.  I  knew  every 
syllable  that  passed  between  them  as  well  as  they  did.  I  listened 
with  my  eyes,  which  had  come  to  be  as  quick  and  true  with  deaf- 
and-dumb  conversation  as  my  ears  with  the  talk  of  people  that  can 
speak.  He  was  a-going  out  to  China  as  clerk  in  a  merchant's 
house,  which  his  father  had  been  before  him.  He  was  in  circum- 
stances to  keep  a  wife,  and  he  wanted  her  to  marry  him,  and  go 
along  with  him.  She  persisted,  no.  He  asked  if  she  didn't  love 
him.^  Yes,  she  loved  him  dearly,  dearly;  but  she  could  never  dis- 
'Jppoint  her  beloved,  good,  noble,  generous,  and  I-don't-know-what- 
all  father  (meaning  me,  the  Cheap  Jack  in  the  sleeved  waistcoat), 
and  she  woi;ld  stay  with  him,  Heaven  bless  him  !  though  it  was 
to  break  her  heart.  Then  she  cried  most  bitterly,  and  that  made 
up  my  mind. 

While  my  mind  had  been  in  an  unsettled  state  about  her  favour- 
ing this  young  man,  I  had  felt  that  unreasonable  towards  Pickle- 
son,  that  it  was  well  for  him  he  had  got  his  legacy  down.  For  I 
<jften  thought,  '  If  it  hadn't  been  for  this  same  weak-minded  giant, 
I  might  never  have  come  to  trouble  my  head  and  wex  my  soul 
about  the  young  man.'  But,  once  that  I  knew  she  loved  him, — 
once  that  I  had  seen  her  weep  for  him, —  it  was  a  different  thing. 
I  made  it  right  in  my  mind  with  Pickleson  on  the  spot,  and  I 
shook  myself  together  to  do  what  was  right  by  all. 

She  had  left  the  young  man  by  that  time  (for  it  took  a  few 
minutes  to  get  me  thoroughly  well  shook  together),  and  the  young 
man  was  leaning  against  another  of  the  fir-trees, — of  which  there 
was  a  cluster, — with  his  face  upon  his  arm.  I  touched  him  on  the 
back.  Looking  up  and  seeing  me,  he  says,  in  our  deaf-and-dumb 
talk,  '  Do  not  be  angry.' 

*  I  am  not  angry,  good  boy.  I  am  your  friend.  Come  with 
me.' 

I  left  him  at  the  foot  of  the  steps  of  the  Library  Cart,  and  I 
went  up  alone.     She  was  drying  her  eyes. 
'  You  have  been  crying,  my  dear.' 
'  Yes,  father.' 
'Why?' 

*  A  headache.' 

*  ^oi  a  heartache  V 

'  1  said  a  headache,  father.' 

'  Doctor  ^larigold  must  prescribe  for  that  headache.' 

She  took  up  the  book  of  my  Prescriptions,  and  held  it  up  with 
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a  forced  smile;  bat  seeing^  me  keep  still  and  look  earnest,  she 
softly  laid  it  down  again,  and  her  eyes  were  very  atteutive- 

*  The  Prescription  is  not  there,  Sophy.' 

*  Where  is  it  V 

*  Here,  my  dear.' 

I  brought  her  young  husband  in,  and  I  put  her  hand  in  his, 
and  my  only  farther  words  to  both  of  them  were  these  :  '  Doctor 
Marigold's  last  Prescription.  To  be  taken  for  life.'  After  which 
I  bolted. 

When  the  wedding  come  off,  I  mounted  a  coat  (blue,  and  bright 
buttons),  for  the  first  and  last  time  in  all  my  days,  and  I  give 
Sophy  away  with  my  own  hand.  There  were  only  us  three  and 
the  gentleman  who  had  had  charge  of  her  for  those  two  years.  I 
give  the  wedding  dinner  of  four  in  the  Library  Cart.  Pigeon-pie, 
a  leg  of  pickled  pork,  a  pair  of  fowls,  and  suitable  garden  stuff. 
The  best  of  drinks.  I  give  them  a  speech,  and  the  gentleman 
give  us  a  speech,  and  all  our  jokes  told,  and  the  whole  went  off 
like  a  sky-rocket.  In  the  course  of  the  entertainment  1  explained 
to  Sophy  that  I  should  keep  the  Library  Cart  as  my  living-cart 
when  not  upon  the  road,  and  that  I  should  keep  all  her  books  for 
her  just  as  they  stood,  till  she  come  back  to  claim  them.  So  she 
went  to  China  with  her  young  husband,  and  it  was  a  parting  sor- 
rowful and  heavy,  and  I  got  the  boy  I  had  another  service ;  and 
so  as  of  old,  when  my  child  and  wife  were  gone,  I  went  plodding 
along  alone,  with  my  whip  over  my  shoulder,  at  the  old  horse's 
head. 

Sophy  wrote  me  many  letters,  and  I  wrote  her  many  *etters. 
About  the  end  of  the  first  year  she  sent  me  one  in  an  unsteady 
hand :  '  Dearest  father,  not  a  week  ago  I  had  a  darling  little 
daughter,  but  I  am  so  well  that  they  let  me  write  these  words  to 
you.  Dearest  and  best  father,  I  hope  my  child  may  not  be  deaf 
and  dumb,  but  I  do  not  yet  know.'  When  I  wrote  back,  I  hinted 
the  question ;  but  as  Sophy  never  answered  that  question,  I  felt  it 
to  be  a  sad  one,  and  I  never  repeated  it.  For  a  long  time  our 
letters  were  regular,  but  then  they  got  irregular,  throngh  Sophy's 
husband  being  moved  to  another  station,  and  throngli  my  being 
always  on  the  move.  But  we  were  in  one  another's  thoughts,  I 
was  equally  sure,  letters  or  no  letters. 

Five  years,  odd  months,  had  gone  since  Sophy  went  away.  I 
was  still  the  King  of  the  Cheap  Jacks,  and  at  a  greater  height  of 
popularity  than  ever.  I  had  had  a  first-rate  autumn  of  it,  and  on 
the  twenty-third  of  December,  one  thousand  eight  hundred  and 
sixty-four,  I  found  myself  at  Uxbridge,  Middlesex,  clean  sold  out. 
So  I  jogged  up  to  London  with  the  old  horse,  light  and  easy,  to 
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have  my  Christmas-eve  and  Christmas-day  alone  by  the  fire  in  the 
Library  Cart,  and  then  to  buy  a  regular  new  stock  of  goods  all 
round,  to  sell  'em  again  and  get  the  money. 

I  am  a  neat  hand  at  cookery,  and  I'll  tell  you  what  I  knocked 
up  for  my  Christmas-eve  dinner  in  the  Library  Cart.  I  knocked 
up  a  beefsteak-pudding  for  one,  with  two  kidneys,  a  dozen  oysters, 
and  a  couple  of  mushrooms  thrown  in.  It's  a  pudding  to  put  a 
man  in  good  humour  with  everything,  except  the  two  bottom  but- 
tons of  his  waistcoat.  Having  relished  that  pudding  and  cleared 
away,  I  turned  the  lamp  low,  and  sat  down  by  the  light  of  the  fire, 
watching  it  as  it  shone  upon  the  backs  of  Sophy's  books. 

Sophy's  books  so  brought  up  Sophy's  self,  that  I  saw  her 
touching  face  quite  plainly,  before  I  dropped  off  dozing  by  the 
fire.  This  may  be  a  reason  why  Sophy,  with  her  deaf-and-dumb 
child  in  her  arms,  seemed  to  stand  silent  by  me  all  through  my 
nap.  I  was  on  the  road,  off  the  road,  in  all  sorts  of  places,  North 
and  South  and  West  and  East,  Winds  liked  best  and  winds  liked 
least.  Here  and  there  and  gone  astray.  Over  the  hills  and  far  away, 
and  still  she  stood  silent  by  me,  with  her  silent  child  in  her  arms. 
Even  when  I  woke  with  a  start,  she  seemed  to  vanish,  as  if  she 
had  stood  by  me  in  that  very  place  only  a  single  instant  before. 

I  had  started  at  a  real  sound,  and  the  sound  was  on  the  steps 
of  the  cart.  It  was  the  light  hurried  tread  of  a  child,  coming 
clambering  up.  That  tread  of  a  child  had  once  been  so  familiar 
to  me,  that  for  half  a  moment  I  believed  I  was  a-going  to  see  a 
little  ghost. 

But  the  touch  of  a  real  child  was  laid  upon  the  outer  handle 
of  the  door,  and  the  handle  turned,  and  the  door  opened  a  little 
way,  and  a  real  child  peeped  in.  A  bright  little  comely  girl  with 
large  dark  eyes. 

Looking  full  at  me,  the  tiny  creature  took  off  her  mite  of  a 
straw  hat,  and  a  quantity  of  dark  curls  fell  all  about  her  face.  Then 
she  opened  her  lips,  and  said  in  a  pretty  voice, 

'  Grandfather !' 

'  Ah,  my  God  !'  I  cries  out.     *  She  can  speak  1' 

*  Yes,  dear  grandfather.  And  I  am  to  ask  you  whether  there 
was  ever  any  one  that  I  remind  you  of?' 

In  a  moment  Sophy  was  round  my  neck,  as  well  as  the  child, 
and  her  husband  was  a-wringing  my  hand  with  his  face  hid,  and 
we  all  had  to  shake  ourselves  together  before  we  could  get  over  it. 
And  when  we  did  begin  to  get  over  it,  and  I  saw  the  pretty  child 
a-talking,  pleased  and  quick  and  eager  and  busy,  to  her  mother, 
in  the  signs  that  I  had  first  taught  her  mother,  the  happy  and 
yet  pitying  tears  fell  rolling  down  my  face. 
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TWO  GHOST  STORIES, 


I. 

THE  TRIAL  FOR  MURDER.* 

I  HAVE  always  noticed  a  prevalent  want  of  courage,  even  among 
persons  of  superior  intelligence  and  culture,  as  to  imparting  theii 
own  psychological  experiences  when  those  have  been  of  a  strange 
sort.  Almost  all  men  are  afraid  that  what  they  could  relate  in 
such  wise  would  find  no  parallel  or  response  in  a  listener's  internal 
life,  and  might  be  suspected  or  laughed  at.  A  truthful  traveller, 
who  should  have  seen  some  extraordinary  creature  in  the  likeness 
of  a  sea-serpent,  would  have  no  fear  of  mentioning  it ;  but  the 
same  traveller,  having  had  some  singular  presentiment,  impulse, 
vagary  of  thought,  vision  (so-called),  dream,  or  other  remarkable 
mental  impression,  would  hesitate  considerably  before  he  would 
own  to  it.  To  this  reticence  1  attribute  much  of  the  obscurity  in 
which  such  subjects  are  mvolved.  We  do  not  habitually  commu- 
nicate our  experiences  of  these  subjective  things  as  we  do  our  ex- 
periences of  objective  creation.  The  consequence  is,  that  the 
general  stock  of  experience  in  this  regard  appears  exceptional,  and 
really  is  so,  in  respect  of  being  miserably  imperfect. 

In  what  I  am  going  to  relate,  I  have  no  intention  of  setting 
up,  opposing,  or  supporting,  any  theory  whatever.  1  know  the 
history  of  the  Bookseller  of  Berlin,  I  have  studied  the  case  of  the 
wife  of  a  late  Astronomer  lloyal  as  related  by  iSir  David  Brewster, 
and  I  have  followed  the  minutest  details  of  a  much  more  remark- 
able case  of  Spectral  llluhion  occurring  within  my  private  circle  of 
friends.  It  may  be  necessary  to  state  as  to  this  last,  that  the 
sufferer  (a  lady)  was  in  no  degree,  however  distant,  related  to  me. 
A  mistaken  assuinptiun  on  that  head  might  suggest  an  explana- 

•  This  paper  appeared   as  a  chapter  '  To  be  taken  with  a  Gra!ii  of 
S»U,'  in  J)r.  Marjguld'b  uifscriptiuu^. 

bb 


^70  TWO  GHOST  STORIES. 

tion  of  a  part  of  my  own  case, — but  only  a  part, — which  would  be 
wholly  without  foundation.  It  cannot  be  referred  to  my  inherit- 
ance of  any  developed  peculiarity,  nor  had  I  ever  before  any  at  all 
.similar  experience,  nor  have  I  ever  had  any  at  all  similar  expe- 
rience since. 

It  does  not  signify  how  many  years  ago,  or  how  few,  a  certain 
nnirder  was  committed  in  England,  which  attracted  great  atten- 
tion. We  hear  more  than  enough  of  murden-rs  as  they  rise  in 
succession  to  their  atrocious  eminence,  and  I  would  bury  the  memory 
of  this  particular  brute,  if  I  could,  as  his  body  was  buried,  in  New- 
gate Jail.  I  purposely  abstain  from  giving  any  direct  clue  to  the 
criminal's  individuality. 

When  the  murder  was  first  discovered,  no  suspicion  fell — or  I 
ought  rather  to  say,  for  I  cannot  be  too  precise  in  my  facts,  it  was 
nowhere  publicly  hinted  that  any  suspicion  fell — on  the  man  who 
was  afterwards  brought  to  trial.  As  no  reference  was  at  that 
time  made  to  him  in  the  newspapers,  it  is  obviously  impossible 
that  any  description  of  him  can  at  that  time  have  been  given  in 
the  newspapers.     It  is  essential  that  this  fact  be  remembered. 

Unfolding  at  breakfast  my  morning  paper,  containing  the 
account  of  that  first  discovery,  I  found  it  to  be  deeply  interesting, 
and  I  read  it  with  close  attention.  I  read  it  twice,  if  not  three 
times.  The  discovery  had  been  made  in  a  bedroom,  and,  when  I 
laid  down  the  paper,  I  was  aware  of  a  flash — rush — flow — I  do 
not  know  what  to  call  it, — no  word  I  can  find  is  satisfactorily  de- 
scriptive,— in  which  I  seemed  to  see  that  bedroom  passing  through 
my  room,  like  a  picture  impossibly  painted  on  a  running  river. 
Though  almost  instantaneous  in  its  passing,  it  was  perfectly  clear ; 
so  clear  that  I  distinctly,  and  with  a  sense  of  rehef,  observed  the 
absence  of  the  dead  body  from  the  bed. 

It  was  in  no  romantic  place  that  I  liad  this  curious  sensation, 
but  in  chambers  in  Piccadilly,  very  near  to  the  corner  of  St. 
James's-street.  It  was  entirely  new  to  me.  I  was  in  my  easy- 
chair  at  the  moment,  and  the  sensation  was  accompanied  with  a 
jieculiar  shiver  which  started  the  cliair  from  its  position.  (But  it 
is  to  be  noted  that  the  chair  ran  easily  on  castors.)  I  went  to  one 
of  the  windows  (there  are  two  in  the  room,  and  the  room  is  on  the 
second  floor)  to  refresh  my  eyes  with  the  moving  olijects  down  in 
Piccadilly.  It  was  a  bright  autumn  morning,  and  the  street  was 
S|iarkling  and  cheerful.  The  wind  was  high.  As  I  looked  out, 
it  brought  down  from  the  Park  a  quantity  of  fallen  leaves,  which 
a  gust  took,  and  whirled  into  a  s[)iral  pillar.  As  the  pillar  fell 
and  the  leaves  d;s})ersed,  1  saw  two  men  on  the  opposite  side  of 
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the  way,  going  from  West  to  East.  They  were  one  behind  the 
other.  Tlie  foremost  man  often  looked  back  over  his  shoulder. 
The  second  man  followed  him,  at  a  distance  of  some  thirty  paces, 
with  his  right  hand  menacingly  raised.  First,  the  singularity  and 
steadiness  of  this  threatening  gesture  in  so  public  a  thoroughfare 
attracted  my  attention ;  and  next,  the  more  remarkable  circum- 
stance that  nobody  heeded  it.  Both  men  threaded  their  way 
among  the  other  passengers  with  a  smoothness  hardly  consistent 
even  with  the  action  of  walking  on  a  pavement ;  and  no  single 
creature,  that  I  could  see,  gave  them  place,  touched  them,  or  looked 
after  them.  In  passing  before  my  windows,  they  both  stared  up 
at  me.  I  saw  their  two  faces  very  distinctly,  and  I  knew  that  I 
could  recognise  them  anywhere.  Not  that  I  had  consciously  noticed 
anything  very  remarkable  in  either  face,  except  tliat  the  man  who 
went  first  had  an  unusually  lowering  appearance,  and  that  the 
face  of  the  man  who  followed  him  was  of  the  colour  of  impure  wax. 

I  am  a  bachelor,  and  my  valet  and  his  wife  constitute  my  whole 
establishment.  My  occupation  is  in  a  certain  Branch  Bank,  and 
I  wish  that  my  duties  as  head  of  a  Department  were  as  light  as 
they  are  popularly  supposed  to  be.  They  kept  me  in  town  that 
autumn,  when  I  stood  in  need  of  change.  I  was  not  ill,  but  I  was 
not  well.  My  reader  is  to  make  the  most  that  can  be  reasonably 
made  of  my  feeling  jaded,  having-  a  depressing  sense  upon  me  of 
a  monotonous  life,  and  being  '  slightly  dyspeptic'  I  am  assured 
by  my  renowned  doctor  that  my  real  state  of  health  at  that  time 
justifies  no  stronger  description,  and  I  quote  his  own  Irom  his 
written  answer  to  my  request  for  it. 

As  the  circumstances  of  the  murder,  gradually  unravelling, 
took  stronger  and  stronger  possession  of  the  pubhc  mind,  I  kept 
them  away  from  mine  hy  knowing  as  little  about  them  as  was  pos- 
sible in  the  midst  of  the  universal  excitement.  But  1  knew  that 
a  verdict  of  Wilful  Murder  had  been  found  against  the  suspected 
murderer,  and  that  he  had  been  committed  to  Newgate  for  trial. 
I  also  knew  that  his  trial  had  been  postponed  over  one  Sessions  of 
the  Central  Criminal  Court,  on  the  gnnuid  of  general  prejudice 
and  want  of  time  for  the  preparation  of  the  defence.  I  may  fur- 
ther have  known,  but  I  believe  I  did  not,  when,  or  about  when, 
the  Sessions  to  which  his  trial  stood  postponed  would  come  on. 

My  sitting-room,  bedroom,  and  dressing-room,  are  all  on  one 
floor.  With  the  last  there  is  no  comumnication  but  through  the 
bedroom.  True,  there  is  a  door  in  it,  once  communicating  with 
the  staircase;  but  a  part  of  the  fitting  of  my  bath  has  been — and 
had  then  been  lor  some  years — fixed  across  it.       At  the  bame 
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period,  and  as  a  part  of  the  same  arrangement,  the  door  had  been 

nailed  up  and  canvased  over. 

I  was  standing  in  my  bedroom  late  one  night,  giving  some 
liirections  to  my  servant  before  he  went  to  bed.  My  face  was  to- 
wards the  only  available  door  of  communication  with  the  dressing- 
room,  and  it  was  closed.  My  servant's  back  was  towards  that 
door.  While  I  was  speaking  to  him,  I  saw  it  open,  and  a  man 
look  in,  who  very  earnestly  and  mysteriously  beckoned  to  me. 
That  man  was  the  man  who  had  gone  second  of  the  two  along 
Piccadilly,  and  whose  face  was  of  the  colour  of  impure  wax. 

The  figure,  having  beckoned,  drew  back,  and  closed  the  door. 
With  no  longer  pause  than  was  made  by  my  crossing  the  bed- 
room, I  opened  the  dressing-room  door,  and  looked  in.  I  had  a 
lighted  candle  already  in  my  hand,  I  felt  no  inward  expectation 
of  seeing  the  figure  in  the  dressing-room,  and  I  did  not  see  it  there. 

Conscious  that  my  servant  stood  amazed,  I  turned  round  to 
hini,  and  said  :  '  Derrick,  could  you  believe  that  in  my  cool  senses 
I  fancied  I  saw  a — '  As  I  there  laid  my  hand  upon  his  breast, 
with  a  sudden  start  he  trembled  violently,  and  said,  '  O  Lord,  yes, 
sir  1      A  dead  man  beckoning  !' 

'Now  I  do  not  believe  that  this  John  Derrick,  my  trusty  and 
attached  servant  for  more  than  twenty  years,  had  any  impression 
whatever  of  having  seen  any  such  figure,  until  1  touched  him. 
The  change  in  him  was  so  startling,  when  I  touched  him,  that  I 
tally  believe  he  derived  his  impression  in  some  occult  manner  from 
me  at  that  instant, 

I  bade  John  Derrick  bring  some  brandy,  and  I  gave  him  a 
dram,  and  was  glad  to  take  one  myself.  Of  what  had  preceded 
that  night's  phenomenon,  1  told  him  not  a  single  word.  Eeflect- 
iiig  on  it,  I  was  absolutely  certain  that  I  had  never  seen  that  face 
before,  except  on  the  one  occasion  in  Piccadilly.  Comparing  its 
expression  when  beckoning  at  the  door  witli  its  expression  when 
ii,  liad  stared  up  at  me  as  I  stood  at  my  window,  1  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  on  the  first  occasion  it  had  sous^dit  to  fasten  itself 
upon  my  memory,  and  that  on  the  second  uicasion  it  had  made 
sure  of  being  immediately  remembered, 

I  was  not  very  comfortable  that  night,  thou<>;h  I  felt  a  certainty, 
difficult  to  explain,  that  the  figure  would  not  return.  At  daylight 
I  fell  into  a  heavy  sleep,  from  which  I  was  awakened  by  John 
Derrick's  coming  to  my  bedside  with  a  paper  in  his  hand. 

This  paper,  it  ap]»oared,  had  been  the  subject  of  an  altercation 
at  the  door  between  its  bearer  and  my  servaut.  It  was  a  sumuK^ns 
to  me  to  serve  upon  a  diiry  at  tlie  forthcoming  Sessions  of  the 
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Central  Criminal  Court  at  the  Old  Bailey.  I  had  never  before 
been  summoned  on  such  a  Jury,  as  John  Derrick  well  knew.  He 
believed — 1  am  not  certain  at  this  hour  whether  with  reason  or 
otherwise — that  that  class  of  Jurors  were  customarily  chosen  on  a 
lower  qualification  than  mine,  and  he  had  at  first  refused  to  accept 
the  sumnions.  The  man  who  served  it  had  taken  the  matter  very 
coolly.  He  had  said  that  my  attendance  or  non-attendance  was 
nothing  to  him  ;  there  the  summons  was ;  and  1  should  dtal  with 
it  at  my  own  peril,  and  not  at  his. 

For  a  day  or  two  I  was  undecided  whether  to  respond  to  this 
call,  or  take  no  notice  of  it.  I  was  not  conscious  of  the  slightest 
mysterious  bias,  influence,  or  attraction,  one  way  or  other.  Of 
that  I  am  as  strictly  sure  as  of  every  other  statement  that  I  make 
here.'  Ultimately  I  decided,  as  a  break  in  the  monotony  of  my 
life,  that  I  would  go. 

The  appointed  morning  was  a  raw  morning  in  the  month  of 
^November.  There  was  a  dense  brown  fog  in  Piccadilly,  and  it 
became  positively  black  and  in  the  last  degree  oppressive  East  of 
Temple  Bar.  I  found  the  passages  and  staircases  of  the  Court- 
House  flaringly  hghted  with  gas,  and  the  Court  itself  similarly 
illuminated.  I  tliink  that,  until  I  was  conducted  by  officers  into 
the  Old  Court  and  saw  its  crowded  state,  I  did  not  know  that  the 
Murderer  was  to  be  tried  that  day.  I  think  that,  until  I  was  so 
helped  into  the  Old  Court  with  considerable  difficulty,  I  did  not 
know  into  which  of  the  two  Courts  sitting  my  summons  would 
take  me.  But  this  must  not  be  received  as  a  positive  assertion, 
for  I  am  not  completely  satisfied  in  my  mind  on  either  pcnut. 

I  took  my  seat  in  the  place  appr<ipriated  to  .Jurors  in  waiting, 
and  I  looked  about  the  Court  as  well  as  I  could  through  the  cloud 
of  fog  and  breath  that  was  heavy  in  it.  I  noticed  the  black  vapour 
hanging  like  a  murky  curtain  outside  the  great  windows,  and  I 
noticed  the  stifled  sound  of  wheels  on  the  straw  or  tan  that  was 
littered  in  the  street;  also,  the  hum  of  the  people  gathered  there, 
which  a  shrill  whistle,  or  a  louder  song  or  hail  than  the  rest,  occa- 
sionally pierced.  Soon  afterwards  the  Judges,  two  in  number, 
entered,  and  took  their  seats.  The  buzz  in  tiie  Court  was  awfully 
hushed.  The  direction  was  given  to  put  the  JMurdt-riT  to  the  bar. 
He  appeared  there.  And  in  that  s;.nie  instant  I  recognised  in 
him  the  first  of  the  two  men  who  had  gone  down  Piccadilly. 

If  my  name  had  been  called  then,  1  doubt  if  I  could  have 
answered  to  it  audibly.  But  it  was  called  about  sixth  or  eighth 
in  the  panel,  and  I  was  by  that  time  able  to  say,  '  Here  !'  Now, 
observe.     As  1  stepped  into  the  box,  the  prisoner,  who  had  been 
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looking  on  attentively,  but  with  no  sign  of  concern,  became  vio- 
lently agitated,  and  beckoned  to  his  attorney.  The  prisoner's  wis-h 
to  challenge  ine  was  so  manifest,  that  it  occasioned  a  pause,  during 
wliich  the  attorney,  with  his  hand  upon  the  dock,  whispered  with 
his  client,  and  shook  his  head.  I  afterwards  had  it  from  that 
gentleman,  that  the  prisoner's  first  aftrishted  words  to  him  were, 
'  At  all  hazards,  challenf/e  that  man  P  But  that,  as  he  wcjuld  give 
no  reason  hir  it,  and  admitted  tliat  he  had  not  even  known  my 
name  until  he  heard  it  called  and  1  appeared,  it  was  not  done. 

Both  on  the  ground  already  explained,  that  1  wish  to  avoid 
reviving  the  unwholesome  memory  of  that  Murderer,  and  also  be- 
cause a  detailed  account  of  his  long  trial  is  by  no  means  indispen- 
sable to  my  narrative,  I  shall  confine  myself  closely  to  such  m- 
cidents  in  the  ten  days  and  nights  during  which  we,  the  Jury,  were 
kept  together,  as  directly  bear  on  my  own  curious  personal  expe- 
lience.  It  is  in  that,  and  not  in  the  Murderer,  that  I  seek  to  in- 
terest my  reader.  It  is  to  that,  and  not  to  a  page  of  the  Newgate 
Calendar,  tliat  I  beg  attention. 

I  was  chosen  Foreman  of  the  Jury.  On  the  second  morning  of 
the  trial,  after  evidence  had  been  taken  for  two  hours  (I  heard  the 
church  clocks  strike),  ha]ipening  to  cast  my  eyes  over  my  brother 
jurymen,  I  found  an  inexplicable  difficulty  in  counting  them.  I 
ci'unted  them  several  tiuies,  yet  always  with  the  same  diliiculty. 
In  short,  I  made  them  one  too  many. 

I  touched  the  brother  juryman  whose  place  was  next  me,  and 
I  whispered  to  him,  '  Oblige  me  by  couuting  us.'  He  looked 
surprised  by  the  request,  but  turned  his  head  and  counted.  'Why,' 
says  he,  suddenly,  '  we  are  Thirt — ;  but  no,  it's  not  possible.  No. 
We  are  twelve. 

According  to  my  counting  that  day,  we  were  always  right  in 
detail,  but  in  the  gross  we  were  always  one  too  many.  There  was 
no  appearance — no  figure — to  account  for  it ;  but  I  had  now  an 
inward  foreshadowing  of  the  figure  that  was  surely  coming. 

The  Jury  were  housed  at  the  London  Tavern.  We  all  slept 
in  one  large  room  on  separate  tables,  and  we  were  constantly  in 
the  charge  and  under  the  eye  of  the  officer  sworn  to  hold  us  in 
safe-keeping.  I  see  no  reason  for  suppressing  the  real  name  of 
that  officer.  He  was  intelligent,  highly  polite,  and  obliging,  and 
( I  was  glad  to  hear)  much  respected  in  the  City.  He  had  an 
agreeable  presence,  good  eyes,  enviable  black  whiskers,  and  a  fine 
sonorous  voice.      His  name  was  ilr.  Harker. 

When  we  turned  into  our  twelve  beds  at  night,  Mr.  Harker's 
bed  was  drawn  across  the  door.     On  tlie  night  of  the  second  day. 
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not  being  disposed  to  lie  down,  and  seeing  Mr.  Harker  sitting  oa 
his  bed,  1  went  and  sat  beside  hirn,  and  offered  him  a  pinch  of 
biaiff.  As  Mr.  Harker's  hand  touched  mine  in  taking  it  from  my 
box,  a  pecuhar  shiver  crossed  liim,  and  he  said,  '  Who  is  this  !' 

Following  Mr.  Harker's  eyes,  and  looking  along  the  room,  I 
saw  again  the  figure  I  expected,— the  second  of  the  two  men  who 
had  gone  down  Piccadilly.  I  rose,  and  advanced  a  few  steps  ; 
then  stopped,  and  looked  round  at  Mr.  Harker.  He  was  quire 
unconcerned,  laugiied,  and  said  in  a  pleasant  way,  '  1  thought  fur 
a  moment  we  had  a  thirteenth  juryman  without  a  bed.  But  I 
see  it  is  the  moonlight.' 

Making  no  revelation  to  Mr.  Harker,  but  inviting  him  to  take 
a  walk  with  me  to  the  end  of  tlie  room,  I  watched  what  the  figure 
did.  It  stood  for  a  few  moments  by  the  bedside  of  each  of  my 
eleven  brother  jurymen,  close  to  the  pillow.  It  always  went  to 
the  right-hand  side  of  the  bed,  and  always  passed  out  crossing  the 
foot  of  the  next  bed.  It  seemed,  from  the  action  of  the  head, 
merely  to  look  down  pensively  at  each  recumbent  figure.  It  took 
no  notice  of  me,  or  of  my  bed,  which  was  that  nearest  to  Mr. 
Harker's.  It  seemed  to  go  out  where  the  moonlight  came  in, 
through  a  high  window,  as  by  an  aerial  fligiit  of  stairs. 

Next  morning  at  breakfast,  it  apijearedtiiat  everybody  present 
had  dreamed  of  the  murdered  man  last  night,  except  myself  and 
Mr.  Harker. 

I  now  felt  as  convinced  that  the  second  man  who  had  gone 
down  Piccadilly  was  the  murdered  man  (so  to  speak),  as  if  it  had 
been  borne  into  my  coni|)iehensioii  by  his  immediate  testimony. 
But  even  this  took  place,  and  in  a  manner  for  wliich  I  was  not  at 
all  prepared. 

On  the  fifth  day  of  the  trial,  wlien  the  case  for  the  prosecntion 
was  drawing  to  a  close,  a  miniature  of  tlie  uuu'dered  man,  missing 
from  his  bedroom  upon  the  discovery  of  the  deed,  and  afterwards 
found  in  a  hiding-place  where  tlie  Murderer  had  been  seen  dig- 
ging, was  put  in  evidence.  Having  been  identified  by  the  witness 
mider  examination,  it  was  handed  up  to  tlie  Bench,  and  thence 
handed  down  to  be  inspected  by  the  Jury.  As  an  officer  in  a 
black  gown  was  making  his  way  with  it  across  to  me,  the  figure 
of  the  second  man  who  had  gone  down  Piccadilly  impetuously 
started  from  the  crowd,  caught  the  miniature  from  the  officer,  and 
gave  it  to  me  with  his  own  hands,  at  the  same  time  saying,  in  a 
low  and  hollow  tone, — beiore  I  saw  tlie  miniature,  which  was  in 
a  locket, — '  /  vjas  younger  then,  and  my  face  tuas  not  then  drained 
of  blood.'     It  also  came  between  mc  and  the  brother  juryman  to 
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whom  I  would  have  given  the  miniature,  and  between  him  and  the 
brother  juryman  to  whom  he  would  have  given  it,  and  so  passed 
it  on  thnjugli  the  whole  of  our  number,  and  back  into  my  posses- 
sion.    Not  one  of  them,  however,  detected  this. 

At  table,  and  generally  when  we  were  shut  up  together  in  Mr. 
Harker's  custody,  we  had  from  the  first  naturally  discussed  the 
day's  proceedings  a  good  deal.  On  that  fifth  day,  the  case  for  the 
prosecution  being  closed,  and  we  having  that  side  of  the  question  in 
a  completed  shape  before  us,  our  discussion  was  more  animated 
and  serious.  Among  our  number  was  a  vestryman, — the  densest 
idiot  I  have  ever  seen  at  large, — who  met  the  plainest  evidence 
with  the  most  preposterous  objections,  and  who  was  sided  with  by 
two  flabby  parochial  parasites ;  all  the  three  impanelled  from  a 
district  so  delivered  over  to  Fever  that  they  ouglit  to  have  been 
upon  their  own  trial  fur  tive  hundred  Murders.  When  these  mis- 
chievous blockheads  were  at  their  loudest,  which  was  towards  mid- 
night, while  some  of  us  wer«  already  preparing  for  bed,  I  again 
8aw  the  murdered  man.  He  stood  griudy  behind  them,  beckoning 
to  me.  On  my  going  towards  them,  and  striking  into  the  con- 
versation, he  immediately  retired.  This  was  the  beginning  of  a 
separate  series  of  appearances,  confined  to  that  long  room  in  which 
we  were  confined.  Whenever  a  knot  of  my  brother  jurymen  laid 
tiieir  heads  together,  I  saw  the  head  of  the  murdered  man  among 
theirs.  Whenever  their  comparison  of  notes  was  going  against 
him,  he  would  solemnly  and  irresistibly  beckon  to  me. 

It  will  be  borne  in  mind  that  down  to  the  production  of  the 
miniature,  on  the  fifth  day  of  the  trial,  I  had  never  seen  the  Ap- 
pearance in  Court.  Three  changes  occurred  now  that  we  entered 
on  the  case  for  the  defence.  Two  of  them  I  will  mention  together, 
hrst.  The  figure  was  now  in  Court  continually,  and  it  never  there 
addressed  itself  to  me,  but  always  to  the  person  who  was  speaking 
at  the  time.  For  instance  :  the  throat  of  the  murdered  man  had 
been  cut  straight  across.  In  the  opening  speech  for  the  defence, 
it  was  suggested  that  the  deceased  might  have  cut  his  own  throat. 
At  that  very  moment,  the  figure,  with  its  throat  in  the  dreadful 
condition  referred  to  (this  it  had  concealed  before),  stood  at  the 
speaker's  elbow,  motioning  across  and  across  its"  windpipe,  now 
with  the  right  hand,  now  with  the  left,  vigorously  suggesting  to 
the  speaker  himself  the  iuipussihiliiy  of  such  a  wound  having  been 
self-inflicted  by  either  hand.  For  another  instance :  a  witness  to 
character,  a  woman,  deposed  to  the  prisoner's  being  the  most  ami- 
al)le  of  mankind.  Tlie  figure  at  that  instant  stood  on  the  floor 
before  her,  lookmg  her  lull  in  the  face,  and  pointing  out  the  pri- 
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Boner's  evil  conntenance  with  an  extended  arm  and  an  outstretched 
finger. 

The  third  change  now  to  be  added  impressed  me  strongly  as 
the  most  marked  and  striking  of  all.  I  do  not  theorise  upon  it ; 
I  accurately  state  it,  and  there  leave  it.  Although  the  Appear- 
ance was  not  itself  pei-ctired  by  those  whom  it  addressed,  its  com- 
ing close  to  such  persons  was  invariably  attended  by  some  trepida- 
tion or  disturbance  on  tlit  ir  part.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  it  were 
prevented,  by  laws  to  which  I  was  not  amenable,  from  fully  re- 
vealing itself  to  others,  and  yet  as  if  it  could  invisibly,  dumbly, 
and  darkly  overshadow  their  minds.  When  the  leading  counsel 
for  the  defence  suggested  that  hypothesis  of  suicide,  and  the  figure 
stood  at  the  learned  gentleman's  elbow,  frightfully  sawing  at  its 
severed  throat,  it  is  undeniable  that  the  coimsel  faltered  in  his 
speech,  lost  for  a  few  seconds  the  thread  of  his  ingenious  discourse, 
wiped  his  forehead  with  his  handkerchief,  and  turned  extremely 
pale.  When  the  witness  to  character  was  confronted  by  the  Ap- 
pearance, her  eyes  most  certainly  did  follow  the  direction  of  its 
pointed  finger,  and  rest  in  great  hesitation  and  trouble  upon  the 
prisoner's  face.  Two  additional  illustrations  will  suffice.  On  the 
eighth  day  of  the  trial,  after  the  pause  which  was  every  day  made 
early  in  the  afternoon  for  a  few  minutes'  rest  and  refreshment,  I 
came  back  into  Court  with  the  rest  of  the  Jury  some  little  time 
before  the  return  of  the  Judges.  Standing  up  in  the  box  and 
looking  about  me,  I  thought  the  figure  was  not  there,  until,  chanc- 
ing to  raise  my  eyes  to  the  gallery,  I  saw  it  bending  forward,  and 
leaning  over  a  very  decent  woman,  as  if  to  assure  itself  whether 
the  Judges  had  resumed  their  seats  or  not.  Immediately  after- 
wards that  woman  screamed,  fainted,  and  was  carried  out.  So 
with  the  venerable,  sagacious,  and  patient  Judge  who  conducted 
the  trial.  When  the  case  was  over,  and  he  settled  himself  and 
his  papers  to  sum  up,  the  murdered  man,  entering  by  the  Judges' 
door,  advanced  to  his  Lordship's  desk,  and  looked  eagerly  over 
his  shoulder  at  the  pages  of  his  notes  which  he  was  turning.  A 
change  came  over  his  Lordship's  face;  his  hand  stopped;  the 
pecuHar  shiver,  that  I  knew  so  well,  passed  over  him ;  he  faltered, 
'  Excuse  me,  gentlemen,  for  a  few  moments.  I  am  somewhat 
oppressed  by  the  vitiated  air  ;'  and  did  not  recover  until  he  had 
drunk  a  glass  of  water. 

Through  all  the  monotony  of  six  of  those  interminable  ten 
days, — the  same  Judges  and  others  on  the  bench,  the  same  Mur- 
derer in  the  dock,  the  same  lawyers  at  the  table,  the  same  tones 
of  question  and  answer  rising  to  the  roof  of  the  court,  the  same 
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scratching  of  the  Juclge's  pen,  the  same  ushers  going  in  and  out, 
the  same  lights  kindled  at  the  same  hour  Trheu  tliere  had  been 
any  natural  light  of  day,  the  same  foggy  curtain  ontside  the  great 
windows  when  it  was  foggy,  the  same  rain  pattering  and  dripping 
when  it  was  rainy,  the  same  footmarks  of  turnkeys  and  prisoner 
day  after  day  on  the  same  sawdust,  thfe  same  keys  locking  and 
unlocking  the  same  heavy  doors,  —  through  all  the  wearisome 
monotony  which  made  me  feel  as  if  I  had  been  Foreman  of  the 
Jury  for  a  vat>t  period  of  time,  and  Piccadilly  had  flourished  co- 
evally with  Babylon,  the  uuirdered  man  never  lost  one  trace  of  his 
distinctness  in  my  eyes,  nor  was  he  at  any  moment  less  distinct 
than  anybody  else.  I  must  not  omit,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  that  I 
never  once  .saw  the  Appearance  which  I  call  by  the  name  of  the 
murdered  man  look  at  the  Murderer.  Again  and  agam  I  won- 
dered, '  Why  does  he  not  ?'     But  he  never  did. 

Nor  did  he  look  at  me,  after  the  production  of  the  miniature, 
until  the  last  closing  minutes  of  the  trial  arrived.  We  retired  to 
consider,  at  seven  minutes  before  ten  at  night.  The  idiotic  vestry- 
man and  his  two  parochial  parasites  gave  us  so  much  trouble  that 
we  twice  returned  into  Court  to  beg  to  have  certain  extracts  from 
the  Judge's  notes  re-read.  Nine  of  us  had  not  the  smallest  doubt 
about  tliose  passages,  neither,  I  believe,  had  any  one  in  the  Court; 
the  dander-headed  triumvirate,  however,  having  no  idea  but  ob- 
struction, disputed  them  for  that  very  reason.  At  length  we  pre- 
vailed, and  finally  the  Jury  returned  into  Court  at  ten  minutes 
past  twelve. 

The  murdered  man  at  that  time  stood  directly  opposite  the 
Jury-box,  on  the  other  sitle  of  the  Court.  As  I  took  my  place, 
liis  eyes  rested  on  me  with  great  attention;  he  seemed  satisfied, 
and  slowly  shook  a  great  gray  veil,  which  he  carried  on  his  arm 
f(jr  the  first  time,  over  his  head  and  whole  form.  As  I  gave  in 
<iur  verdict,  '  Guilty,'  the  veil  collapsed,  all  was  gone,  and  his  place 
was  em])ty. 

The  Murderer,  b;'ing  asked  by  the  Judge,  according  to  usage, 
whether  he  had  auytliing  to  say  belore  sentence  of  Death  should 
be  passed  upon  hiiii,  indistinctly  muttered  something  which  was 
described  in  the  leading  newspapers  of  the  following  day  as  '  a 
few  rambling,  incoherent,  and  half-audible  'words,  in  which  he 
was  uuderstdod  to  complr.in  that  lie  liad  not  had  a  fair  trial,  be- 
cause the  Foreman  of  the  Jury  was  ju-epossessed  against  him.' 
The  remarkable  declaration  that  he  really  made  was  this :  '  Mfi 
Lord,  I  kneiv  I  was  a  doomed  man,  taken  the  Foreman  of  my  Jnrii 
came  into  the  box.     My  Lord,  I  knew  he  would  never  let  we  ojf. 
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because,  lefore  I  was  taken,  he  somehow  got  to  my  bedside  in  the 
night,  wulce  me,  and  put  a  rope  round  my  neck.' 

Note. — This  story  appeared  as  a  portion  of  the  Christmas  number 
for  18G6,  'MugJ)y  Junction,'  of  wliich  other  portions  follow  in  'Baibox 
Biotliers'  and  'The  Boy  at  Mugby.' 


II. 
THE  SIGXAL-JIAX. 

*  Halloa  !     Below  there  !' 

When  he  heard  a  voice  thus  calb'iig  to  him,  he  was  standing 
at  the  door  of  his  bos,  with  a  flag  in  his  hand,  furled  round  its 
short  pole.  One  would  have  thought,  considering  the  nature  of 
the  ground,  that  he  could  not  have  doubted  from  what  quarter  the 
voice  came;  but  instead  of  looking  up  to  where  I  stood  on  the 
top  of  the  steep  cutting  nearly  over  his  head,  he  turned  himself 
about,  and  looked  down  the  Line.  There  was  something  remark- 
able in  his  manner  of  doing  so,  though  I  could  not  have  said  for 
my  life  what.  But  I  know  it  was  remarkable  enough  to  attract  my 
notice,  even  though  his  figure  was  foreshortened  and  shadowed, 
down  in  the  deep  trench,  and  mine  was  high  above  him,  so  steepetl 
in  the  glow  of  an  angry  sunset,  that  I  had  shaded  my  eyes  wiih 
my  hand  before  I  saw  him  at  all. 

'  Halloa  !      Below  !' 

From  looking  down  the  Line,  he  turned  himself  about  again, 
and,  raising  bis  eyes,  saw  my  figure  high  above  him. 

*  Is  there  any  path  by  which  I  can  come  down  and  speak  to 
your 

He  looked  up  at  me  without  replying,  and  I  looked  down  at 
him  without  pressing  him  too  soon  with  a  repetition  of  my  idle 
question.  Just  then  there  came  a  vague  vibration  in  the  earth 
and  air,  quickly  changing  into  a  violent  [)ulsation,  and  an  oncom- 
ing rush  that  caused  me  to  start  back,  as  though  it  had  force  U) 
draw  me  down.  When  such  vapour  as  rose  to  my  height  from 
this  rapid  train  had  passed  me,  and  was  skimming  away  over  the 
landscape,  I  looked  down  again,  and  saw  him  refurling  the  flag 
he  had  shown  while  the  train  went  by. 

I  repeated  my  inquiry.  After  a  pause,  during  which  he  seemed 
to  regard  me  with  flxed  attention,  he  motioned  with  liis  rolled-up 
flag  towards  a  point  on  my  level,  some  two  or  three  hundred  yards 
distant.  I  called  down  to  him,  '  All  right !'  and  made  for  that 
point.  There,  by  dint  of  looking  closely  alK)ut  me,  I  found  a  rough 
zigzag  descending  path  notched  out,  wiiich  1  followed. 
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The  cutting  was  extremely  deep,  and  unusually  precipitate. 
It  was  made  through  a  olanomy  stone,  that  became  cozier  and 
wetter  as  I  went  down.  For  these  reasons,  I  found  the  way  long 
enough  to  give  me  time  to  recall  a  singular  air  of  reluctance  or 
compulsion  with  which  he  liad  pointed  out  the  path. 

When  I  came  down  low  enough  upon  the  zigzag  descent  to 
see  him  again,  I  saw  that  he  was  standing  between  the  rails  on  the 
way  by  which  the  train  had  lately  passed,  in  an  attitude  as  if  he 
were  waiting  for  me  to  appear.  He  had  his  left  hand  at  his  chin, 
and  that  left  elbow  rested  on  his  right  hand,  crossed  over  his 
breast.  His  attitude  was  one  of  such  expectation  and  watchful- 
ness, that  I  stooped  a  moment,  wondering  at  it. 

I  resumed  my  downward  way,  and  stepping  out  upon  the  level 
of  the  railroad,  and  drawing  nearer  to  him,  saw  that  he  was  a  dark 
sallow  man,  with  a  dark  beard  and  rather  heavy  eyebrows.  His 
post  was  in  as  solitary  and  dismal  a  place  as  ever  I  saw.  On 
either  side,  a  dripping-wet  wall  of  jagged  stone,  excluding  all  view 
but  a  strip  of  sky ;  the  perspective  one  way  only  a  crooked  pro- 
longation of  this  great  dungeon ;  the  shorter  perspective  in  the 
other  direction  terminating  in  a  gloomy  red  light,  and  the  gloomier 
entrance  to  a  black  tunnel,  in  whose  massive  architecture  there 
was  a  barbarous,  depressing,  and  forbidding  air.  So  little  sun- 
light ever  found  its  way  to  tliis  spot,  that  it  had  an  earthy,  deadly 
smell;  and  so  much  cold  wind  rushed  through  it,  that  it  struck 
chill  to  me,  as  if  I  had  left  the  natural  world. 

Before  he  stirred,  I  was  near  enough  to  him  to  have  touched 
him.  Not  even  then  removing  his  eyes  from  mine,  he  stepped 
back  one  step,  and  lifted  his  hand. 

This  was  a  lonesome  post  to  occupy  (I  said),  and  it  had  riveted 
my  attention  when  I  looked  down  from  up  yonder.  A  visitor  was 
a  rarity,  I  should  suppose ;  not  an  tmwelcome  rarity,  I  hoped  1 
In  me,  he  merely  saw  a  man  who  had  been  shut  up  within  narrow 
limits  all  his  life,  and  who,  being  at  last  set  free,  had  a  newly- 
awakened  interest  in  these  great  works.  To  such  purpose  I  spoke 
to  him ;  but  I  am  far  from  sure  of  the  terms  I  used ;  for,  besides 
that  I  am  not  happy  in  opening  any  conversation,  there  was  some- 
tliing  in  the  man  tliat  daunted  me. 

He  directed  a  most  curious  look  towards  the  red  light  near 
the  tunnel's  mouth,  and  looked  all  about  it,  as  if  something  were 
missing  from  it,  and  then  looked  at  me. 

That  light  was  part  of  his  charge?     Was  it  not? 

He  answered  in  a  low  voice, — '  Don't  you  know  it  is  ?' 

Tlie  monstrous  thought  came  into  my  mind,  as  I  perused  the 
fixed  eyes  and  the  saturnine  face,  that  this  was  a  spirit,  uol  a 
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man.  I  have  speculated  since,  whether  there  may  have  been  in- 
fection in  his  mind. 

In  my  turn,  I  stepped  back.  But  in  making  the  action,  I 
detected  in  his  eyes  some  latent  fear  of  me.  This  put  the  mon- 
strous thought  to  flight. 

*  You  look  at  me,'  I  said,  forcing  a  smile,  '  as  if  you  had  a 
dread  of  me.' 

'  I  was  doubtful,'  he  returned,  'whether  I  had  seen  you  before.' 

'Where?' 

He  pointed  to  the  red  light  he  had  looked  at. 

'  There  V  I  said. 

Intently  watchful  of  me,  he  replied  (but  without  sound),  'Yes.' 

'  My  good  fellow,  what  should  I  do  there  1  However,  be  that 
as  it  ma,y,  I  never  was  there,  you  may  swear.' 

'  I  think  I  may,'  he  rejoined.     '  Yes ;   I  am  sure  I  may.' 

His  manner  cleared,  like  my  own.  He  replied  to  my  remarks 
with  readiness,  and  in  weU-chosen  words.  Had  he  much  to  do 
there  ?  Yes ;  that  was  to  say,  he  had  enough  responsibility  to 
bear;  but  exactness  and  watchfulness  were  what  was  required  of 
him,  and  of  actual  work — manual  labour — he  had  next  to  none. 
To  change  that  signal,  to  trim  those  lights,  and  to  turn  this  iron 
handle  now  and  then,  was  all  he  had  to  do  under  that  head.  Re- 
garding those  many  long  and  lonely  hours  of  which  I  seemed  to 
make  so  much,  he  could  only  say  that  the  routine  of  his  life  had 
shaped  itself  into  that  form,  and  he  had  grown  used  to  it.  He 
had  taught  himself  a  language  down  here, — if  only  to  know  it  by 
sight,  and  to  have  formed  his  own  crude  ideas  of  its  pronuncia- 
tion, could  be  called  learning  it.  He  had  also  worked  at  fractions 
and  decimals,  and  tried  a  little  algebra ;  but  he  was,  and  had  been 
as  a  boy,  a  poor  hand  at  figures.  Was  it  necessary  for  him  when 
on  duty  always  to  remain  in  that  channel  of  damp  air,  and  could 
he  never  rise  into  the  sunshine  from  between  those  high  stone 
walls]  WTiy,  that  depended  upon  times  and  circumstances.  Un- 
der some  conditions  there  would  be  less  upon  the  Line  than  under 
others,  and  the  same  held  good  as  to  certain  hours  of  the  day  and 
night.  In  bright  weatlier,  he  did  choose  occasions  for  getting  a 
little  above  these  lower  shadows ;  but,  being  at  all  times  liable  to 
be  called  by  his  electric  bell,  and  at  such  times  listening  for  it 
with  redoubled  anxiety,  the  relief  was  less  than  I  would  suppose. 

He  took  me  into  his  box,  wlicre  there  was  a  fire,  a  desk  for  an 
official  book  in  which  he  had  to  make  certain  entries,  a  telegraphic 
instrument  with  its  dial,  face,  and  needles,  and  the  little  bell  of 
which  he  had  spoken.      (>u  my  trusting  that  he  would  excuse  the 
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remark  that  he  had  been  well  educated,  and  (I  hoj^ed  I  might  say 
without  offence),  perhaps  educated  above  that  station,  he  observed 
that  instances  of  slight  incongruity  in  such  wise  would  rarely  be 
found  wanting  among  large  bodies  of  men ;  that  he  had  heard  it 
was  so  in  workhouses,  in  the  police  force,  even  in  tliat  last  de- 
sperate resource,  the  army ;  and  that  he  knew  it  was  so,  more  or 
less,  in  any  great  railway  staff.  He  had  been,  when  young  (if  I 
could  believt^  it,  sitting  in  that  hut, — he  scarcely  could),  a  student 
of  natural  philosophy,  and  bad  attended  lectures;  but  he  had  run 
wild,  misused  his  o])portunities,  gone  down,  and  never  risen  again. 
He  had  no  complaint  to  offer  about  that.  He  had  made  his  bed, 
and  he  lay  upon  it.     It  was  far  too  late  to  make  another 

All  that  I  have  here  condensed,  he  said  in  a  quiet  manner, 
with  his  grave  dark  regards  divided  between  me  and  the  fire.  He 
threw  in  the  word,  '  Bir,'  from  time  to  time,  and  especially  when 
he  referred  to  his  youth, — as  though  to  request  me  to  understand 
that  he  claimed  to  be  nothing  bur,  what  1  found  him.  He  was 
several  times  interru[)ted  by  the  little  bell,  and  had  to  read  off 
messages,  and  send  replies.  Ouce  he  had  to  stand  without  the 
door,  and  display  a  flag  as  a  train  passed,  and  make  some  verbal 
communication  to  the  driver.  In  the  discharge  of  his  duties,  I 
observed  him  to  be  remarkably  exact  and  vigilant,  breaking  off  his 
discourse  at  a  syllable,  and  remaining  silent  until  what  he  had  to 
do  was  done. 

In  a  word,  I  should  have  set  this  man  down  as  one  of  the 
safest  of  men  to  be  employed  in  that  capacity,  but  for  the  circum- 
stance that  while  he  was  speaking  to  me  he  twice  bnjke  off  with  a 
fallen  colour,  turned  his  face  towards  the  little  bell  when  it  did 
NOT  ring,  opened  the  door  of  the  hut  (which  was  kept  shut  to  ex- 
clude the  unhealthy  damp),  and  looked  out  towards  the  red  light 
near  the  mouth  of  the  tunnel.  On  both  of  tiiose  occasions,  he 
came  back  to  the  fire  with  the  inexplicable  air  upon  him  which  I 
had  remarked,  without  being  able  to  define,  when  we  were  so  far 
asunder. 

Baid  I,  when  I  rose  to  leave  him,  '  You  almost  make  me 
think  that  I  have  met  with  a  contented  man.' 

(I  am  afraid  I  must  acknowledge  that  I  said  it  to  lead  him  on.) 

'  I  believe  1  used  to  be  so,'  he  rejoined,  in  the  low  voice  in 
which  he  had  first  spoken ;  '  but  1  am  troubled,  sir,  I  am 
troubled.' 

He  would  have  recalled  the  words  if  he  could.  He  had  E&id 
them,  however,  and  I  took  them  up  (piickly, 

'  With  what]     What  is  your  trouble?' 


THE  SIGNAL-MAN. 
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'It  15  very  difficult  to  impart,  sir.  It  is  very,  very  difficult 
to  speak  of.  If  ever  you  make  me  another  visit,  1  will  try  to  tell 
you.' 

'  But  I  expressly  intend  to  make  you  another  visit.  Say,  when 
shall  it  be  V 

'  I  go  ofif  early  in  the  morning,  and  I  shall  be  on  again  at  ton 
to-morrow  night,  sir.' 

'  I  will  come  at  eleven.' 

He  thanked  me,  and  went  out  at  the  door  with  me.  *  I'll 
show  my  white  light,  sir,'  he  said,  in  his  peculiar  low  voice,  *  till 
you  have  found  the  way  up.  When  you  have  found  it,  don't  call 
out  !     And  when  you  are  at  the  top,  don't  call  out !' 

His  manner  seemed  to  make  the  place  strike  colder  to  me,  but 
I  said  no  more  than,  '  Very  well.' 

'  And  when  you  come  down  to-morrow  night,  don't  call  out ! 
Let  me  ask  you  a  parting  question.  What  made  you  cry, 
"  Halloa  !     Below  there  !"  to-night  V 

'  Heaven  knows,'  said  I.    '  I  cried  something  to  that  effect — ' 

*  Not  to  that  effect,  sir.  Those  were  the  very  words,  I  know 
them  well.' 

*  Admit  those  were  the  very  words.  I  said  them,  no  doubt, 
because  I  saw  you  below.' 

*  For  no  other  reason  ?' 

*  What  other  reason  could  I  possibly  have  f 

*  You  had  no  feeling  that  they  were  conveyed  to  you  in  any 
supernatural  way  ?' 

*No.' 

He  wished  me  good  night,  and  held  up  his  light.  I  walked 
by  the  side  of  the  down  Line  of  rails  (with  a  very  disagreeable 
sensation  of  a  train  coming  behind  me)  until  I  found  the  path.  It 
was  easier  to  mount  than  to  descend,  and  I  got  back  to  my  inn 
without  any  adventure. 

Punctual  to  my  appointment,  I  placed  my  foot  on  the  first 
notch  of  the  zig7>ag  next  night,  as  the  distant  clocks  were  striking 
eleven.  He  was  waiting  for  me  at  the  bottom,  with  his  white 
light  on.  '  I  liave  not  called  out,'  I  said,  when  we  came  close  to- 
gether ;  *  may  I  speak  now  V  '  By  all  means,  sir.'  '  Good  night, 
then,  and  here's  my  hand.'  *  Good  night,  sir,  and  here's  mine.' 
With  that  we  walked  side  by  side  to  his  box,  entered  it,  closed 
the  door,  and  sat  down  by  the  fire. 

*  I  have  made  up  my  mind,  sir,'  he  began,  bending  forward  as 
Boon  as  we  were  seated,  and  speaking  in  a  tone  but  a  little  above 
a  whisper,  *  that  you  shall  not  have  to  ask  me  twice  what  troubles 
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me.     I  took  you  for  some  one  else  yesterday  evening.     That 
troubles  nie.' 

'  That  mistake  V 

*  No.     That  some  one  else.' 
'  Who  is  it  ?' 

*  I  don't  know.' 
'  Like  me?' 

'  I  don't  know.  I  never  saw  the  face.  The  left  arm  is  across 
the  face,  and  the  riglit  arm  is  waved, — violently  waved.  This 
way.' 

I  followed  his  action  with  my  eyes,  and  it  was  the  action  of 
an  arm  gesticulating,  with  the  utmost  passion  and  vehemence, 
'  For  God's  sake,  clear  the  way  !' 

*  One  moonlight  night,'  said  the  man,  *  I  was  sitting  here,  when 
I  heard  a  voice  cry,  "  Halloa !  Below  there  !"  I  started  up, 
looked  from  that  door,  and  saw  this  Some  one  else  standing  by 
the  red  Hght  near  the  tunnel,  waving  as  I  just  now  showed  you. 
The  voice  seemed  hoarse  with  shouting,  and  it  cried,  "  Look  out ! 
Look  out !"  And  then  again,  "  Halloa  !  Below  there !  Look  out !" 
I  caught  up  my  lamp,  turned  it  on  red,  and  ran  towards  the  figure, 
calling,  "  What's  wrong?  What  has  happened  ]  Where T'  It 
stood  just  outside  the  blackness  of  the  tunnel.  I  advanced  so  close 
upon  it  that  I  wondered  at  its  keeping  the  sleeve  across  its  eyes. 
I  ran  right  up  at  it,  and  had  my  hand  stretched  out  to  pull  the 
sleeve  away,  when  it  was  gone.' 

'  Into  the  tunnel,'  said  L 

*  No.  I  ran  on  into  the  tunnel,  five  hundred  yards.  I  stopped, 
and  held  my  lamp  above  my  head,  and  saw  the  figures  of  the 
measured  distance,  and  saw  the  wet  stains  stealing  down  the  walls 
and  trickling  through  the  arch.  I  ran  out  again  faster  than  I  had 
run  in  (for  I  had  a  mortal  abhorrence  of  the  place  upon  me),  and 
I  looked  all  round  the  red  light  with  my  own  red  light,  and  I  went 
up  the  iron  ladder  to  the  gallery  atop  of  it,  and  I  came  down  again, 
and  ran  back  here.  1  telegraphed  both  ways,  "  An  alarm  has 
been  given.  Is  anything  wrong  f  The  answer  came  back,  both 
ways,  "  All  well."  ' 

Kesisting  the  slow  touch  of  a  frozen  finger  tracing  out  my 
spine,  I  showed  him  how  that  this  figure  must  he  a  deception  of  his 
sense  of  sight;  and  how  that  figures,  originating  in  disease  of  the 
delicate  nerves  that  minister  to  the  functions  of  the  eye,  were  known 
to  have  often  troubled  jiatients,  some  of  whom  had  become  con- 
scious of  the  nature  of  their  affliction,  and  had  even  proved  it  by 
experiments  upon  tln.'mselves.      '  As  to  an  iuiuginary  cry,'  said  I, 
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*  do  bat  listen  for  a  moment  to  the  wind  in  this  unnatural  valley 
while  we  speak  so  low,  and  to  the  wild  harp  it  makes  of  the  tele- 
graph wires  1' 

That  was  all  very  well,  he  returned,  after  we  had  sat  listening 
foi'  a  while,  and  he  ought  to  know  something  of  the  wind  and  the 
wires, — he  who  so  often  passed  long  winter  nights  there,  alone  and 
watchins:.     But  he  would  beg  to  remark  that  he  had  not  finished. 

I  asked  his  pardon,  and  he  slowly  added  these  words,  touching 
my  arm, — 

'  Within  six  hours  after  the  Appearance,  the  memorable 
accident  on  this  Line  happened,  and  within  ten  hours  the  dead 
and  wounded  were  brought  along  through  the  tunnel  over  the 
spot  where  the  figure  had  stood.' 

A  disagreeable  shudder  crept  over  me,  but  I  did  my  best 
against  it.  It  was  not  to  be  denied,  I  rejoined,  that  this  was  a 
remarkable  coincidence,  calculated  deeply  to  impress  bis  mind. 
But  it  was  unquestionable  that  remarkable  coincidences  did  con- 
tinually occur,  and  they  must  be  taken  into  account  in  dealing 
with  such  a  subject.  Though  to  be  sure  I  must  admit,  I  added 
(for  I  thought  I  saw  that  he  was  going  to  bring  the  objection  to 
bear  upon  me),  men  of  common  sens-e  did  not  allow  much  for 
coincidences  in  making  the  ordinary  calculations  of  life. 

He  again  begged  to  remark  that  he  had  not  finished. 

I  again  begged  his  pardon  for  being  betrayed  into  interrup- 
tions. 

'  This,'  be  said,  again  laying  his  hand  upon  my  arm,  and 
glancing  over  his  shoulder  with  hollow  eyes,  '  was  just  a  year  ago. 
Six  or  seven  months  passed,  and  I  had  recovered  from  the  sur- 
prise and  shock,  when  one  morning,  as  the  day  was  breaking,  I, 
standing  at  the  door,  looked  towards  the  red  light,  and  saw  the 
spectre  again.'     He  stopped,  with  a  fixed  look  at  me. 

'  Did  it  cry  out  ?' 

*  No.     It  was  silent.* 

*  Did  it  wave  its  arm  V 

*  No.  It  leaned  against  the  shaft  of  the  light,  with  both  hands 
before  the  face.     Like  this.' 

Once  more  I  followed  his  action  with  tny  eyes.  It  was  an 
action  of  mourning.  I  have  seen  bucii  an  attitude  in  stone  figures 
on  tombs. 

'  Did  you  go  up  to  it  ?' 

'  I  came  in  and  sat  down,  partly  to  collect  my  thoughts,  partly 
because  it  had  turned  me  laint.  When  I  went  to  the  door  again, 
daylight  was  above  rae,  and  the  ghost  was  gone.' 
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*  But  nothing  followed  ?     ISTothing  came  of  this  V 

He  touched  me  on  the  arm  with  his  forefinger  twice  or  thrice, 
giving  a  ghastly  nod  each  time  : — 

'  That  very  day,  as  a  train  came  out  of  the  tunnel,  I  noticed, 
at  a  carriage  window  on  my  side,  what  looked  like  a  confusion  of 
hands  and  heads,  and  something  waved.  I  saw  it  just  in  time  to 
signal  the  driver,  Stop  !  He  shut  off,  and  put  his  brake  on,  but 
the  train  drifted  past  here  a  hundred  and  fifty  yards  or  more.  I 
ran  after  it,  and,  as  I  went  along,  heard  terrible  screams  and  cries. 
A  beautiful  young  lady  had  died  instantaneously  in  one  of  the  com- 
partments, and  was  brought  in  here,  and  laid  down  on  this  floor 
between  us.' 

Involuntarily  I  pushed  my  chair  back,  as  I  looked  from  the 
boards  at  which  he  pointed  to  himself. 

'  True,  sir.     True.     Precisely  as  it  happened,  so  I  tell  it  yon.' 

I  could  think  of  nothing  to  say,  to  any  purpose,  and  my  mouth 
was  very  dry.  The  wind  and  the  wires  took  up  the  story  with  a 
long  lamenting  wail. 

He  resumed.  'Now,  sir,  mark  this,  and  judge  how  my  mind 
is  troubled.  The  spectre  came  back  a  week  ago.  Ever  since,  it 
has  been  there,  now  and  again,  by  fits  and  starts.' 

*  At  the  light  ?' 

'  At  the  Danger-light.' 

'  What  docs  it  seem  to  do  V 

He  repeated,  if  possible  with  increased  passion  and  vehemence, 
that  former  gesticulation  of,  '  For  God's  sake,  clear  the  way  !' 

Then  he  went  on.  *  I  have  no  peace  or  rest  i'or  it.  It  calls 
to  me,  for  many  minutes  together,  in  an  agonised  maimer,  "  Be- 
low there  !  Look  out !  Look  out  !"  It  stands  waving  to  me.  It 
rings  my  little  bell — ' 

I  caught  at  that.  '  Did  it  ring  your  bell  yesterday  evening 
when  I  was  here,  and  you  went  to  the  door  ?' 

*  Twice.' 

'  Why,  see,'  said  I,  '  how  your  imagination  misleads  you. 
My  eyes  were  on  the  bell,  and  my  ears  were  open  to  the  bell,  and 
if  I  am  a  living  man,  it  did  xot  ring  at  those  times.  No,  nor  at 
any  other  time,  except  when  it  was  rung  in  the  natural  course  of 
physical  things  by  the  station  connnunicating  with  you.' 

He  shook  his  head.  '  I  have  never  made  a  mistake  as  to  that 
yot,  sir.  I  have  never  confused  th;^  spectre's  ring  with  the  man's. 
The  ghost's  ring  is  a  strange  vibration  in  the  boll  that  it  derives 
from  nothing  else,  and  1  have  not  asserted  thai  the  bell  stirs  to 
the  eye.     1  don't  wonder  that  you  failed  to  hear  it.     But  /  heard  it.' 
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*  And  did  the  spectre  seem  to  be  there,  when  you  looked  out  f 

*  It  WAS  there.' 

*  Both  times  V 

He  repeated  firmly  :  '  Both  times.' 

'  "Will  you  come  to  the  door  with  me,  and  look  for  it  now  ?' 

He  bit  his  under  lip  as  though  he  were  somewhat  unwilling, 
but  arose.  I  opened  the  door,  and  stood  on  the  step,  while  he 
stood  in  the  doorway.  There  was  the  Danger-light.  There  was 
the  dismal  mouth  of  the  tunnel.  There  were  the  high,  wet  stone 
walls  of  the  cutting.     There  were  the  stars  above  them. 

'Do  you  see  itf  I  asked  him,  taking  particular  note  of  his 
face.  His  eyes  were  ])rominent  and  strained,  but  not  very  much 
more  so,  perhaps,  than  my  own  had  been  when  I  had  directed 
them  earnestly  towards  the  same  spot, 

'  Xo,'  he  answered.     '  It  is  not  there.' 

'  Agreed,'  said  I. 

We  went  in  again,  shut  the  door,  and  resumed  our  seats.  I 
was  thinking  how  best  to  improve  this  advantage,  if  it  might  be 
called  one,  when  he  took  up  tlie  ccuversation  in  such  a  matter-of- 
course  way,  so  assuming  that  there  could  be  no  serious  question  of 
fact  between  us,  tliat  I  felt  myself  placed  in  the  weakest  of 
positions. 

'  By  this  time  you  will  fully  understand,  sir,'  he  said,  '  that 
what  troubles  me  so  dreadfully  is  the  question.  What  does  the 
spectre  mean  V 

I  was  not  sure,  I  told  him,  that  I  did  fully  understand. 

'  What  is  its  warning  against  V  he  said,  ruminating,  with  his 
eyes  on  the  fire,  and  only  by  times  turning  them  on  me.  '  What 
is  the  danger?  Where  is  the  danger"?  There  is  danger  over- 
hanging somewhere  on  the  Line.  Some  dreadful  calamity  will 
liappen.  It  is  not  to  be  doubted  this  third  time,  after  what  has 
gone  before.  But  surely  this  is  a  cruel  haunting  of  vie.  What 
can  /  do  r 

He  pulled  out  his  handkerchief,  and  wiped  the  drops  from  his 
boated  forehead. 

'  If  I  telegraph  Danger,  on  either  side  of  me,  or  on  both,  I 
can  give  no  reason  for  it,'  he  went  on,  wiping  the  palms  of  his 
hands.  *  I  should  get  into  trouble,  and  do  no  good.  They  would 
think  I  was  mad.  This  is  the  way  it  would  work, — jMessage  : 
"Danger!  Take  care  I"  Answer:  "What  Danger?  W^here?" 
Message  :  "  Don't  know.  But,  for  God's  sake,  take  care  1"  They 
would  displace  me.     What  else  could  they  do  ]' 

His  pain  of  mind  was  most  pitiable  to  see.     It  was  the  men- 
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tal  torture  of  a  conscientious  man,  oppressed  beyond  endurance 
by  an  unintelligible  responsibility  involving  life. 

*  When  it  first  stood  under  the  Danger-light,'  he  went  on, 
putting  his  dark  hair  back  from  his  head,  and  drawing  his  hands 
outward  across  and  across  his  temples  in  an  extremity  of  feverish 
distress,  '  why  not  tell  me  where  that  accident  was  to  happen, — 
if  it  must  happen?  Why  not  tell  me  how  it  could  be  averted, — 
if  it  could  have  been  averted  1  When  on  its  second  coming  it  hid 
its  face,  why  not  tell  me,  instead,  "  She  is  going  to  die.  Let 
them  keep  her  at  home"  1  If  it  came,  on  those  two  occasions,  only 
to  show  me  that  its  warnings  were  true,  and  so  to  prepare  me  for 
the  third,  why  not  warn  me  plainly  now  ?  And  I,  Lord  help  me  ! 
A  mere  poor  signal-man  on  this  solitary  station  !  Why  not  go 
to  somebody  with  credit  to  be  believed,  and  power  t/>  actl' 

When  I  saw  him  in  this  state,  I  saw  that  for  the  poor  man's 
sake,  as  well  as  for  the  public  safety,  what  I  had  to  do  for  the 
time  was  to  compose  his  mind.  Therefore,  setting  aside  all  ques- 
tion of  reality  or  unreality  betw^een  us,  I  represented  to  him  that 
whoever  thoroughly  discharged  his  duty  must  do  well,  and  that  at 
least  it  was  his  comfort  that  he  understood  his  duty,  though  he 
did  not  understand  these  confounding  Appearances.  In  this  effort 
I  succeeded  far  better  than  in  the  attempt  to  reason  him  out  of  his 
conviction.  He  became  calm ;  the  occupations  incidental  to  his 
post  as  the  night  advanced  began  to  make  larger  demands  on  his 
attention :  and  I  left  him  at  two  in  the  morning.  I  had  offered  to 
stay  through  the  night,  but  he  would  not  hear  of  it. 

That  1  more  tlian  once  looked  back  at  the  red  light  as  I 
ascended  the  pathway,  that  I  did  not  like  the  red  light,  and  that 
I  should  have  slept  but  poorly  if  my  bed  had  been  under  it,  I  see 
no  reason  to  conceal.  Nor  did  I  like  the  two  sequences  of  the 
accident  and  the  dead  girl.  I  see  no  reason  to  conceal  that 
either. 

But  what  ran  most  in  my  thoughts  was  the  consideration  how 
ought  I  to  act,  having  become  the  recipient  of  this  disclosure?  I 
had  proved  the  man  to  be  intelligent,  vigilant,  painstaking,  and 
exact;  but  how  long  might  he  remain  so,  in  his  state  of  mind  ] 
Though  in  a  subordinate  position,  still  he  held  a  most  important 
trnst,  and  would  I  (for  instance)  like  to  stake  my  own  life  on  the 
chances  of  his  continuing  to  execute  it  with  precision  ] 

Unable  to  overcome  a  feeling  that  there  would  be  something 
treacherous  in  my  coumiunicating  what  he  had  told  me  to  his  supe- 
riors in  the  Coni|iniiy,  without  hrst  being  ]ilain  wilh  himself  and 
piDpobing  a  middle  course  to  him,  I  ullimaiely  resolved  to  oHer  to 
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arcompany  liim  (othorwise  keeping  his  secret  for  the  present)  to  the 
wisest  medical  practitioner  we  could  hear  of"  in  those  parts,  and  to 
take  his  opinion.  A  change  in  his  time  of  duty  would  come  round, 
next  night,  he  had  apprised  me,  and  he  would  be  off  an  hour  or 
irt'o  after  sunrise,  and  on  again  soon  after  sunset.  I  had  a])pointed 
to  return  accordingly. 

Next  evening  was  a  lovely  evening,  and  I  walked  ont  early  to 
enjoy  it.  Tlie  sun  was  not  yet  quite  down  when  I  traversed  the 
field-path  near  the  top  of  the  deep  cutting.  I  would  extend  my 
walk  for  an  hour,  I  said  to  myself,  half  an  hour  on  and  half  an 
hour  back,  and  it  would  then  be  time  to  go  to  my  signal-man's 
box. 

Before  pursuing  my  stroll,  I  stepped  to  the  brink,  and  mechani- 
cally looked  down,  from  the  point  from  which  I  had  first  seen  him. 
I  cannot  describe  the  thrill  that  seized  upon  me,  when,  close  at 
the  mouth  of  the  tunnel,  I  saw  the  appearance  of  a  man,  with  his 
left  sleeve  across  hi-;  eyes,  passionately  waving  his  riglit  arm. 

The  nameless  horror  that  oppressed  me  passed  in  a  moment, 
for  in  a  moment  I  saw  that  this  appearance  of  a  man  was  a  man 
indeed,  and  that  there  was  a  little  group  of  other  men,  standing  at 
a  short  distance,  to  whom  he  seemed  to  be  rehearsing  the  gesture 
he  made.  The  Danger-light  was  not  yet  lighted.  Against  its 
shaft,  a  little  low  hut,  entirely  new  to  me,  had  been  made  of  some 
vooden  supports  and  tarpaulin.     It  looked  no  bigger  than  a  bed. 

With  an  irresistible  sense  that  something  was  wrong, — with  a 
flashing  self-reproachful  fear  that  fatal  mischief  had  come  of  my 
leaving  the  man  there,  and  causing  no  one  to  be  sent  to  overlook 
or  correct  what  he  did, — I  descended  the  notched  path  with  all  the 
speed  I  could  make. 

'  What  is  the  matter  f  I  asked  the  men. 

*  Signal-man  killed  this  morning,  sir.* 

'  Not  the  man  belonging  to  that  box?* 

*  Yes,  sir.' 

*  Not  the  man  I  know  ?' 

'  You  will  recognise  him,  sir,  if  you  knew  him,'  said  the  man 
who  spoke  for  the  others,  solennily  uncovering  his  own  head,  and 
raising  an  end  of  the  tar[)aulin,  '  for  his  face  is  quite  conijiosed.' 

'  O,  how  did  tliis  happen,  how  did  this  happen?'  I  asked,  turn- 
ing from  one  to  another  as  the  hut  closed  in  again, 

'  He  was  cut  down  by  an  engine,  sir.  No  man  in  England 
knew  his  work  better.  Cut  somehow  he  was  not  clear  of  the  out*^r 
rail.  It  was  just  at  broad  day.  lie  had  struck  the  light,  and  had 
the  lamp  in  his  hand.     As  the  engine  came  out  of  the  tunnel,  his 
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back  was  towards  her,  and  she  cut  him  down.  That  man  drove 
her,  and  was  showing  how  it  happened.  Show  the  gentleman, 
Tom.' 

The  man,  who  wore  a  rough  dark  dress,  stepped  back  to  his 
former  place  at  the  mouth  of  the  tunnel. 

'  Coming  round  the  curve  in  the  tunnel,  sir,'  he  said,  '  I  saw 
him  at  the  end,  like  as  if  I  saw  him  down  a  perspective-glass. 
There  was  no  time  to  check  speed,  and  1  knew  him  to  be  very 
c  areful.  As  he  didn't  seem  to  take  heed  of  the  whistle,  I  shut  it 
ort'when  we  were  running  down  upon  him,  and  called  to  him  as 
loud  as  I  coidd  call.' 

'  What  did  you  say  f 

'  I  said,  "  Below  there !  Look  out !  Look  out !  For  God's 
sake,  clear  the  way  !" ' 

I  started. 

'  Ah  !  it  was  a  dreadful  time,  sir.  I  never  left  off  calling  t^ 
him.  I  put  this  arm  before  my  eyes  not  to  see,  and  I  waved  this 
arm  to  the  last ;  but  it  was  no  use.' 

"Without  prolonging  the  narrative  to  dwell  on  any  one  of  its 
curious  circumstances  more  than  on  any  other,  I  may,  in  closing 
it,  point  out  the  coincidence  that  the  warning  of  the  Engine- 
Driver  included,  not  only  the  words  which  the  unfortunate  Signal- 
man had  repeated  to  me  as  haunting  him,  but  also  the  words 
which  I  myself — not  he — had  attached,  and  that  only  in  my  own 
mind,  to  the  gesticulation  he  had  imitated. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

BARBOX    BROTHERS. 
I. 

*  Guard  !     What  place  is  this  V 

*  Mugby  Junction,  sir.' 

*  A  windy  place  !' 

'  Yes,  it  mostly  is,  sir.' 
'  And  looks  comfortless  indeed  ? 
'Yes,  it  generally  does,  sir.' 
'  Is  it  a  rainy  night  still  V 

*  Pours,  sir.' 

*  Open  the  door.     I'll  get  out.' 

'  You'll  have,  sir,'  said  the  guard,  glistening  ■with  drops  of 
wet,  and  looking  at  the  tearful  face  of  liis  watch  by  the  light  of 
his  lantern  as  the  traveller  descended,  '  three  minutes  here.' 

'  More,  I  think. — For  I  am  not  going  on.' 

'  Thought  you  had  a  through  ticket,  sir  ]' 

'  So  I  have,  but  I  shall  sacrifice  the  rest  of  it.  I  want  my 
luggage.' 

'  Please  to  come  to  the  van  and  point  it  out,  sir.  Be  good 
enough  to  look  very  sharp,  sir.     Not  a  moment  to  spare.' 

The  guard  hurried  to  the  luggage  van,  and  the  traveller 
hurried  after  him.  The  guard  got  into  it,  and  the  traveller 
looked  into  it. 

'  Those  two  large  black  portmanteaus  in  the  corner  where 
your  light  shines.     Those  are  mine.' 

*  Name  upon  'em,  sirf 
'  Barbox  Brothers.' 
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*  Stand  clear,  sir,  if  you  please.     One.     Two.     Right!' 

Lamp  waved.  Signal  lights  ahead  already  changing.  Shriek 
from  engine.     Train  gone. 

'  Miigby  Junction  !'  said  the  traveller,  pulling  up  the  woollen 
muffler  round  his  throat  with  both  hands,  '  At  past  three  o'clock 
of  a  tempestuous  morning  !      So  !' 

He  spoke  to  himself.  Tiiere  was  no  one  else  to  speak  to. 
Perhaps,  though  there  liad  been  any  one  else  to  speak  to,  he 
would  have  preferred  to  speak  to  himself.  Speaking  to  himself, 
he  spoke  to  a  man  within  five  years  of  fifty  either  way,  who  had 
turned  grey  too  soon,  like  a  neglected  fire ;  a  man  of  pondering 
habit,  brooding  carriage  of  the  head,  and  suppressed  internal 
voice ;  a  man  with  many  indications  on  him  of  having  been  much 
alone. 

He  stood  unnoticed  on  the  dreary  platform,  except  by  the 
rain  and  by  the  wind.  Those  two  vigilant  assailants  made  a  rush 
at  him.  '  Very  well,'  said  he,  yielding.  '  It  signifies  nothing  to 
nie,  to  what  quarter  I  turn  my  face.' 

Thus,  at  iMugby  Junction,  at  past  three  o'clock  of  a  tempes- 
tuous morning,  the  traveller  went  where  the  weather  drove  him. 

Not  but  what  he  could  make  a  stand  when  he  was  so  minded, 
for,  coming  to  the  end  of  the  roofed  shelter  (it  is  of  considerable 
extent  at  Mugby  Junction)  and  looking  out  upon  the  dark  night, 
with  a  yet  darker  spirit-wing  of  storm  beating  its  wild  way  tlirough 
it,  he  faced  about,  and  held  his  own  as  ruggedly  in  the  diflicnit 
direction,  as  he  had  held  it  in  the  easier  one.  Thus,  with  a  steady 
step,  the  traveller  went  up  and  down,  up  and  down,  up  and  down, 
seeking  nothing,  and  finding  it. 

A  place  replete  with  shadowy  shapes,  this  Mugby  Junction  in 
the  black  hours  of  the  four-and-twenty.  Mysterious  goods  trains, 
covered  with  palls  and  ghding  on  like  vast  weird  funerals,  con- 
veying themselves  guiltily  away  from  the  presence  of  the  few 
lighted  lamps,  as  if  their  freight  had  come  to  a  secret  and  unlaw- 
ful end.  Half  miles  of  coal  pursuing  in  a  Detective  manner, 
following  when  they  lead,  stopping  when  they  stop,  backing  when 
they  back,  lied-hot  embers  showering  out  upon  the  ground,  down 
this  dark  avenue,  and  down  the  other,  as  if  torturing  fires  were 
being  raked  clear;  concurrently,  shrieks  and  groans  and  grinds 
invading  the  ear,  as  if  the  tortured  were  at  the  height  of  their 
suffering.  Iron-barred  cages  full  of  cattle  jangling  by  midway, 
the  drooping  beasts  with  horns  entangled,  eyes  frozen  with  terror, 
and  mouths  too  :  at  least  they  have  long  icicles  (or  what  seem  so) 
bunging  from  their  lips.     Unknown  languages  in  the  air,  conspir- 
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ing  in  red,  green,  and  white,  characters.  An  earthquake  accom- 
})amed  with  thunder  and  lightning,  going  up  express  to  London. 
Xow,  all  quiet,  all  rusty,  wind  and  rain  in  possession,  lamps  ex- 
tinguished, jNIugby  Junction  dead  and  indistinct,  with  its  robe 
drawn  over  its  head,  like  Ciesar. 

Xow,  too,  as  the  belated  traveller  plodded  up  and  down,  a 
shadowy  train  went  by  him  in  the  gloom  which  was  no  other  than 
the  train  of  a  life.  From  whatsoever  intangible  deep  cutting  or 
dark  tunnel  it  emerged,  here  it  came,  unsummoned  and  unan- 
nounced, stealing  upon  him  and  passing  away  into  obscurity. 
Here,  mournfully  went  by,  a  child  who  had  never  had  a  child- 
hood or  known  a  parent,  inseparable  from  a  youth  with  a  bitter 
sense  of  his  namelessness,  coujjled  to  a  man  the  enforced  business 
of  whose  best  years  had  been  distasteful  and  oppressive,  linked  to 
an  ungrateful  friend,  dragging  after  him  a  woman  once  beloved. 
Attendant,  with  many  a  clank  and  wrench,  were  lumbering  cares, 
dark  meditations,  huge  dim  disappointments,  monotonous  years, 
a  long  jarring  line  of  the  discords  of  a  solitary  and  unhappy 
existence. 

'  — Yours,  sir  ?' 

The  traveller  recalled  his  eyes  from  tiie  waste  into  which  they 
had  been  staring,  and  fell  back  a  step  or  so  under  the  abruptness, 
and  perhaps  the  chance  appropriateness,  of  the  question. 

'  0  !  My  thoughts  were  not  here  for  the  moment.  Yes.  Yes. 
Those  two  portmanteaus  are  mine.     Are  you  a  Porter?' 

*  On  Porter's  wages,  sir.      But  I  am  Lamps.' 

The  traveller  looked  a  little  confused. 

'  Who  did  you  say  you  are  ?' 

'  Lamps,  sir,'  showing  an  oily  cloth  in  his  hand,  as  further 
explanation. 

'  Surely,  surely.     Is  there  any  hotel  or  tavern  here  V 

'  Not  exactly  here,  sir.  There  is  a  Refreshment  Room  here, 
but — '  Lamps,  with  a  mighty  serious  look,  gave  his  head  a  warn- 
ing roll  that  plainly  added — '  but  it's  a  blessed  circumstance  for 
yuu  that  it's  not  open.' 

'  You  couldn't  recommend  it,  I  see,  if  it  was  available?' 

'  Ask  your  pardon,  sir.     If  it  was —  V 

'  Open  ?' 

'  It  ain't  my  place,  as  a  paid  servant  of  the  company,  to  give 
my  opinion  on  any  of  the  company's  toepics,'  he  pronounced  it 
more  like  toothpicks,  '  beyond  lamp-ile  and  cottons,'  returned 
Lamps,  in  a  confidential  tone ;  '  but  speaking  as  a  man,  I  wouldn't 
recommend  my  father  (if  he  was  to  come  to  life  again)  to  go  and 
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try  how  he'd  be  treated  at  tlie  Refreshment  Eoom.  ^N'ot  speak- 
ing as  a  man,  no,  I  would  not.' 

The  traveller  nodded  conviction.  '  T  suppose  I  can  put  up  in 
the  town  ?  There  is  a  town  here  ]'  For  the  traveller  (though  a- 
stay-at-home  compared  with  most  travellers)  had  been,  like  many 
otiiers,  carried  on  the  steam  winds  and  the  iron  tides  through  that 
Junction  before,  without  having  ever,  as  one  might  say,  gone  ashore 
there. 

'  0  yes,  there's  a  town,  sir.  Anyways  there's  town  enough  to 
^ut  up  in.  But,'  following  the  glance  of  the  other  at  his  luggage, 
'  this  is  a  very  dead  time  of  the  night  with  us,  sir.  The  deadest 
time.     I  might  a'raost  call  it  our  deadest  and  buriedest  time.' 

'  !N"o  porters  about  V 

'  Well,  sir,  you  see,'  returned  Lamps,  confidential  again, 
'  they  in  general  goes  off  with  the  gas.  That's  how  it  1b.  And 
they  seem  to  have  overlooked  yon,  through  your  walking  to  the 
furder  end  of  the  platform.  But  in  about  twelve  minutes  or  so, 
she  mav  be  up.' 

'  "Who  may  be  up?' 

'  The  three  forty-two,  sir.  She  goes  off  in  a  sidin'  till  the 
Up  X  passes,  and  then  she,'  here  an  air  of  hopef:'  vagueness  per- 
vaded Lamps,  '  doos  all  as  lays  in  her  })()wer.' 

'  I  doubt  if  I  comprehend  the  arrangement.' 

'  I  doubt  if  anybody  do,  sir.  Slie's  a  Parliamentary,  sir. 
And,  you  see,  a  Parliamentary,  or  a  Skirniishun — ' 

'  Do  you  mean  an  Excursion]' 

*  That's  it,  sir. —  A  Parliamentary  or  a  Slcirmishun,  she  mostly 
doos  go  otT  into  a  sidin'.  But  when  she  can  get  a  chance,  she's 
Avhistled  out  of  it,  and  she's  whistled  up  into  dohi'  all  as,'  Lamps 
again  wore  the  air  of  a  highly  sanguine  man  who  hoped  for  the 
best,  '  all  as  lays  in  her  power.' 

He  then  explained  that  porters  on  duty  being  required  to  be 
in  attendance  on  the  Parliamentary  matron  in  question,  would 
doubtless  turn  up  witli  tlie  gas.  In  the  mean  time,  if  the  gentle- 
man would  not  very  much  object  to  the  smell  of  lamp-oil,  and 

would  accept  the  warmth  of  his  little  room. The  gendoman 

being  by  this  time  very  cold,  instantly  closed  with  the  proposal. 

A  greasy  little  cabin  it  was,  suggestive  to  the  sense  of  smell, 
of  a  cal)in  in  a  Whaler.  But  there  was  a  bright  fire  burning  in 
its  rusty  grate,  and  on  the  floor  there  stood  a  wooden  stand  of 
newly  trimmed  and  lighted  lamps,  ready  for  carriage  scrnce. 
They  made  a  bright  show,  and  their  light,  and  the  warmth, 
accounted  for  the  poiiulaiity  of  the  room,  is  borne  witness  to  by 
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many  impressions  of  velveteen  trousers  on  a  form  by  the  fire,  and 
many  rounded  smears  and  smudges  of  stooping  velveteen  shoulders 
en  the  adjacent  wall.  Various  untidy  shelves  accommodated  a 
quantity  of  lamps  and  oil-cans,  and  also  a  fragrant  collection  of 
what  looked  like  the  pocket-handkerchiefs  of  the  whole  lamp 
family. 

As  Barbox  Brothers  (so  to  call  the  traveller  on  the  warranty 
of  his  luggage)  took  his  seat  upon  the  form,  and  warmed  his  now 
ungloved  hands  at  the  fire,  he  glanced  aside  at  a  little  deal  desk, 
much  blotched  with  ink,  which  his  elbow  touched.  Upon  it  were 
some  scraps  of  coarse  paper,  and  a  superannuated  steel  pen  in 
very  reduced  and  gritty  circumstances. 

From  glancing  at  tlie  scraps  of  paper,  he  turned  involuntarily 
to  his  host,  and  said,  with  some  roughness : 

'  Why,  you  are  never  a  poet,  man  !' 

Lamps  had  certainly  not  the  conventional  appearance  of  one, 
as  he  stood  modestly  rubbing  his  squab  nose  with  a  handkerchief 
so  exceedingly  oily,  that  he  might  have  been  in  the  act  of  mis- 
taking himself  for  one  of  his  charges.  He  was  a  spare  man  of 
about  the  Barbox  Brothers  time  of  life,  with  his  features  whimsi- 
cally drawn  upward  as  if  they  were  attracted  by  tlie  roots  of  his 
hair.  He  had  a  peculiarly  shining  transparent  complexion,  pro- 
bably occasioned  by  constant  oleaginous  application ;  and  his  at- 
tractive hair,  being  cut  short,  and  being  grizzled,  and  standing 
straight  up  on  end  as  if  it  in  its  turn  were  attracted  by  some  in- 
visible magnet  above  it,  the  top  of  his  head  was  not  very  unlike 
a  lamp-wick. 

'  But  to  be  sure  it's  no  business  of  mine,'  said  Barbox 
Brothers.  '  That  was  an  impertinent  observation  on  my  part. 
Be  what  you  like.' 

'  Some  people,  sir,'  remarked  Lamps,  in  a  tone  of  apology, 
*  are  sometimes  what  they  don't  like,' 

•  Nobody  knows  that  better  than  I  do,'  sighed  the  other.  '  I 
have  been  what  I  don't  like,  all  my  life.' 

'  When  I  first  took,  sir,'  resumed  Lamps,  '  to  composing  httle 
Comic-Songs-like — ' 

Barbox  Brothers  eyed  him  with  great  disfavour. 

' — To  composing  little  Comic-Songs-like — and  what  was 
more  hard — to  singing  'em  afterwards,'  said  Lamps,  '  it  went 
against  the  grain  at  that  time,  it  did  indeed.' 

Something  that  was  not  all  oil  here  shining  in  Lamp's  eye, 
Barbox  Brothers  withdrew  his  own  a  little  disconcerted,  looked 
at  the  fire,  and  out  a  foot  on  the  top  bar.     '  Why  did  you  do  it, 
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then  V  he  asked,  after  a  short  pause ;  abruptly  eriough  but  in  a 
softer  tone.  '  If  you  didn't  want  to  do  it,  why  did  you  do  itf 
Where  did  you  sing  them  1     PubHc-house  V 

To  which  Mr.  Lamps  returned  the  curious  reply :  '  Bedside.' 
At  tliis  moment,  while  the  travellei*  looked  at  him  for  ehici- 
dation,  jNIugby  Junction  started  sudilenly,  trembled  violently,  and 
opened  its  gas  eyes.  '  She's  got  up  !'  Lamps  announced,  excited. 
'  What  lays  in  her  power  is  sometimes  more,  and  sometimes  less ; 
but  it's  laid  in  her  power  to  get  up  to-night,  by  George  I' 

The  legend  '  Barbox  Brothers'  in  large  white  letters  on  two 
black  surfaces,  was  very  soon  afterwards  trundling  on  a  truck 
through  a  silent  street,  and,  when  the  owner  of  the  legend  had 
shivered  on  the  pavement  half  an  hour,  wliat  time  the  porter's 
knocks  at  the  Lm  Door  knocked  up  the  whole  town  first,  and  the 
Inn  last,  he  groped  his  way  into  the  close  air  of  a  shut-up  houi>e, 
and  so  groped  between  the  sheets  of  a  shut-up  bed  that  seemed 
to  have  been  expressly  refrigerated  for  him  when  last  made. 

IL 

'  You  remember  me,  Young  Jackson  V 

'  What  do  1  remember  if  not  you  ?  You  are  my  first  remem- 
brance. It  was  you  who  told  me  that  was  my  name.  It  was 
you  who  told  me  that  on  every  twentieth  of  December  my  life  had 
a  penitential  anniversary  in  it  called  a  birthday.  I  suppose  the 
last  communication  was  truer  than  the  first !' 

'  Wliat  am  I  like,  Young  Jackson  ?' 

'  You  are  like  a  blight  all  through  the  year,  to  me.  You 
hard-lined,  thin-lipped,  repressive,  changeless  Avoman  with  a  wa.K 
mask  on.  You  are  like  the  Devil  to  me  ;  most  of  all  when  you 
teach  me  religious  things,  for  you  make  me  abhor  them.' 

'  You  remember  me,  Mr.  Young  Jackson?'  In  another  voice 
from  another  quarter. 

'  JNIost  gratefully,  sir.  You  were  the  ray  of  hope  and  prosper- 
ing ambition  in  my  life.  When  I  attended  your  course,  I  believed 
that  I  should  come  to  be  a  great  healer,  and  I  felt  almost  happy — 
even  though  1  was  still  the  one  boarder  in  the  house  with  that 
liorriblc  mask,  and  ate  and  drank  in  silence  and  constraint  with 
the  mask  before  mo,  every  day.  As  I  had  done  every,  every, 
every,  day,  through  my  school-time  and  from  my  earliest  recollec- 
tion.' 

'  What  am  I  like.  Mr.  Young  Jackson  f 

'  You  are  like  a  8iu)oii()r  Being  to  me.     You  arc  like  Nature 
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beginning  to  reveal  herself  to  me.  I  hear  you  again,  as  one  of 
the  hushed  crowd  of  young  men  kindhng  under  the  power  of  your 
presence  and  knowledge,  and  you  bring  into  my  eyes  the  only 
exultant  tears  that  ever  stood  in  them.' 

'  You  remember  ^le,  Mr.  Young  Jackson  ?'  In  a  grating 
voice  from  quite  another  quarter. 

*  Too  well.  You  made  your  ghostly  appearance  in  my  life  one 
day,  and  announced  that  its  course  was  to  be  suddenly  and  wholly 
changed.  You  showed  me  which  was  my  wearisome  seat  in  the 
(xalley  of  Barbox  Brothers.  (When  they  were,  if  they  ever  were, 
is  luiknown  to  me ;  there  was  nothing  of  them  but  the  name 
when  I  bent  to  the  oar.)  You  told  me  what  I  was  to  do,  and 
what  to  be  paid  ;  you  told  me  afterwards,  at  intervals  of  year^^, 
when  I  was  to  sign  for  the  Firm,  when  I  became  a  partner,  when 
I  became  the  Firm.     I  know  no  more  of  it,  or  of  myself.' 

'  What  am  I  like,  Mr.  Young  Jackson  V 

'  You  are  like  my  father,  I  sometimes  think.  You  are  hard 
enough  and  cold  enough  so  to  have  brought  up  an  unacknowledged 
son.  I  see  your  scanty  figure,  your  close  brown  suit,  and  your 
tight  brown  wig;  but  you,  too,  wear  a  wax  mask  to  your  death. 
You  never  by  a  chance  remove  it — it  never  by  a  chance  falls  off — 
and  I  know  no  more  of  you.' 

Throughout  this  dialogue,  the  traveller  spoke  to  himself  at 
his  window  in  the  morning,  as  he  had  spoken  to  himself  at  the 
Junction  overnight.  And  as  he  had  then  looked  in  the  darkness, 
a  man  who  had  turned  grey  too  soon,  like  a  neglected  fire :  so  he 
now  looked  in  the  sunlight,  an  ashler  grey,  like  a  fire  which  the 
brightness  of  the  sun  put  out. 

The  firm  of  Barbox  Brothers  had  been  some  offshoot  or  irre- 
gular branch  of  the  Public  Notary  and  bill-broking  tree.  It  had 
gained  for  itself  a  griping  reputation  before  the  days  of  Young 
Jackson,  and  the  reputation  had  stuck  to  it  and  to  him.  As  he 
had  imperceptibly  come  into  possession  of  the  dim  den  up  in  the 
corner  of  a  court  off  Lombard-street,  on  whose  grimy  windows 
the  inscription  Barbox  Brothers  had  for  many  long  years  daily 
interposed  itself  between  him  and  the  sky,  so  he  had  insensibly 
found  himself  a  personage  held  in  chronic  distrust,  whom  it  was 
essential  to  screw  tight  to  every  transaction  in  which  he  engaged, 
whose  word  was  never  to  be  taken  without  his  attested  bond, 
whom  all  dealers  with  openly  set  i\p  guards  and  wards  against. 
This  character  had  come  upon  him  through  no  act  of  his  own.  It 
was  as  if  the  original  Barbox  had  stretched  himself  down  upon 
the  office-floor,  and  had  thither  caused  to  be  conveyed  Young 
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Jackson  in  his  sleep,  and  had  there  effected  a  metempsychosis  and 
excliange  of  persons  with  him.  The  discovery — aided  in  its  turn 
by  the  deceit  of  the  only  woman  he  had  ever  loved,  and  the  deceit 
of  the  only  friend  he  had  ever  made :  who  eloped  from  him  to  be 
married  together — the  discovery,  so  followed  up,  completed  what 
his  earliest  rearing  had  begun.  He  shrank,  abashed,  within  the 
form  of  Barbox,  and  lifted  up  his  head  and  heart  no  more. 

But  he  did  at  last  effect  one  great  release  in  his  condition. 
He  broke  the  oar  he  had  plied  so  long,  and  he  scuttled  and  sank 
the  galley.  He  prevented  the  gradual  retirement  of  an  old  con- 
ventional business  from  him,  by  taking  the  initiative  and  retiring 
from  it.  "With  enough  to  live  on  (though  after  all  with  not  too 
much),  he  obliterated  the  firm  of  Barbox  Brothers  from  the  pages 
of  the  Post-oflQce  Directory  and  the  face  of  the  earth,  leaving  no- 
thing of  it  but  its  name  on  two  portmanteaus. 

'  For  one  must  have  some  name  in  going  about,  for  people  to 
pick  up,'  he  explained  to  Mugby  High-street,  through  the  Inn- 
window,  '  and  that  name  at  least  was  real  once.  Whereas,  Young 
Jackson  ! — Not  to  mention  its  being  a  sadly  satirical  misnomer 
for  Old  Jackson.' 

He  took  up  his  hat  and  walked  out,  just  in  time  to  see,  pass- 
ing along  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  a  velveteen  man,  carry- 
ing his  day's  dinner  in  a  small  bundle  that  might  have  been  larger 
without  suspicion  of  gluttony,  and  pelting  away  towards  the  Junc- 
tion at  a  great  pace. 

'  There's  Lamps  !'  said  Barbox  Brothers.    'And  by-the-by — ' 

Ridiculous,  surely,  that  a  man  so  serious,  so  self-contained, 
and  not  yet  three  days  emancipated  from  a  routine  of  drudgery, 
should  stand  rubbing  his  chin  in  the  street,  in  a  brown  study 
about  Comic  Songs. 

'  Bedside  V  said  Barbox  Brothers,  testily.  '  Sings  them  at  the 
bedside  1  Why  at  the  bedside,  unless  he  goes  to  bed  drunk  1 
Does,  I  shouldn't  wonder.  But  it's  no  business  of  mine.  Let 
me  see.  Mugby  Junction,  ]\Iugby  Junction.  Where  shall  I  go 
next  1  As  it  came  into  my  head  last  night  when  I  woke  from  an 
uneasy  sleep  in  the  carriage  and  found  myself  here,  I  can  go  any- 
where from  here.  Whore  shall  I  go?  I'll  go  and  look  at  the 
Junction  by  chiylight.  There's  no  hurry,  and  I  may  like  the  look 
of  one  Line  better  than  another.' 

But  there  were  so  many  Lines.  Gazing  down  upon  them 
from  a  bridge  at  the  Junction,  it  was  as  if  the  concentrating  Com- 
panies formed  a  gnat  Industrial  Exhibition  of  tlie  works  of  ex- 
traordinary ground-spiders  that  spun  iron.     And  then  so  many 
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of  the  Lines  went  such  wonderful  ways,  so  crossing  and  curving 
among  one  another,  that  the  eye  lost  them.  And  then  some  of 
them  appeared  to  start  with  the  fixed  intention  of  going  five  hun- 
dred miles,  and  all  of  a  sudden  gave  it  up  at  an  insignificant 
barrier,  or  turned  off  into  a  workshop.  And  then  others,  like 
intoxicated  men,  went  a  little  way  very  straight,  and  surprisingly 
slued  round  and  came  back  again.  And  then  others  were  so 
chock-full  of  trucks  of  coal,  others  were  so  blocked  with  trucks  of 
casks,  others  were  so  gorged  with  trucks  of  ballast,  others  were 
so  set  apart  for  wheeled  objects  like  immense  iron  cotton-reels : 
while  others  were  so  bright  and  clear,  and  others  were  so  delivered 
over  to  rust  and  ashes  and  idle  wheelbarrows  out  of  work,  with 
their  legs  in  the  air  (looking  much  like  their  masters  on  strike), 
that  there  was  no  beginnmg,  middle,  or  end,  to  the  bewilderment. 

Barbox  Brothers  stood  puzzled  on  the  bridge,  passing  his 
right  hand  across  the  lines  on  his  forehead,  which  multiplied 
while  he  looked  down,  as  if  the  railway  Lines  were  getting  them- 
selves photographed  on  that  sensitive  plate.  Then,  was  heard  a 
distant  ringing  of  bells  and  blowing  of  whistles.  Then,  puppet- 
looking  heads  of  men  popped  out  of  boxes  in  perspective,  and 
popped  in  again.  Then,  prodigious  wooden  razors  set  up  on  end, 
began  shaving  the  atmosphere.  Then,  several  locomotive  engines 
in  several  directions  began  to  scream  and  be  agitated.  Then, 
along  one  avenue  a  train  came  in.  Then,  along  another  two 
trains  appeared  that  didn't  come  in,  but  stopped  without.  Then, 
bits  of  trains  broke  off.  Then,  a  struggling  horse  became  involved 
with  them.  Then,  the  locomotives  shared  the  bits  of  trains,  and 
ran  away  with  the  whole. 

'  1  have  not  made  my  next  move  much  clearer  by  this.  ISfo 
hurry.  No  need  to  make  up  my  mind  to-day,  or  to-morrow,  nor 
yet  the  day  after.     I'll  take  a  walk.' 

It  fell  out  somewhow  (perhaps  he  meant  it  should)  that  the 
walk  tended  to  tlie  platform  at  which  he  had  alighted,  and  to 
Lamps's  room.  But  Lamps  was  not  in  his  room.  A  pair  of 
velveteen  shoulders  were  adapting  themselves  to  one  of  the  im- 
pressions on  the  wall  by  Lamps's  fireplace,  but  otherwise  the  room 
was  void.  In  passing  back  to  get  out  of  the  station  again,  he 
learnt  the  cause  of  this  vacancy,  by  catching  sight  of  Lamps  on 
the  opposite  line  of  railway,  skipping  along  the  toj)  of  a  train, 
from  carriage  to  carriage,  and  catching  lighted  namesakes  thrown 
up  to  him  by  a  coadjutor. 

'  He  is  busy.  He  has  not  much  time  for  composing  or  sing- 
ing Comic  Songs  this  morning,  I  take  it." 
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The  direction  he  pursued  now,  was  into  the  country,  keeping 
very  near  to  the  side  of  one  great  Line  of  railway,  and  witliin 
easy  view  of  otliers.  '  I  have  half  a  mind,'  he  said,  glanciii<^ 
around,  '  to  settle  the  question  from  this  point,  by  saying,  "  I'll 
take  this  set  of  rails,  or  that,  or  t'other,  and  stick  to  it."  They 
separate  themselves  from  the  confusion,  out  here,  and  go  their 
ways.' 

Ascending  a  gentle  hill  of  some  extent,  he  came  to  a  few  cot- 
tages. There,  looking  about  him  as  a  very  reserved  man  might 
who  had  never  looked  about  him  in  his  life  before,  he  saw  some 
six  or  eight  young  children  come  merrily  trooping  and  whooping 
from  one  of  the  cottages,  and  disperse.  But  not  until  they  had 
all  turned  at  the  little  garden-gate,  and  kissed  their  hands  to  a 
face  at  the  upper  window  :  a  low  window  enough,  although  the 
upper,  for  the  cottage  had  but  a  story  of  one  room  above  the 
ground. 

Now,  that  the  children  should  do  this  was  nothing;  but  that 
they  should  do  this  to  a  face  lying  on  the  sill  of  the  open  window, 
turned  towards  them  in  a  horizontal  position,  and  apparently  only 
a  face,  was  something  noticeable.  lie  looked  up  at  the  window 
again.  Could  only  see  a  very  fragile  though  a  very  bright  face, 
lying  on  one  cheek  on  the  window-sill.  The  delicate  smiling 
iace  of  a  girl  or  woman.  Framed  in  long  bright  brown  hair, 
round  which  was  tied  a  light-blue  band  or  fillet,  passing  under 
the  chin. 

He  walked  on,  turned  back,  passed  the  window  again,  shyly 
glanced  up  again.  No  change.  He  struck  off  by  a  winding 
branch-road  at  the  top  of  the  hill — which  he  must  otherwise  have 
descended — kept  the  cottages  in  view,  worked  his  way  round  at 
a  distance  so  as  to  come  out  once  more  into  the  main  road  autl 
be  obliged  to  pass  the  cottages  again.  The  face  still  lay  on  the 
window-sill,  but  not  so  much  inclined  towards  him.  And  now 
there  were  a  pair  of  delicate  hands  too.  They  had  the  action  of 
{)erforming  on  some  musical  instrument,  and  yet  it  produced  no 
sound  that  reached  his  ears. 

*  Mugby  Junction  must  be  the  maddest  place  in  England,' 
said  Barbox  Brothers,  pursuing  his  way  down  the  hill.  '  The 
first  thing  I  find  here  is  a  liailway  Porter  who  composes  comic 
songs  to  sing  at  his  bedside.  The  second  thing  I  find  here  is  a 
face,  and  a  pair  of  hands  playing  a  musical  instrument  that  don't 
play  I' 

The  day  was  a  fine  briglit  day  in  the  early  beginning  of  No- 
Tcmber,  the  air  was  clear  and  inspiriting,  and  the  landscape  was 
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rich  in  beautiful  colours.  The  prevailing  colours  in  the  coi;rt  off 
Lombard-street,  London  city,  had  been  few  and  sombre.  Some- 
times, when  the  weather  elsewhere  was  very  bright  indeed,  the 
dwellers  in  those  tents  enjoyed  a  pepper-and-salt-coloured  day  or 
two,  but  their  atmosphere's  usual  wear  was  slate,  or  snuff-colour. 

He  relished  his  walk  so  well  that  he  repeated  it  next  day. 
He  was  a  little  earlier  at  tbe  cottage  than  on  the  day  before,  and 
he  could  hear  the  children  up-stairs  singing  to  a  regular  measure 
and  clapping  out  the  time  with  their  hands. 

'  Still,  there  is  no  sound  of  any  musical  instrument,'  he  said, 
listening  at  the  corner,  'and  yet  I  saw  the  performing  hands 
again,  as  I  came  by.  What  are  the  children  singing  ?  Why, 
good  Lord,  they  can  never  be  singing  the  multiplication-table  !' 

They  were  though,  and  with  infinite  enjoyment.  The  mys- 
terious face  had  a  voice  attached  to  it  which  occasionally  led  or 
set  tbe  children  right.  Its  musical  cheerfulness  was  delightful. 
The  measure  at  length  stopped,  and  was  succeeded  by  a  muraiur- 
ing  of  young  voices,  and  then  by  a  short  song  which  he  made 
out  to  be  about  the  current  month  of  the  year,  and  about  what 
work  it  yielded  to  the  labourers  in  the  fields  and  farm-yards. 
Then  there  was  a  stir  of  little  feet,  and  the  children  came  troop- 
ing and  whooping  out,  as  on  the  previous  day.  And  again,  as 
on  the  previous  day,  they  all  turned  at  the  garden-gate,  and 
kissed  their  hands — evidently  to  the  face  on  the  window-sill, 
though  Barbox  Brothers  from  his  retired  post  of  disadvantage  at 
the  comer  could  not  see  it. 

But  as  the  children  dispersed,  he  cut  off  one  small  straggler 
- — a  brown-faced  boy  with  tluxen  hair — and  said  to  him  : 

'  Come  here,  little  one.     Tell  nie,  whose  house  is  that  f 

The  child,  with  one   swarthy  arm  held  up  across  his  eyes, 
half  in  shyness,  and  half  ready  for  defence,  said  from  behind  the 
inside  of  his  elbow : 
.  *  Phoebe's.' 

'  And  who,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  quite  as  much  embarrassed 
by  liis  part  in  the  dialogue  as  the  child  could  possibly  be  by  his, 
*  is  Phoebe  V 

To  which  the  child  made  answer  :  '  AVhy,  Phoebe,  of  course.' 

The  small  but  sharp  observer  had  eyed  his  questioner  closely, 
and  had  taken  his  moral  measure.  He  lowered  his  guard,  and 
rather  assumed  a  tone  with  him  :  as  having  discovered  him  to  be 
an  unaccustomed  person  in  the  art  of  [)()lite  conversation. 

'  rhocbe,'  said  the  child,  '  can't  be  anybobby  else  but  Phoebe. 
Can  she  J' 
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'  No,  I  suppose  not.' 

'  Well,'  returned  the  child,  '  then  why  did  you  ask  me  V 

Deeming  it  prudent  to  sliift  his  ground,  Barbox  Brothers 
took  up  a  new  position. 

'  What  do  you  do  there  1  Up  there  in  that  room  where  the 
open  window  is.     What  do  you  do  there  1' 

'  Cool,'  said  the  child. 

'Eh?' 

*  Co-o-ol,'  the  child  repeated  in  a  louder  voice,  lengthening 
out  the  word  with  a  fixed  look  and  great  emphasis,  as  much  as 
to  say  :  '  What's  the  use  of  your  having  grown  up,  if  you're  such 
a  donkey  as  not  to  understand  me  ?' 

'  Ah  !  School,  school,'  said  Barbox  Brothers.  '  Yes,  yes,  yes. 
And  Phoebe  teaches  youf 

The  child  nodded. 

'  Good  boy.' 

'  Tound  it  out,  have  you  ?'  said  the  child. 

'  Yes,  I  have  found  it  out.  What  would  you  do  with  two- 
pence, if  I  gave  it  you  ?' 

'  Pend  it.' 

The  knock-down  promptitude  of  this  reply  leaving  him  not  a 
leg  to  stand  upon,  Barbox  Brothers  produced  the  twopence  with 
great  lameness,  and  withdrew  in  a  state  of  humiliation. 

But,  seeing  the  face  on  the  wmdow-sill  as  he  passed  the  cot- 
tage, he  acknowledged  its  presence  there  with  a  gesture,  which 
was  not  a  nod,  not  a  bow,  not  a  removal  of  his  hat  from  his  head, 
but  was  a  diilident  compromise  between  or  struggle-  with  all  three. 
The  eyes  in  the  face  seemed  amused,  or  cheered,  or  both,  and  the 
lips  modestly  said  :   '  Good  day  to  you,  sir.' 

'  I  find  I  must  stick  for  a  time  to  Mugby  Junction,'  said  Bar- 
box  Brothers,  with  much  gravity,  after  once  more  stopping  on 
his  return  road  to  look  at  the  Lines  where  they  went  their  several 
ways  so  quietly.  '  I  can't  make  up  my  mind  yet,  which  iron  road 
1o  take.  Jn  fact,  1  must  get  a  little  accustomed  to  the  Junction 
before  1  can  decide.' 

So,  he  announced  at  the  Iim  that  he  was  '  going  to  stay  on, 
for  the  present,'  and  improved  his  acquaintance  with  the  Junction 
that  night,  and  again  next  morning,  and  again  next  night  and 
morning :  going  down  to  the  station,  mingling  with  the  people 
there,  looking  about  him  down  all  the  avenues  of  railway,  and 
beginning  to  take  an  interest  in  the  incomings  and  outgoings  of 
the  trains.  At  first,  he  often  put  his  head  into  Lamps's  little 
roum.  but  he  never  foimd  Lamps  there.     A  pair  or  two  of  vel- 
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veteen  shoulders  he  usually  found  there,  stooping  over  the  fire, 
sometimes  in  connection  with  a  clasped  knife  and  a  piece  of  bread 
and  meat ;  but  the  answer  to  his  inquiry,  '  Where's  Lamps  V  was, 
either  that  he  was  '  t'other  side  the  line,'  or,  that  it  was  his  off- 
time,  or  (in  the  latter  case),  his  own  personal  introduction  to 
another  Lamps  who  was  not  his  Lamps.  However,  he  was  not 
so  desperately  set  upon  seeing  Lamps  now,  but  he  bore  the  dis- 
appointment. Nor  did  he  so  wholly  devote  himself  to  his  severe 
application  to  the  study  of  Mugby  Junction  as  to  neglect  exercise. 
On  the  contrary,  he  took  a  walk  every  day,  and  always  the  same 
walk.  But  the  weather  turned  cold  and  wet  again,  and  the  win- 
dow was  never  open. 

IIL 

At  length,  after  a  lapse  of  some  days,  there  came  another 
streak  of  fine  bright/  hardy  autumn  weather.  It  was  a  Saturday. 
The  window  was  open,  and  the  children  were  gone.  Not  sur- 
prising, this,  for  he  had  patiently  watched  and  waited  at  the 
corner,  until  they  were  gone. 

'  Good  day,'  he  said  to  the  face ;  absolutely  getting  his  hat 
clear  off  his  head  this  time. 

'  Good  day  to  you,  sir.' 

*  I  am  glad  you  have  a  fine  sky  again  to  look  at.' 

*  Thank  you,  sir.     It  is  kind  of  you.' 
'  You  are  an  invalid,  I  fear  ]' 

'  No,  sir.     I  have  very  good  health.' 

'  But  are  you  not  always  lying  down  V 

'  O  yes,  I  am  always  lying  down,  because  I  cannot  sit  up. 
But  I  am  not  an  invalid.' 

The  laughing  eyes  seemed  highly  to  enjoy  his  great  mistake. 

'  Would  you  mind  taking  the  trouble  to  come  in,  sir  1  There 
is  a  beautiful  view  from  this  window.  And  you  would  see  that  I 
am  not  at  all  ill — being  so  good  as  to  care.' 

It  was  said  to  help  him,  as  he  stood  irresolute,  but  evidently 
desiring  to  enter,  with  his  diffident  hand  on  the  latch  of  the 
garden-gate.     It  did  help  him,  and  he  went  in. 

The  room  up-stairs  was  a  very  clean  white  room  with  a  low 
roof.  Its  only  inmate  lay  on  a  couch  that  brought  her  face  to  a 
level  with  the  window.  The  couch  was  white  too  ;  and  her  simple 
dress  or  wrapper  being  light  blue,  like  the  band  around  her  hair, 
she  had  an  ethereal  look,  and  a  fanciful  appearance  of  lying  among 
clouds.  He  felt  that  she  instinctively  perceived  him  to  be  by  habit 
a  downcast  taciturn  man ;  it  was  another  help  to  him  to  have 
established  that  understanding  so  easily,  and  got  it  over. 
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There  was  an  awkward  constraint  upon  him,  nevertheless,  as 
he  touched  her  hand,  and  took  a  cliair  at  the  side  of  her  couch. 

'  I  see  now,'  he  began,  not  at  all  fluently,  '  how  you  occupy 
your  liands.  Only  seeing  you  from  the  path  outside,  I  thought 
you  were  playing  upon  something.' 

She  was  engaged  in  very  nimbly  and  dexterously  making  lace. 
A  lace  pillow  lay  upon  her  breast ;  and  the  quick  movements  and 
changes  of  her  hands  upon  it  as  she  worked,  had  given  them  tlie 
action  he  had  misinteri)reted. 

'  That  is  curious,'  she  answered,  with  a  bright  smile.  '  For  I 
often  fancy,  myself,  that  I  play  tunes  while  I  am  at  work.' 

'  Have  you  any  musical  knowledge  ]' 

She  shook  her  head. 

'  I  thiaik  I  could  pick  out  tunes,  if  I  had  any  instrument, 
which  covild  be  made  as  handy  to  me  as  my  lace-pillow.  But  I 
daresay  I  deceive  myself.     At  all  events,  I  shall  never  know.' 

'  You  have  a  musical  voice.  Excuse  me ;  I  have  heard  yon 
sing.' 

*  With  the  children  V  she  answered,  slightly  colouring,  '  O 
yes.  I  sing  with  the  dear  children,  if  it  can  be  called  sing- 
ing.* 

Barbox  Brothers  glanced  at  the  two  small  forms  in  the  room, 
and  hazarded  the  speculation  that  she  was  fond  of  children,  and 
tliat  she  was  learne<l  in  new  systems  of  teaching  tliem  ? 

'Very  fond  of  them,'  she  said,  shaking  her  head  again;  'but 
I  know  nothing  of  teaching,  beyond  the  interest  I  have  in  it,  and 
the  pleasure  it  gives  me  when  they  learn.  Perhaps  your  over- 
hearing my  little  scholars  sing  some  of  their  lessons,  has  led  yon 
so  far  astray  as  to  think  me  a  grand  teacher]  Ah  !  I  thought  so  ! 
No,  I  have  only  read  and  been  told  about  that  system.  It  seemed 
BO  pretty  and  pleasant,  and  to  treat  them  so  like  the  merry  Robins 
tliey  are,  that  1  took  up  with  it  in  my  little  way.  You  don't  need 
to  be  told  what  a  very  little  way  mine  is,  sir,'  she  added,  with  a 
glance  at  the  small  forms  and  round  the  room. 

All  this  time  her  hands  were  busy  at  her  lace-pillow.  As 
tliey  still  continued  so,  and  as  there  was  a  kind  of  substitute  for 
conversation  in  the  click  and  jilay  of  its  pegs,  Barlx>x  Brothers 
look  the  opportunity  of  observing  her.  lie  guessed  her  to  be 
tiiirty.  The  charm  of  her  transparent  face  and  large  bright 
brown  eyes,  was,  not  that  they  were  passively  resigned,  but  that 
they  were  actively  and  llioronghly  cheerful.  Even  her  busy  hands, 
which  of  their  own  thinness  alone  might  have  besought  com- 
passion, plied    their  task    with  a  gay  courage  that  made  mere 


MUtfBY  JUNCTION.  407 

compassion  an  unjustifiable  assumption  of  superiority,  and  an  im- 
pertinence. 

He  saw  her  eyes  in  the  act  of  rising  towards  his,  and  he 
directed  his  towards  the  prospect,  saying  :   '  Beautiful,  indeed  !' 

'  Most  beautiful,  sir.  I  have  sometimes  had  a  fancy  that  I 
would  like  to  sit  up,  for  once,  only  to  try  how  it  looks  to  an  erect 
head.  But  what  a  foolish  fancy  that  would  be  to  encourage  " 
It  cannot  look  more  lovely  to  any  one  than  it  does  to  me.' 

Her  eyes  were  turned  to  it  as  she  spoke,  with  most  delighted 
admiration  and  enjoyment.  There  was  not  a  trace  in  it  of  any 
sense  of  deprivation. 

'  And  those  threads  of  railway,  with  their  puffs  of  smoke  and 
steam  changing  places  so  fast,  make  it  so  lively  forme,'  she  went 
on.  *  I  think  of  the  number  of  people  who  caji  go  where  they 
wish,  on  their  business,  or  their  pleasure ;  I  remetnber  that  the 
puffs  make  signs  to  me  tliat  they  are  actually  going  while  I  look  : 
and  that  enlivens  the  prospect  with  abundance  of  company,  if  I 
want  company.  There  is  the  great  Junction,  too.  1  don't  see  it 
under  the  foot  of  the  hill,  but  I  can  very  often  hear  it,  and  I 
always  know  it  is  there.  It  seems  to  join  me,  in  a  way,  to  I 
don't  know  how  many  places  and  things  tha:  /  shall  never  see.' 

With  an  abashed  kind  of  idea  that  it  might  have  already 
joined  himself  to  something  he  had  never  seen,  he  said  con- 
strainedly:  'Just  so.' 

'  And  so  you  see,  sir,'  pursued  Phoebe,  '  I  am  not  the  invalid 
you  thought  me,  and  I  am  very  well  off  indeed.' 

'  You  have  a  happy  disposition,'  said  Barbox  Brothers  :  per- 
haps with  a  slight  excusatory  touch  fur  his  own  disposition. 

*  Ah  !  But  you  should  know  my  father,'  she  replied.  '  His 
is  the  happy  dispositi(jn  ! — Don't  mind,  sir  !'  For  his  reserve 
took  the  alarm  at  a  step  upon  the  stairs,  and  he  distrusted  that 
he  would  be  set  down  for  a  troublesome  intruder.  '  This  is  my 
father  coming.' 

The  door  opened,  and  the  father  j^aused  there. 

'  Why,  Lamps  I'  exclaimed  Barbox  Brothers,  starting  from  his 
chair.     '  How  do  you  do,  Lamps  ?' 

To  which  Lamps  responded  :  '  The  gentleman  for  Nowhere  ! 
How  do  you  DO,  sir  ?' 

And  they  shook  hands,  to  the  greatest  admiration  and  sur- 
prise of  Lamps's  daughter. 

'  I  have  looked  you  up,  half  a  dozen  times  since  that  night,' 
said  Barbox  Brothers,  *  but  have  never  found  you.' 

'  So  I've  heerd  on,  sir,  so  I've  heerd  on,'  returned  Lamps. 
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'  It's  your  being  noticed  so  often  down  at  the  Junction,  without 
taking  any  train,  that  has  begun  to  get  you  the  name  among  us 
of  the  gentleman  for  Xowhere.  No  offence  in  my  having  called 
you  by  it  when  took  by  surprise,  I  hope,  sir  V 

'  None  at  all.  It's  as  good  a  name  for  me  as  any  other  you 
could  call  me  by.  But  may  I  ask  you  a  question  in  the  corner 
here  T 

Lamps  suffered  himself  to  be  led  aside  from  his  daughter's 
couch,  by  one  of  the  buttons  of  his  velveteen  jacket. 

'  Is  this  the  bedside  where  you  slug  your  songs  ?' 

Lamps  nodded. 

The  gentleman  for  Nowhere  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder,  and 
they  faced  about  again. 

'  Upon  my  word,  my  dear,'  said  Lamps  then  to  his  daughter, 
looking  from  her  to  her  visitor,  'it  is  such  an  amaze  to  me,  to 
iind  you  brought  acquainted  with  this  gentleman,  that  I  must 
(if  this  gentleman  will  excuse  me)  take  a  rounder.' 

Mr.  Lamps  demonstrated  in  action  what  this  meant,  by  pull- 
ing out  his  oily  handkerchief  rolled  up  in  the  form  of  a  ball,  and 
giving  himself  an  elaborate  smear,  from  behind  the  right  ear,  up 
the  cheek,  aci'oss  the  forehead,  and  down  the  other  cheek  to  be- 
liind  his  left  ear.     After  this  operation,  he  shone  exceedingly. 

'  It's  according  to  my  custom  when  particular  warmed  up  by 
any  agitation,  sir,'  he  offered  by  way  of  apology.  '  And  really,  I 
am  throwed  into  that  state  of  amaze  by  iinding  you  brought 
acquainted  with  Phoobe,  that  I — that  I  think  I  will,  if  you'll 
excuse  me,  take  another  rounder.'  Which  he  did,  seeming  to  be 
greatly  restored  by  it. 

They  were  now  both  standing  by  the  side  of  her  couch,  and 
Hhe  was  working  at  her  lace-pillow.  '  Your  daughter  tells  me,' 
t-aid  Barbox  Brothers,  still  in  a  half-reluctant  shamefaced  way, 
'  that  she  never  sits  up.' 

'  No,  sir,  nor  never  has  done.  You  see,  her  mother  (who 
died  when  she  was  a  year  and  two  months  old)  was  subject  to  very 
bad  fits,  and  as  she  had  never  mentioned  to  me  that  she  was 
subject  to  fits,  they  couldn't  be  guarded  against.  Consequently, 
she  dropped  the  baby  when  took,  and  tliis  happened.' 

'  It  was  very  wrong  of  her,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  with  a 
knitted  brow,  '  to  marry  you,  making  a  secret  of  her  infirmity.' 

*  Well,  sir,'  pleaded  Lamps,  in  behalf  of  the  long-dece&sed. 
'You  see,  Phu^be  and  me,  we  have  talked  that  over  too.  And 
Lord  bless  us  !  Such  a  number  on  u«  has  our  infirmities,  what 
with  fits,  and  what  with  misfits,  of  one  sort  and  another,  that  if 
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we  confessed  to  'era  all  before  we  got  married,  most  of  us  might 
never  get  married.' 

'  Might  not  that  be  for  the  better  V 

'  Not  in  this  case,  sir,'  said  Phffibe,  gi'vang  her  hand  to  hei 
fathei. 

'  No,  not  in  this  case,  sir,'  said  her  father,  patting  it  between 
his  own. 

'  You  correct  me,'  returned  Barbox  Brothers,  with  a  blush  ; 
'  and  I  must  look  so  like  a  Brute,  that  at  all  events  it  would  be 
superfluous  in  me  to  confess  to  that  infirmity.  I  w^ish  you  would 
tell  me  a  little  more  about  yourselves.  I  hardly  know  how  to 
ask  h  of  you,  for  I  am  conscious  that  I  have  a  bad  stiff  manner, 
a  dull  discouraging  way  with  me,  but  I  wish  you  would.' 

'  With  all  our  hearts,  sir,'  returned  Lamps,  gaily,  for  both. 
'  And  first  of  all,  that  you  may  know  my  name — ' 

'  Stay  !'  interposed  the  visitor,  with  a  slight  flush.  *  What 
signifi.es  your  name  1  Lamps  is  name  enough  for  me.  I  like  it. 
It  is  bright  and  expressive.     What  do  I  want  more  !' 

'  Why  to  be  sure,  sir,'  returned  Lamps.  '  I  have  in  general 
no  other  name  down  at  the  Junction;  but  I  thought,  on  account 
of  your  being  here  as  a  first-class  single,  in  a  private  character, 
that  you  might — ' 

The  visitor  waved  the  thought  away  with  his  hand,  and 
Lamps  acknowledged  the  mark  of  confidence  by  taking  another 
rounder. 

'  You  are  hard-worked,  I  take  for  granted  V  said  Barbox 
Brothers,  when  the  subject  of  the  romider  came  out  of  it  much 
dirtier  than  he  went  into  it. 

Lamps  was  beginning,  '  Not  particular  so' — when  his 
daughter  took  him  up. 

'  0  yes,  sir,  he  is  very  liard-worked.  Fourteen,  fifteen,  eighteen, 
hours  a  day.     Sometimes  twenty-four  hours  at  a  time.' 

'  And  you,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  '  what  with  your  school, 
Phoebe,  and  what  with  your  lace-making — ' 

'  But  my  school  is  a  pleasure  to  me,'  she  interrupted,  opening 
her  brown  eyes  wider,  as  if  surprised  to  find  him  so  obtuse.  '  I 
began  it  when  I  was  but  a  child,  because  it  brought  me  and  other 
children  into  company,  don't  you  see  ?  That  was  not  work.  I 
carry  it  on  still,  because  it  keeps  children  about  me.  That  is  not 
work.  I  do  it  as  love,  not  as  work.  Then  my  lace-pillow  ;'  her 
busy  hands  had  stopped, as  if  her  argument  required  all  her  cheerful 
earnestness,  but  now  went  on  again  at  the  name  ;  '  it  goes  with 
my  thoughts  when  I  think,  and  it   goes  with  my  tunes  when  I 
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hum  any,  and  tliafs  not  work.      Why,  you  yourself  thought  it 
was  music,  you  know,  sir.     And  so  it  is,  to  me.' 

*  Everything  is  !'  cried  Lamps,  radiantly.  '  Everything  is 
music  to  her,  sir.' 

'  My  father  is,  at  any  rate.'  said  Phoehe,  exultingly  pointing 
her  thin  forefinger  at  him.  'There  is  more  music  in  my  fatlier 
thau  there  is  in  a  brass  band.' 

*  I  say  !  My  dear  !  It's  very  fillyillially  done,  you  know  ;  but 
you  are  flattering  your  father,'  he  protested,  sparkling. 

'  No  I  am  not,  sir,  I  assure  you.  No  I  am  not.  If  you  could 
hear  my  father  sing,  you  would  know  I  am  not.  But  you  never 
will  hear  him  sing,  because  he  never  sings  to  any  one  but  me. 
However  tired  he  is,  he  always  sings  to  me  when  he  comes  home. 
When  I  lay  here  long  ago,  quite  a  poor  little  broken  doll,  housed 
to  sing  to  me.  More  than  that,  he  used  to  make  songs,  bringing 
in  whatever  Httle  jokes  we  had  between  us.  More  than  that,  he 
often  does  so  to  this  day.  0  !  I'll  tell  of  you,  father,  as  the 
gentleman  has  asked  about  you.     He  is  a  poet,  sir.' 

'  I  shouldn't  wish  the  gentleman,  my  dear,'  observed  Lamps, 
for  the  moment  turning  grave,  'to  carry  away  that  opinion  of 
your  father,  because  it  might  look  as  if  I  was  given  to  asking  the 
stars  in  a  molloncolly  manner  what  they  was  up  to.  Which  I 
wouldn't  at  once  waste  the  time,  and  take  the  liberty,  my  dear.' 

'  My  father,'  resumed  Phoebe,  amending  her  text,  '  is  always 
on  the  bright  side,  and  the  good  side.  You  told  me  just  now,  I 
had  a  happy  disposition.     How  can  I  help  it?' 

'  Well ;  but  my  dear,'  returned  Lamps  argumontativcly,  '  how 
can  /help  it  !  Put  it  to  yourself,  sir.  Look  at  her.  Always 
as  you  see  her  now.  Always  working — and  after  all,  sir,  for  but 
a  very  few  shillings  a  week — always  contented,  always  lively,  al- 
ways interested  in  others,  of  all  sorts.  I  said,  this  moment,  she 
was  always  as  you  see  her  now.  So  she  is,  with  a  difference  that 
comes  to  much  the  same.  For,  when  it's  my  Sunday  olT  and  the 
morning  bells  have  done  ringing,  I  hear  the  praj-ers  and  thanks 
read  in  the  touchingest  way,  and  I  have  the  hymns  sung  to  me 
— so  soft,  sir,  that  you  couldn't  hear  'em  out  of  this  room — in 
notes  that  seem  to  me,  I  am  sure,  to  come  from  Heaven  and  go 
back  to  it.' 

It  might  have  been  merely  through  the  association  of  these 
words  with  their  sacredly  quiet  time,  or  it  might  have  been 
through  the  larger  association  of  the  words  with  the  Redeemer's 
presence  beside  the  bedridden ;  but  here  her  dexterous  iiiigers 
came  to  a  stop  on  the  lace-pillow,  and  clasjied  themselves  around 
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bis  neck  as  he  bent  down.  There  was  great  natural  sensibility  in 
both  father  and  daughter,  the  visitor  could  easily  see ;  but  each 
made  it,  for  the  other's  sake,  retiring,  not  demonstrative;  and 
perfect  cheerfnlness,  intuitive  or  acquired,  was  either  the  first  or 
second  nature  of  both.  In  a  very  few  moments  Lamps  was  taking 
another  rounder  with  his  comical  features  beaming,  while  Phoebe's 
laughing  eyes  (just  a  glistening  speck  or  so  i:pon  their  lashes) 
wei'e  again  directed  by  turns  to  him,  and  to  her  work,  and  to 
Barbox  Brothers. 

'  When  my  father,  sir,'  she  said  brightly,  '  tells  you  about  my 
being  interested  in  other  people  even  though  they  know  nothing 
about  me — which,  by-the-by,  I  told  you  myself — you  ought  to 
know  how  that  comes  about.     That's  my  father's  doing.' 

'  No,  it  isn't !'  he  protested. 

*  Don't  you  believe  him,  sir  ;  yes,  it  is.  He  tells  me  of  every- 
thing he  sees  down  at  his  work.  You  would  be  surprised  what  a 
quantity  he  gets  together  for  me  every  day.  He  looks  into  the 
carriages,  and  tells  me  how  the  ladies  are  drest — so  that  I  know 
all  the  fashions  !  He  looks  into  the  carriages,  and  tells  me  what 
pairs  of  lovers  he  sees,  and  what  new- married  couples  on  their 
wedding  trip — so  that  1  know  all  about  that !  He  collects  chance 
newspapers  and  books — so  that  I  have  plenty  to  read  !  He  tells 
me  about  the  sick  people  who  are  travelling  to  try  to  get  better — 
so  that  I  know  all  about  them  !  In  short,  as  I  began  by  saying, 
he  tells  me  everything  he  sees  and  makes  out,  down  at  his  work, 
and  you  can't  think  what  a  quantity  he  does  see  and  make  out.' 

'As  to  collecting  newspapers  and  books,  my  dear,'  said  Lamps, 
'  it's  clear  I  can  have  no  merit  in  that,  because  they're  not  my 
perquisites.  You  see,  sir,  it's  this  way :  A  Guard,  he'll  say  to 
>ue,  "  Hallo,  here  you  are.  Lamps.  I've  saved  this  paper  for 
your  daughter.  How  is  she  agoing  on  1"  A  Head-Porter,  he'll 
say  to  me,  "  Here !  Catch  hold.  Lamps.  Here's  a  couple  of 
wollumes  for  your  daughter.  Is  she  pretty  much  where  she 
were  ?"  And  that's  what  makes  it  double  welcome,  you  see.  If 
she  bad  a  thousand  pound  in  a  box,  they  wouldn't  trouble  them- 
selves about  her;  bat  being  what  she  is — that  is,  you  understand,' 
Lamps  added,  somewhat  hurriedly,  'not  having  a  thousand  pound 
in  a  box — they  take  thought  for  her.  And  as  concerning  the 
young  pairs,  married  and  unmarried,  it's  only  natural  I  should 
bring  home  what  little  I  can  about  them,  seeing  that  there's  not  a 
Couple  of  either  sort  in  the  neighbourhood  that  don't  come  of 
their  own  accord  to  confide  in  PlKebe.' 

She  raised  her  eyes  triumphantly  to  Barbox  Brothers,  as  she  said : 
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*  Indeed,  sir,  that  is  true.  If  I  could  have  got  up  and  gone 
to  church,  1  don't  know  how  often  I  should  have  been  a  brides- 
maid. But  if  I  could  have  done  that,  some  girls  in  love  might 
have  been  jealous  of  me,  and  as  it  is,  no  girl  is  jealous  of  me. 
And  my  pillow  would  not  have  been  half  as  ready  to  put  the 
piece  of  cake  under,  as  I  always  find  it,'  she  added,  turning  her 
face  on  it  with  a  light  sigh,  and  a  smile  at  her  father. 

The  arrival  of  a  little  girl,  the  biggest  of  the  scholars,  now 
led  to  an  understanding  on  the  part  of  Barbox  Brothers,  that 
she  was  the  domestic  of  the  cottage,  and  had  come  to  take  active 
measures  in  it,  attended  by  a  pail  that  might  have  extinguished 
her,  and  a  broom  three  times  her  height.  He  therefore  rose  to 
take  his  leave,  and  took  it;  saying  that  if  Phoebe  had  no  objec- 
tion, he  would  come  again. 

He  had  muttered  that  he  would  come  '  in  the  course  of  his 
walks.'  The  course  of  his  walks  must  have  been  highly  favour- 
able to  his  return,  for  he  returned  after  an  interval  of  a  single  day. 

*  You  thought  you  would  never  see  me  any  more,  I  suppose"?' 
he  said  to  Phoebe  as  he  touched  her  hand,  and  sat  down  by  her 
couch. 

'  Why  should  I  think  so  !'  was  her  surprised  rejoinder. 

'  I  took  it  for  granted  you  would  mistrust  me.' 

'  For  granted,  sir?     Have  you  been  so  much  mistrusted f 

'  I  think  I  am  justified  in  answering  yes.  But  I  may  have 
mistrusted  too,  on  my  part.  No  matter  just  now.  We  were 
speaking  of  the  Junction  last  time.  I  have  passed  hours  there 
since  the  day  before  yesterday.' 

'  Are  you  now  the  gentleman  for  Somewhere  ?'  she  asked 
with  a  smile. 

'  Certainly  for  Somewhere ;  but  I  don't  yet  know  Wlicre. 
You  would  never  guess  what  1  am  travelling  from.  Shall  1  tell 
you]     I  am  travelling  from  my  birthday.' 

Her  hands  stopped  in  her  work,  and  she  looked  at  him  with 
incredulous  astonishment. 

'Yes,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  not  quite  easy  in  his  chair,  'from 
my  birthday.  I  am,  to  myself,  an  unintelligible  book  with  the 
earlier  chapters  all  torn  out,  and  thrown  away.  My  childhood 
had  no  grace  of  childhood,  my  youth  had  no  charm  of  youth, 
and  what  can  be  expected  from  such  a  lost  beginning?'  His 
eyes  meeting  hers  as  they  were  addressed  intently  to  him,  some- 
thing seemed  to  stir  within  his  breast,  whispering :  '  Was  this 
bed  a  place  for  the  graces  of  childhood  and  the  charms  of  youth 
to  take  to  kindly  ?     O  shame,  shame  I' 
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'It  is  a  disease  with  me,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  checking 
himself,  and  making  as  though  he  had  a  difficulty  in  swallowing 
something,  '  to  go  wrong  about  that.  I  don't  know  how  I  came 
to  speak  of  that.  I  hope  it  is  because  of  an  old  misplaced  confi- 
dence in  one  of  your  sex  involving  an  old  bitter  treachery.  I 
don't  know.     I  am  all  wrong  together.' 

Her  hands  quietly  and  slowly  resumed  their  work.  Glancing 
at  her,  he  saw  that  her  eyes  were  thoughtfully  following  them. 

'  I  am  travelling  from  my  birthday,'  he  resumed,  '  because  it 
has  always  been  a  dreary  day  to  me.  My  first  free  birthday  com- 
ing round  some  five  or  six  weeks  hence,  I  am  travelling  to  put  its 
predecessors  far  behind  me,  and  to  try  to  crush  the  day — or,  at 
all  events,  put  it  out  of  my  sight — by  heaping  new  objects  on  it. 

As  he  paused,  she  looked  at  him;  but  only  shook  her  head 
as  being  quite  at  a  loss. 

'  This  is  unintelligible  to  your  happy  disposition,'  he  pursued, 
abiding  by  his  former  phrase  as  if  there  were  some  lingering  vir- 
tue of  self-defence  in  it :  'I  knew  it  would  be,  and  am  glad  it  is. 
However,  on  this  travel  of  mine  (in  which  I  mean  to  pass  the 
rest  of  my  days,  having  abandoned  all  thought  of  a  fixed  home), 
I  stopped,  as  you  heard  from  your  father,  at  the  Junction  here. 
The  extent  of  its  ramifications  quite  confused  me  as  to  whither  I 
should  ^o,from  here.  I  have  not  yefc  settled,  being  still  perplexed 
among  so  many  roads.  "What  do  you  think  I  mean  to  do?  How 
many  of  the  branching  roads  can  you  see  from  your  window  V 

Looking  out,  full  of  interest,  she  answered,  '  Seven.' 

'  Seven,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  watching  her  with  a  grave 
smile.  '  Well !  I  propose  to  myself,  at  once  to  reduce  the  gross 
number  to  those  very  seven,  and  gradually  to  fine  them  down  to 
one — the  most  promising  for  me — and  to  take  that.' 

'But  how  will  you  know,  sir,  which  is  the  most  promising]' 
she  asked,  with  her  brightened  eyes  roving  over  the  view. 

'Ah  !'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  with  another  grave  smile,  and 
considerably  improving  in  his  ease  of  speech.  '  To  be  sure.  In 
this  way.  Wliere  your  father  can  pick  up  so  much  every  day 
for  a  good  purpose,  I  may  once  and  again  pick  up  a  little  for  an 
mdifferent  purpose.  The  gentleman  for  Xowhere  must  become 
still  better  known  at  the  Junction.  He  shall  continue  to  explore 
it,  until  he  attaches  something  that  he  has  seen,  heard,  or  found 
out,  at  the  head  of  each  of  the  seven  roads,  to  the  road  itself. 
And  so  his  choice  of  a  road  shall  be  determined  by  his  choice 
among  his  discoveries.' 

Her  hands  sliU  busy,  she  again  glanced  at  the  prospect,  as  if 
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it  comprehended  something  that  had  not  been  in  it  before,  and 
laughed  as  if  it  yielded  her  new  pleasure. 

'  But  I  must  not  forget,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  '  (having  got 
bo  far)  to  ask  a  favour.  I  want  your  help  in  this  expedient  of 
mine.  I  want  to  bring  you  what  I  pick  up  at  the  heads  of  the 
seven  roads  that  you  lie  here  looking  out  at,  and  to  compare 
notes  with  you  about  it.  May  1 1  They  say  two  heads  are  bet- 
t(>r  than  one.  I  should  say  myself  that  probably  depends  upon 
the  heads  concerned.  But  I  am  quite  sure,  though  we  are  so 
newly  acquainted,  that  your  head  and  your  father's  have  found 
out  better  things,  Phoebe,  than  ever  mine  of  itself  discovered.' 

She  gave  him  her  sympathetic  right  hand,  in  perfect  rapture 
with  his  proposal,  and  eagerly  and  gratefully  thanked  him. 

'That's  well!'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  'Again  I  must  not 
forget  (having  got  so  far)  to  ask  a  favour.  Will  you  shut  your 
eyes?' 

Laughing  playfully  at  the  strange  nature  of  the  request,  she 
did  so. 

'  Keep  them  shut,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  going  softly  to  the 
door,  and  coming  back.  '  You  are  on  your  honour,  mind,  not  to 
open  your  eyes  until  I  tell  you  that  you  may  V 

'  Yes  !     On  my  honour.' 

'  Good.    ]\lay  I  take  your  lace-pillow  from  you  for  a  minute?' 

Still  laughing  and  wondering,  she  removed  her  hands  from 
it,  and  he  put  it  aside. 

'  Tell  me.  Did  you  see  the  puffs  of  smoke  and  steam  made 
by  the  morning  fast-train  yesterday  on  road  number  seven  from 
here  V 

'  Behind  the  elm-trees  and  the  spire  V 

'  That's  the  road,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  directing  his  eyes 
towards  it. 

'  Yes.     I  watched  them  melt  away.' 

'  Anything  unusual  in  what  they  exjiressed  V 

*  No  !'  she  answered  merrily. 

'Not  complimentary  to  me,  for  I  was  in  that  train.  I  went 
— don't  open  your  eyes — to  fetch  you  this,  from  tlie  great  inge- 
nious town.  It  is  not  half  so  large  as  your  lace-pillow,  and  lies 
easily  and  lightly  in  its  place.  These  little  keys  are  like  the  keys 
of  a  miniature  piano,  and  you  supply  the  air  required  with  your 
left  hand.  j\Iay  you  pick  out  delightful  music  from  it,  my  dear  ! 
For  the  present — you  can  open  your  eyes  now — good-bye  !' 

In  his  embarrassed  way,  he  closed  the  door  upon  himself,  and 
only  saw,  in  doing  so,   that  she   ecstatically  tuc^k  the  present  to 
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her  bosom  and  caressed  it.  The  glimpse  gladdened  bis  heart, 
and  jet  saddened  it;  for  so  might  she,  if  her  youth  had  flourished 
in  its  natural  course,  have  taken  to  her  breast  that  day  the  slum- 
bering music  of  her  own  child's  voice. 


CHAPTER  11. 

BARBOX  BROTHERS  AND  CO. 

With  good  will  and  earnest  purpose,  the  gentleman  for  No- 
where began,  on  the  very  next  day,  his  researches  at  the  heads 
of  the  seven  roads.  The  results  of  his  researches  as  he  and 
Phoebe  afterwards  set  them  down  in  fair  writing,  hold  their  due 
places  in  this  veracious  chronicle.  But  they  occupied  a  much 
longer  time  in  the  getting  together  than  they  ever  will  in  the 
peruM^al.  And  this  is  probably  the  case  with  most  reading  matter, 
except  when  it  is  of  that  highly  beneficial  kind  (for  Posterity) 
which  is  '  thrown  oflf  in  a  few  moments  of  leisure'  by  the  superiui 
poetic  geniuses  who  scorn  to  take  prose  pains. 

It  must  be  admitted,  however,  that  Barbox  by  no  means  hur- 
ried himself.  His  heart  being  in  his  work  of  good-nature  he 
revelled  in  it.  There  was  the  joy,  too  (it  was  a  true  joy  to  him), 
of  sometimes  sitting  by,  listening  to  Phoebe  as  she  picked  out 
more  and  more  discourse  from  her  musical  instrument,  and  as  her 
natural  taste  and  ear  refined  daily  upon  her  first  discoveries.  Be- 
sides being  a  pleasure,  this  was  an  occupation,  and  in  the  course 
of  weeks  it  consumed  hours.  It  resulted  that  his  dreaded  birth- 
day was  close  upon  him  before  he  had  troubled  himself  any  more 
about  it. 

The  matter  was  made  more  pressing  by  the  unforeseen  cir- 
cumstance that  the  councils  held  (at  which  Mr.  Lamps,  beaming 
most  brilliantly,  on  a  few  rare  occasions  assisted)  respecting  the 
road  to  be  selected,  were,  after  all,  in  no  wise  assisted  by  his  in- 
vestigations. For,  he  had  connected  this  interest  with  this  road, 
or  that  interest  with  the  other,  but  could  deduce  no  reason  from 
it  for  giving  any  road  the  preference.  Consequently,  when  the 
last  council  was  holden,  that  part  of  the  business  stood,  in  the 
end,  exactly  where  it  iiad  stood  in  the  beginning. 

'  But,  sir,'  remarked  Phoebe,  'we  have  only  six  roads  after  all. 
lo  the  seventh  road  dumb  ?' 
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*  The  seventh  road  1  O  !'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  rubbing  his 
chin.  '  That  is  the  road  I  took,  you  know,  when  I  went  to  get 
your  httle  present.     That  is  its  story,  Phcebe.' 

'  Would  you  mind  taking  that  road  again,  sir  ?'  she  asked 
with  hesitation. 

'  Not  in  the  least ;  it  is  a  great  liigh  road  after  all.' 
'  I  should  like  you  to  take  it,'  returned  Phoebe,  with  a  per- 
suasive smile,  '  for  the  love  of  that  little  present  which  must  ever 
be  so  dear  to  me.  I  should  like  you  to  take  it,  because  that  road 
can  never  be  again,  like  any  other  road  to  me.  I  should  like 
you  to  take  it,  in  remembrance  of  your  having  done  me  so  much 
good  :  of  your  having  made  me  so  much  happier  !  If  you  leave 
me  by  the  road  you  travelled  when  you  went  to  do  me  this  great 
kindness,'  sounding  a  faint  chord  as  she  spoke,  'I  shall  feel,  lying 
here  watching  at  my  window,  as  if  it  must  conduct  you  to  a  pro- 
sperous end,  and  bring  you  back  some  day.' 

'  It  shall  be  done,  my  dear ;  it  shall  be  done.' 
So  at  last  the  gentleman  for  Nowhere  took  a  ticket  for  Some- 
where, and  his  destination  was  the  great  ingenious  town. 

He  had  loitered  so  long  about  the  Junction  that  it  was  the 
eighteenth  of  Docemlier  when  he  left  it.  '  High  time,'  he  reflected, 
as  he  seated  himself  in  the  train,  '  that  I  started,  in  earnest ! 
Only  one  clear  day  remains  between  me  and  the  day  I  am  running 
away  from.  I'll  push  onward  for  the  hill-country  to-morrow. 
I'll  go  to  ^Yales.' 

It  was  with  some  pains  that  he  placed  before  himself  the  un- 
deniable advantages  to  be  gained  in  the  way  of  novel  occupation 
for  his  senses  from  misty  mountains,  swollen  streams,  rain,  cold, 
a  wild  seashore,  and  rugged  roads.  And  yet  he  scarcely  made 
tliem  out  as  distinctly  as  he  could  have  wished.  Whether  the  i)Oor 
girl,  in  spite  of  her  new  resource,  her  music,  would  have  any 
feeling  of  loneliness  upon  her  now — just  at  first — that  she  had 
not  had  before ;  whether  she  saw  those  very  imft's  of  steam  and 
smoke  that  he  saw,  as  he  sat  in  the  train  thhiking  of  her ;  whether 
her  face  would  have  any  pensive  shadow  on  it  as  they  died  out 
i^f  the  distant  view  from  her  window;  whether,  in  telling  him  he 
had  done  her  so  much  good,  she  had  not  unconsciously  corrected 
his  old  moody  bemoaning  of  his  station  in  life,  by  setting  him 
thinking  that  a  man  might  be  a  great  healer,  if  he  wonhi,  and 
yet  not  be  a  great  doctor;  these  and  other  similar  meditations 
got  between  him  and  his  Welsh  picture.  There  was  within  him, 
too,  that  dull  sense  of  vacuity  which  follows  separation  from  an 
object  of  interest,  and  cessation  of  a  pleasant  pursuit;  and  this 
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sense,  being  quite  new  to  hinij  made  him  restless.  Further,  in 
losing  Mugby  Junction  he  had  found  himself  again ;  and  he  was 
not  the  more  enamoured  of  himself  for  having  lately  passed  his 
time  in  better  company. 

But  surely,  here  not  far  ahead,  must  be  the  great  ingenious 
town.  This  crashing  and  clasliing  that  the  train  was  undergoing, 
and  this  coupling  on  to  it  of  a  multitude  of  new  echoes,  could 
mean  nothing  less  than  approach  to  the  great  station.  It  did 
mean  nothing  less.  After  some  stormy  flashes  of  town  lightning, 
in  the  way  of  swift  revelations  of  red-brick  blocks  of  houses,  high 
red-brick  chimney-shafts,  vistas  of  red-brick  railway  arches, 
tongues  of  fire,  blocks  of  smoke,  valleys  of  canal,  and  hills  of 
coal,  there  came  the  thundering  in  at  the  journey's  end. 

Having  seen  his  portmanteaus  safely  housed  in  the  hotel  he 
chose,  and  having  appointed  his  dinner-hour,  Barbox  Brothers 
went  out  for  a  walk  in  the  busy  streets.  And  now  it  began  to  be 
suspected  by  him  that  Mugby  Junction  was  a  Junction  of  many 
branches,  invisible  as  well  as  visible,  and  had  joined  him  to  an 
endless  number  of  byways.  For,  whereas  he  would,  but  a  little 
while  ago,  have  walked  these  streets  blindly  brooding,  he  now 
had  eyes  and  thoughts  for  a  new  external  world.  How  the  many 
toiling  people  lived,  and  loved,  and  died;  how  wonderful  it  was 
to  consider  the  various  trainings  of  eye  and  hand,  the  nice  dis- 
tinctions of  sight  and  touch,  that  separated  them  into  classes  of 
workers,  and  even  into  classes  of  workers  at  .subdivisions  of  one 
complete  whole  which  combined  their  many  intelligences  and 
forces,  though  of  itself  but  some  cheap  object  of  use  or  ornament 
in  common  life ;  how  good  it  was  to  know  that  such  assembling 
in  a  multitude  on  their  part,  and  such  contribution  of  their  several 
dexterities  towards  a  civilising  end,  did  not  deteriorate  them  as  it 
was  the  fashion  of  the  supercilious  ]\Iayflies  of  humatiity  to  pre- 
tend, but  engendered  among  them  a  self-respect  and  yet  a  modest 
desire  to  be  much  wiser  than  they  were  (the  first  evinced  in  their 
well-balanced  bearing  and  manner  of  speech  when  he  stopped  to 
ask  a  question ;  the  second,  in  the  announcements  of  their  popular 
studies  and  amusements  on  the  public  walls) ;  these  considera- 
tions, and  a  host  of  such,  made  his  walk  a  memorable  one.  '  I 
too  am  but  a  little  part  of  a  great  whole,'  he  began  to  think ; 
*  and  to  be  serviceable  to  myself  and  others,  or  to  be  happy, 
I  must  cast  my  interest  into,  and  draw  it  out  of,  the  common 
stock.' 

Although  he  had  arrived  at  his  journey's  end  for  the  day  by 
noon,  be  had  since  insensibly  walked  about  the  tovm  so  far  and 
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80  long  that  the  lamplighters  were  now  at  their  work  in  the 
streets,  and  the  shops  were  sparkling  up  brilliantly.  Thus  re- 
minded to  turn  towards  his  quarters,  he  was  in  the  act  of  doing 
80,  when  a  very  httle  hand  crept  into  his,  and  a  very  little  voice 
said : 

*  0  !    If  you  please,  I  am  lost !' 

He  looked  down,  and  saw  a  very  little  fair-haired  girl. 

*  Yes,'  she  said,  confirming  her  words  with  a  serious  nod. 
*  I  am  indeed.     I  am  lost !' 

Greatly  perplexed,  he  stopped,  looked  about  him  for  help, 
descried  none,  and  said,  bending  low  : 
'  Where  do  you  live,  my  child  V 

*  I  don't  know  where  I  live,'  she  returned.     '  I  am  lost.' 
'  What  is  your  name  V 

*  Polly.' 

'  What  is  your  other  name  V 

The  reply  was  prompt,  but  unintelligible. 

Imitating  the  sound,  as  he  caught  it,  he  hazarded  the  guess, 

'  Trivits  ?' 

'  O  no  !'  said  the  child,  shaking  her  head.      '  Nothing  like  that.' 

'  Say  it  again,  little  one.' 

An  unpromising  business.  For  this  time  it  had  quite  a  dif- 
ferent sound. 

He  made  the  venture  :   '  Paddens  V 

'  O  no  !'  said  the  child.     '  Nothing  like  that.' 

'  Once  more.     Let  us  try  it  again,  dear.' 

A  most  hopeless  business.  This  time  it  swelled  into  four 
syllables.  'It  can't  be  Tappitarver ?'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  rub- 
bing his  head  with  his  hat  in  discomfiture. 

*  No  !     It  ain't,'  the  child  quietly  assented. 

On  her  trying  this  unfortunate  name  once  more,  with  extra- 
ordinary eflbrts  at  distinctness,  it  swelled  into  eight  syllables  at 
least. 

*  Ah  !  I  think,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  with  a  desperate  air  of 
resignation,  '  that  we  had  better  give  it  up.' 

'  But  I  am  lost,'  said  the  child,  nestling  her  little  hand  more 
closely  in  his,  '  and  you'll  take  care  of  me,  won't  you?' 

If  ever  a  man  were  disconcerted  by  division  between  compas- 
sion on  the  one  hand,  and  the  very  imbecility  of  irresolution  on 
the  other,  here  the  man  was.  '  Lost !'  he  repeated,  looking  down 
at  the  child.     '  I  am  sure  /  am.     What  is  to  be  done  !' 

'  Where  do  i/ou  live?'  asked  the  child,  looking  up  at  him 
wistfully. 
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*  Over  there,'  he  answered,  pointing  vaguely  in  the  direction 
of  his  hotel. 

'  Hadn't  we  better  go  there  V  said  the  child. 

*  Eeally,'  he  replied,  '  I  don't  know  but  what  we  had.' 

So  they  set  off,  hand  in  hand.  He,  through  comparison  of 
himself  against  his  little  companion,  with  a  clumsy  feeling  on 
him  as  if  he  had  just  developed  into  a  foolish  giant.  She,  clearly 
elevated  in  her  own  tiny  opinion  by  having  got  him  so  neatly  out 
of  his  embarrassment. 

'  We  are  going  to  have  dinner  when  we  get  there,  I  suppose  V 
said  Polly. 

'  Well,'  he  rejoined,  *I — yes,  I  suppose  we  are.' 

'  Do  you  like  your  dinner  ?'  asked  the  child. 

'  Why,  on  the  whole,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  '  yes,  I  think 
I  do.' 

'  I  do  mine,'  said  Polly.    *  Have  you  any  brothers  and  sisteiB?' 

'  No.    Have  you  V 

*  Mine  are  dead.' 

'  O  !'  said  Barbox  Brothers.  With  that  absurd  sense  of  un- 
wieldiness  of  mind  and  body  weighing  him  down,  he  would  have 
not  known  how  to  pursue  the  conversation  beyond  this  curt  re- 
joinder, but  that  the  child  was  always  ready  for  him. 

'  What,'  she  asked,  turning  her  soft  hand  coaxingly  in  his, 
'  are  you  going  to  do  to  amuse  me,  after  dinner  ?' 

*  Upon  my  soul,  Polly,'  exclaimed  Barbox  Brothers,  very 
much  at  a  loss,  '  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea  !' 

'  Then  I  tell  you  what,'  said  Polly.  '  Have  you  got  any  cards 
at  your  house  V 

'  Plenty,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  in  a  boastful  vein. 

'  Very  well.  Then  I'll  build  houses,  and  you  shall  look  at 
me.     You  mustn't  blow,  you  know.' 

'  O  no  !'  said  Barbox  Brothers.  '  No,  no,  no.  No  blowing. 
Blowing's  not  fair.' 

He  flattered  himself  that  he  had  said  this  pretty  well  for  iiu 
idiotic  monster;  but  the  child,  instantly  perceiving  the  awkwiirn- 
ness  of  his  attempt  to  adapt  himself  to  her  level,  utterly  destroyed 
his  hopeful  opinion  of  himself  by  saying  compassionately  :  '  What 
a  funny  man  you  are  !' 

Feeling,  after  this  melancholy  failure,  as  if  he  every  minute 
grew  bigger  and  Iieavier  in  person,  and  weaker  in  mind,  Barbox 
pave  himself  up  for  a  bad  job.  No  giant  ever  submitted  more 
meekly  to  be  led  in  triumph  by  all-conquering  Jack,  than  he  to 
be  bound  in  slavery  to  I'olly. 

'  Do  you  know  any  stories  ]'  she  asked  him. 
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He  was  reduced  to  the  humiliating  confession :   '  No.' 

'  Wh'di  a  dunce  you  must  be,  nuistn't  you?'  said  Polly. 

He  was  reduced  to  the  humiliating  confession  :  '  Yes.' 

*  Would  you  like  me  to  teach  you  a  story  ?  But  you  must 
remember  it,  you  know,  and  be  able  to  tell  it  right  to  somebody 
else  afterwards  V 

He  professed  that  it  would  afford  him  the  highest  mental 
gratification  to  be  taught  a  story,  and  that  he  would  humbly  en- 
deavour to  retain  it  in  his  mind.  Whereupon  Polly,  giving  her 
hand  a  new  little  turn  in  his,  expressive  of  settling  down  for  en- 
joyment, commenced  a  long  romance,  of  which  every  relishing 
clause  began  with  the  words  :  '  So  this'  or  '  And  so  this.'  As, 
'  So  this  boy ;'  or  '  So  this  fairy ;'  or,  '  And  so  this  pie  was  four 
yards  round,  and  two  yards  and  a  quarter  deep.'  The  interest  of 
the  romance  was  derived  from  the  intervention  of  this  fairy  to 
punish  this  boy  for  having  a  greedy  appetite.  To  achieve  which 
purpose,  this  fairy  made  this  pie,  and  this  boy  ate  and  ate  and 
ate,  and  his  cheeks  swelled  and  swelled  and  swelled.  There  were 
many  tributary  circumstances,  but  the  forcible  interest  culminated 
in  the  total  consumption  of  this  pie,  and  the  bursting  of  this  boy. 
Truly  he  was  a  fine  sight,  Barbox  Brothers,  with  serious  attentive 
face,  and  ear  bent  down,  much  jostled  on  the  pavements  of  the 
busy  town,  but  afraid  of  losing  a  single  incident  of  the  epic,  lest 
he  should  be  examined  in  it  by-and-by  and  found  deficient. 

Thus  they  arrived  at  the  hotel.  And  there  he  had  to  say  at 
the  bar,  and  said  awkwardly  enough :  '  I  have  found  a  little 
girl  !' 

The  whole  establishment  turned  out  to  look  at  the  little  girl. 
Nobody  knew  her ;  nobody  could  make  out  her  name,  as  she  set 
it  forth — except  one  chambermaid,  who  said  it  was  Constantinople 
— which  it  wasn't, 

'  I  will  dine  with  my  young  friend  in  a  ]irivate  room,'  said 
Barbox  Brothers  to  the  hotel  authorities,  '  and  perhaps  you  will 
be  so  good  as  let  the  police  know  that  the  pretty  baby  is  here. 
I  suppose  she  is  sure  to  be  inquired  for,  soon,  if  she  has  not  been 
already.      Come  along,  Polly.' 

Perfectly  at  easo  and  peace,  Polly  came  along,  but,  finding 
the  stairs  rather  stiff  work,  was  carried  up  by  Barbox  Brothers. 
The  diiuier  was  a  most  transcendent  success,  and  the  Barbnx 
sheepishness,  under  Polly's  directions  how  to  mince  her  meat  for 
her  and  how  to  diffuse  gravy  over  the  plate  with  a  liberal  and 
equal  hand,  was  another  fine  sight. 

'And  now,'  said  Polly,  '  whde  we  are  at  dinner,  you  be  good, 
and  tell  me  that  story  I  taught  you.' 
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With  the  tremors  of  a  civil  service  examination  on  him,  and 
very  uncertain  indeed,  not  only  as  to  the  epoch  at  which  the  pie 
appeared  in  history,  but  also  as  to  the  measurements  of  that  in- 
dispensable fact,  Barbox  Brothers  made  a  shaky  beginning,  but 
under  encouragement  did  very  fairly.  There  was  a  want  of 
breadth  observable  in  his  rendering  of  the  cheeks,  as  well  as  the 
appetite,  of  the  boy;  and  there  was  a  certain  tameness  in  his 
fair}^,  referable  to  an  under-current  of  desire  to  account  for  her. 
Still,  as  the  first  lumbering  performance  of  a  good-humoured 
monster,  it  passed  muster. 

'  I  told  you  to  be  good,'  said  Polly,  '  and  you  are  good,  ain't 
you?* 

*  I  hope  so,'  replied  Barbox  Brothers. 

Such  was  his  deference  that  Polly,  elevated  on  a  platform  of 
sofa-cushions  in  a  chair  at  his  right  hand,  encouraged  him  with 
a  pat  or  two  on  the  face  from  the  greasy  bowl  of  her  spoon,  and 
even  with  a  gracious  kiss.  In  getting  on  her  feet  upon  her  chair, 
however,  to  give  him  this  last  reward,  she  toppled  forward  among 
the  dishes,  and  caused  him  to  exclaim  as  he  effected  her  rescue : 
'  Gracious  Angels  !  Whew  !  I  thought  we  were  in  the  fire, 
Polly  !' 

'  What  a  coward  you  are,  ain't  you  V  said  Polly,  when  re- 
placed. 

'  Yes,  I  am  rather  nervous,'  he  replied.  '  Whew  !  Don't, 
Polly  !  Don't  flourish  your  spoon,  or  you'll  go  over  sideways. 
Don't  tilt  up  your  legs  when  you  laugh,  Polly,  or  you'll  go  over 
backwards.  Whew  !  Polly,  Polly,  Polly,'  said  Barbox  Brothers, 
nearly  succumbing  to  despair,  '  we  are  environed  with  dangers  !' 

Indeed,  he  could  descry  no  security  from  the  pitfalls  that  were 
yawning  for  Polly,  but  in  proposing  to  her,  after  dinner,  to  sit  upon 
a  low  stool.  '  I  will,  if  you  will,'  said  Polly.  So,  as  peace  of  mind 
should  go  before  all,  he  begged  the  waiter  to  wheel  aside  the 
table,  bring  a  pack  of  cards,  a  couple  of  footstools,  and  a  screen, 
and  close  in  Polly  ami  himself  before  the  fire,  as  it  were  in  a  snug 
room  within  the  room.  Then,  finest  sight  of  all,  was  Barbox 
Brothers  on  his  footstool,  with  a  pint  decanter  on  the  rug,  con- 
templating Polly  as  she  built  successfully,  and  growing  blue  in 
the  face  with  holding  his  breath,  lest  he  should  blow  the  house 
down. 

'  How  you  stare,  don't  you  T  said  Polly,  in  a  houseless 
pause. 

Detected  in  the  ignoble  fact,  he  felt  obliged  to  admit,  apolo- 
getically:   '  I  am  afraid  I  was  looking  rather  hartl  at  )ou,  P(;lly.' 

'  Why  do  you  stare  V  asked  Polly, 
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'  I  cannot,'  he  murmured  to  himself,  '  recal  why. — I  don't 
know,  Polly.' 

'  You  must  be  a  simpleton  to  do  things  and  not  know  why, 
mustn't  you  ?'  said  Polly. 

In  spite  of  which  reproof,  he  looked  at  the  child  again,  in- 
tently, as  she  bent  her  head  over  her  card-structure,  her  rich  curls 
shading  her  face.  '  It  is  impossible,'  he  thought,  *  that  I  can 
ever  have  seen  this  pretty  baby  before.  Can  I  have  dreamed  of 
her  ?     In  some  sorrowful  dream  ?' 

He  could  make  nothing  of  it.  So  he  went  into  the  building 
trade  as  a  journeyman  under  Polly,  and  they  built  three  stories 
high,  four  stories  high  ;   even  five. 

'  I  say.  Who  do  you  think  is  coming  ?'  asked  Polly,  rubbing 
her  eyes  after  tea. 

He  guessed  :   '  The  waiter]' 

'  No,'  said  Polly,  '  the  dustman.     I  am  getting  sleepy.' 

A  new  embarrasment  for  Barbox  Brothers  ! 

'  I  don't  think  I  am  going  to  be  fetched  to-night,'  said  Polly  ; 
'  what  do  you  think  ]' 

He  thought  not,  either.  After  another  quarter  of  an  hour, 
the  dustman  not  merely  impending  but  actually  arriving,  recourse 
was  had  to  the  Constantinopolitan  chambermaid  :  who  cheerily 
undertook  that  the  child  should  sleep  in  a  comfortable  and  whole- 
some room,  which  she  herself  would  share. 

*  And  I  know  you  will  be  careful,  won't  you,'  said  Barbox 
Brothers,  as  a  new  fear  dawned  upon  him,  '  that  she  don't  fall  out 
of  bed.' 

Polly  found  this  so  highly  entertaining  that  she  was  under 
the  necessity  of  clutching  him  round  the  neck  with  both  arms  as 
lie  sat  on  his  footstool  picking  up  the  cards,  and  rocking  him  to 
and  fro,  with  her  dimpled  chin  on  his  shoulder. 

*  O  what  a  coward  you  are,  ain't  you  !'  said  Polly.  '  Do  yon 
fall  out  of  bed  V 

'  N — not  generally,  Polly.' 

*  No  more  do  I.' 

With  that,  Polly  gave  him  a  reassuring  hug  or  two  to  keep 
him  going,  and  then  ginng  that  confiding  mite  of  a  hand  of  hers 
to  be  swallowed  up  in  the  hand  of  the  Constantinopolitan  chamber- 
maid, trotted  off,  chattering,  without  a  vestige  of  anxiety. 

He  looked  after  her,  had  the  screen  removed  and  the  table 
and  chairs  replaced,  and  still  looked  after  her.  He  paced  the 
room  for  half  an  hour.  *  A  most  engaging  little  creature,  but 
it's  not  that.  A  most  winning  little  voice,  but  it's  not  that. 
That  has  much  to  do  with  it,  but  tliere  is  something  more.    How 
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can  it  be  that  I  seem  to  know  this  child  ?  What  was  it  she  im- 
perfectly recalled  to  me  when  I  felt  her  touch  in  the  street,  and, 
looking  down  at  her,  saw  her  looking  up  at  me  V 

'  Mr.  Jackson  !' 

With  a  start  he  turned  towards  the  sound  of  the  subdued 
voice,  and  saw  his  answer  standing  at  the  door. 

'  0  ]\Ir.'  Jackson,  do  not  be  severe  with  me.  Speak  a  word 
of  encouragement  to  me,  I  beseech  you.' 

'  You  are  Polly's  mother.' 

'Yes.' 

Yes.  Polly  herself  might  come  to  this,  one  day.  As  you 
see  what  the  rose  was,  in  its  faded  leaves ;  as  you  see  what  the 
summer  growth  of  the  woods  was,  in  their  wintry  branches ;  so 
Polly  might  be  traced,  one  day,  in  a  care-worn  woman  like  this, 
with  her  hair  turned  grey.  Before  him  were  the  ashes  of  a  dead 
fire  that  had  once  burned  bright.  This  was  the  woman  he  had 
loved.  This  was  the  woman  he  had  lost.  Such  had  been  the 
constancy  of  his  imagination  to  her,  so  had  Time  spared  her  under 
its  withholding,  that  now,  seeing  how  roughly  the  inexorable 
hand  had  struck  her,  his  soul  was  filled  with  pity  and  amaze- 
ment. 

He  led  her  to  a  chair,  and  stood  leaning  on  a  corner  of  the 
chimney-piece,  with  his  head  resting  on  his  hand,  and  his  face' 
half  averted. 

*  Did  you  see  me  in  the  street,  and  show  me  to  your  child  ? 
he  asked. 

*  Yes.' 

*  Is  the  little  creature,  then,  a  party  to  deceit  V 

'  I  hope  there  is  no  deceit.  I  said  to  her,  *'  We  have  lost  our 
way,  and  I  must  try  to  find  mine  by  myself.  Go  to  that  gentle- 
man and  tell  him  you  are  lost.  You  shall  be  fetched  by-and-by." 
Perhaps  you  have  not  thought  how  very  young  she  is  V 

'  She  is  very  self-reliant.' 

*  Perhaps  because  she  is  so  young  ?' 

He  asked,  after  a  short  pause,  '  Why  did  you  do  this  7' 

'  0  Mr.  Jackson,  do  you  ask  me  ]  In  the  hope  that  you 
might  see  something  in  my  innocent  child  to  soften  your  heart 
towards  me.     Not  only  towards  me,  but  towards  my  husband.' 

He  suddenly  turned  about,  and  walked  to  the  opposite  end 
of  the  room.  He  came  back  again  with  a  slower  step,  and  re- 
sumed his  former  attitude,  saying  : 

'  I  thought  you  had  emigrated  to  America  V 

'  We  did.     But  life  went  ill  with  us  there,  and  we  came  back.' 

'  Do  you  live  in  this  town  ?' 
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*  Yes.  I  am  a  daily  teacher  of  music  here.  My  husband  is  a 
book-keeper.' 

'  Are  you — forgive  my  asking — poor  f 

'  We  earn  enough  for  our  wants.  That  is  not  our  distress. 
My  husband  is  very,  very  ill  of  a  lingering  disorder.  He  will 
never  recover — ' 

*  You  check  yourself.  If  it  is  for  want  of  the  encouraging 
word  you  spoke  of,  take  it  from  me.  I  cannot  forget  the  old 
time,  Beatrice.' 

'  God  bless  you  !'  she  replied,  with  a  burst  of  tears,  and  gave 
him  her  trembling  hand. 

*  Compose  yourself.  I  cannot  be  composed  if  you  are  not,  for 
to  see  you  weep  distresses  me  beyond  expression.  Speak  freely 
to  me.     Trust  me.' 

She  shaded  her  face  with  her  veil,  and  after  a  little  while 
spoke  calmly.     Her  voice  had  the  ring  of  Polly's. 

'  It  is  not  that  my  husband's  mind  is  at  all  impaired  by  his 
bodily  suffering,  for  1  assure  you  that  is  not  the  case.  But  in 
his  weakness,  and  in  his  knowledge  that  he  is  incurably  ill,  he 
cannot  overcome  the  ascendancy  of  one  idea.  It  preys  upon  him, 
embitters  every  moment  of  iiis  painful  life,  and  will  shorten  it. 

She  stopping,  he  said  again  :  '  Speak  freely  to  me.    Trust  me.' 

'  We  have  had  five  children  before  this  darling,  and  they  all 
lie  in  their  httle  graves.  He  believes  that  tliey  have  withered 
away  under  a  curse,  and  that  it  will  blight  this  child  lilce  the  rest.' 

'  Under  what  curse  ?' 

*  Both  I  and  he  have  it  on  our  conscience  that  we  tried  you 
very  heavily,  and  I  do  not  know  but  that,  if  I  were  as  ill  as  he, 
I  might  suffer  in  my  mind  as  he  does.  This  is  the  constant 
burden  : — "  I  believe,  Beatrice,  I  was  the  only  friend  that  ^Ir. 
Jackson  ever  cared  to  make,  though  I  was  so  much  his  junior.  The 
more  influence  he  acquired  m  the  business,  the  higher  he  advanced 
me,  and  1  was  alone  in  his  private  confidence.  I  came  between 
him  and  you,  and  I  took  you  from  him.  We  were  both  secret, 
and  the  blow  fell  when  he  was  wholij'  unprepared.  The  anguish 
it  caused  a  man  so  compressed,  must  have  been  terrible ;  the 
wrath  it  awakened  inaj)peasable.  So,  a  curse  came  to  be  invoked 
on  our  poor  pretty  little  flowers,  and  they  fall." ' 

'  And  you,  Beatrice,'  he  asked,  when  she  had  ceased  to  speak, 
and  there  had  been  a  silence  afterwards, '  how  say  you  V 

'  Until  within  these  few  weeks  I  was  afraid  of  you,  and  I  be- 
lieved that  you  would  never,  never,  forgive.' 

'  Until  witliin  these  few  weeks,'  he  repeated.  '  Have  you 
changed  your  opinion  of  me  within  these  few  weeks  V 
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'  Yes.' 

'  For  what  reason  V 

'  I  was  getting  some  pieces  of  music  in  a  shop  in  this  town, 
when,  to  my  terror,  you  came  in.  As  1  veiled  my  face  and  stood 
in  the  dark  end  of  the  shop,  I  heard  you  explain  that  yon  wanted 
a  musical  instrument  for  a  bedridden  girl.  Your  voice  and  man- 
ner were  so  softened,  you  showed  such  interest  in  its  selection, 
you  took  it  away  yourself  with  so  much  tenderness  of  care  and 
pleasure,  that  I  knew  you  were  a  man  with  a  most  gentle  heart. 
O  jNIr.  Jackson,  Mr.  Jackson,  if  you  could  have  felt  the  refresh- 
ing rain  of  tears  that  followed  for  me  !' 

"Was  Phcebe  playing  at  that  moment,  on  her  distant  couch  1 
He  seemed  to  hear  her. 

'  I  inquired  in  the  sliop  where  you  lived,  but  could  get  no  in- 
formation. As  I  had  heard  you  say  that  you  were  going  back 
by  the  next  train  (but  you  did  not  say  where),  1  resolved  to  visit 
the  station  at  about  that  time  of  day,  as  often  as  I  could,  between 
my  lessons,  on  the  chance  of  seeing  you  again.  I  have  been  there 
very  often,  but  saw  you  no  more  until  to-day.  You  were  medi- 
tating as  you  walked  the  street,  but  the  calm  expression  of  your 
face  emboldened  me  to  send  my  child  to  you.  And  when  1  saw 
you  bend  your  head  to  speak  tenderly  to  her,  I  prayed  to  God  to 
forgive  me  for  having  ever  brought  a  sorrow  on  it.  I  now  pray 
to  you  to  forgive  me,  and  to  forgive  my  husband.  I  was  very 
young,  he  was  young  too,  and  in  the  ignorant  hardihood  of  such 
a  time  of  life  we  don't  know  what  we  do  to  those  who  have  under- 
gone more  discipline.  You  generous  man  !  You  good  man  !  So 
to  raise  me  up  and  make  nothing  of  my  crime  against  you  !' — for 
he  would  not  see  her  on  her  knees,  and  soothed  her  as  a  kind 
father  might  have  soothed  an  erring  daughter — '  thank  you,  bless 
you,  thank  you !' 

When  he  next  spoke,  it  was  after  having  drawn  aside  the 
window-curtain  and  looked  out  a  while.     Then,  he  only  said : 

*  Is  Polly  asleep  ?' 

'  Yes.  As  I  came  in,  I  met  her  going  away  upstairs,  and  put 
her  to  bed  myself.' 

*  Leave  her  with  me  for  to-morrow,  Beatrice,  and  write  nie 
your  address  on  this  leaf  of  my  pocket-book.  In  the  evening  I 
will  bring  her  home  to  you — and  to  her  father.' 


*  Hallo  !'  cried  Polly,  putting  her  saucy  sunny  face  in  at  the 
door  next  morning  when  breakfast  was  ready :  '  I  thought  I  was 
fetched  last  night  V 
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'  So  you  were,  Polly,  but  I  asked  leave  to  keep  you  liere  for 

the  day,  and  to  take  you  home  in  the  evening.' 

'  Upon  my  word  !'  said  Polly.    '  You  are  very  cool,  ain't  you  V 
However,  Polly  seemed  to  think  it  a  good  idea,  and  added : 
'  I  suppose  I  must  give  jon  a  kiss  though  you  are  cool.' 
The  kiss  given  and  taken,  they  sat  down  to  breakfast  in  a 

highly  conversational  tone. 

*  Of  course,  you  are  going  to  amuse  me  f  said  Polly. 
'  Oh,  of  course,'  said  Barbox  Brothers. 

In  the  pleasurable  height  of  her  anticipations,  Polly  found  it 
indispensable  to  put  down  her  piece  of  toast,  cross  one  of  her  little 
fat  knees  over  the  other,  and  bring  her  little  fat  right  hand  down 
into  her  left  hand  with  a  business-like  slap.  After  this  gathering 
of  herself  together,  Polly,  by  that  time,  a  mere  heap  of  dimples, 
asked  in  a  wheedling  manner : 

'  What  are  we  going  to  do,  you  dear  old  thing  V 

'  Why,  I  was  thinking,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  *  — but  are 
you  fond  of  horses,  Polly  f 

'  Ponies,  I  am,'  said  Polly,  *  especially  when  their  tails  are 
long.     But  horses — n — no — too  big,  you  know.' 

'  Well,'  pursued  Barbox  Brothers,  in  a  spirit  of  grave  mys- 
sterious  confidence  adapted  to  the  importance  of  the  consultation, 
'  I  did  see  yesterday,  Polly,  on  the  walls,  pictures  of  two  long- 
tailed  ponies,  speckled  all  over — ' 

'  'No,  no,  NO  !'  cried  Polly,  in  an  ecstatic  desire  to  linger  on 
the  charming  details.     '  Not  speckled  all  over  I' 

'  Speckled  all  over.    Which  ponies  jump  through  hoops — ' 

*  No,  no,  NO  !'  cried  Polly,  as  before.  '  They  never  jump 
through  hoops  1' 

'  Yes  they  do.  0  I  assure  you  they  do.  And  eat  pie  in 
l)iuafores — ' 

'  Ponies  eating  pie  in  pinafores  !'  said  Polly.  *  What  a  story- 
teller you  are,  ain't  you  V 

'  Upon  my  honour. — And  fire  off  guns.' 

(Polly  hardly  seemed  to  see  the  force  of  the  ponies  resorting 
to  fire-arms.) 

*  And  I  was  thinking,'  pursued  the  exemplary  Barbox,  '  that 
if  you  and  I  were  to  go  to  the  Circus  where  these  ponies  are,  it 
would  do  our  constitutions  good.' 

'  Does  that  mean  amuse  us  V  inquired  Polly.     *  What  long 

words  you  do  use,  don't  you  T 

Apologetic  for  having  wandered  out  of  his  depth,  he  replied  : 
'  That   means  amuse  us.      That  is  exactly  what  it  means. 

There  are  many  other  wonders  besides  the  ponies,  and  we  shall 
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pee  them  all.  Ladies  and  gentlemen  in  spangled  dresses,  and 
elephants  and  lions  and  tigers.' 

Polly  became  observant  of  the  teapot,  with  a  curled-np  nose 
indicating  some  uneasiness  of  mind. 

'  They  never  get  out,  of  course,'  she  remarked  as  a  mere 
truism. 

'  The  elephants  and  lions  and  tigers  1     0  dear  no  !' 

•  O  dear  no  !'  said  Polly.  '  And  of  course  nobody's  afraid  of 
the  ponies  shooting  anybody.' 

'  Not  the  least  in  the  world.' 

*Xo,  no,  not  the  least  in  the  world,'  said  Polly. 

*  I  was  also  thinking,'  proceeded  Barbox,  '  that  if  we  were  to 
look  in  at  the  toy-shop,  to  choose  a  doll — ' 

'  Not  dressed  !'  cried  Polly,  with  a  clap  of  her  hands.  '  Xo, 
no,  NO,  not  dressed  !' 

'  Full  dressed.  Together  with  a  house,  and  all  things  neces- 
sary for  housekeeping — ' 

Polly  gave  a  little  scream,  and  seemed  in  danger  of  falling  into 
a  swoon  of  bliss. 

'  What  a  darling  you  are  !'  she  languidly  exclaimed,  leaning 
back  in  her  chair.  '  Come  and  be  hugged,  or  I  must  come  and 
hug  you.' 

This  resplendent  programme  was  carried  into  execution  with 
the  utmost  rigour  of  the  law.  It  being  essential  to  make  the 
purchase  of  the  doll  its  first  feature — or  that  lady  would  have  lost 
the  ponies — the  toy-shop  expedition  took  precedence.  Polly  in 
the  magic  warehouse,  with  a  doll  as  large  as  herself  under  each 
arm,  and  a  neat  assortment  of  some  twenty  more  on  view  tipon 
the  counter,  did  indeed  present  a  spectacle  of  indecision  not  quite 
compatible  with  unalloyed  happiness,  but  the  light  cloud  passed. 
The  lovely  specimen  oftenest  chosen,  oftenest  rejected,  and  finally 
abided  by,  was  of  Circassian  descent,  possessing  as  much  boldness 
of  beauty  as  was  reconcilable  with  extreme  feebleness  of  mouth, 
and  combining  a  sky-blue  silk  pelisse  with  rose-coloured  satin 
trousers,  and  a  black  velvet  hat :  which  this  fair  stranger  to  our 
northern  shores  would  seem  to  have  founded  on  the  portraits  of 
the  late  Duchess  of  Kent.  The  name  this  distinguished  foreigner 
brought  with  her  from  beneath  the  glowing  skies  of  a  sunny  clime 
was  (on  Polly's  authority)  Miss  Melluka,  and  the  costly  nature  of 
her  outfit  as  a  housekeeper,  from  the  Barbox  coffers,  may  be 
inferred  from  the  two  facts  that  her  silver  teaspoons  were  as  large 
as  her  kitchen  poker,  and  tliat  the  proportions  of  her  watch  ex- 
ceeded those  of  her  frying-pan.  Miss  Melluka  was  graciously 
pleased  to  express  her  entire  approbation  of  the  Circus,  and  so 
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was  Polly ;  for  the  ponies  icere  speckled,  and  brought  down  no- 
body when  they  fired,  and  the  savagery  of  the  wild  beasts  appeared 
to  be  mere  smoke — which  article,  in  fact,  they  did  produce  in 
large  quantities  from  their  insides.  The  Barbox  absorption  in  the 
general  subject  throughout  the  realisation  of  these  delights  was 
again  a  sight  to  see,  nor  was  it  less  worthy  to  behold  at  dinner, 
when  he  drank  to  Miss  Melluka,  tied  stiff"  in  a  chair  opposite  to 
Polly  (the  fair  Circassian  possessing  an  iinbendable  spine),  and 
even  induced  the  waiter  to  assist  in  carrying  out  with  due  decorum 
the  prevailing  glorious  idea.  To  wind  up,  there  came  the  agree- 
able fever  of  getting  JNIiss  ^Nlelluka  and  all  her  wardrobe  and  rich 
possessions  into  a  fly  with  Polly,  to  be  taken  home.  But  by  that 
time  Polly  had  become  unable  to  look  upon  such  accumulated  joys 
with  waking  eyes,  and  had  withdrawn  her  consciousness  into  the 
wonderful  Paradise  of  a  child's  sleep.  '  Sleep,  Polly,  sleep,'  said 
Barbox  Brothers,  as  her  head  dropped  on  his  shoulder ;  *  you 
shall  not  fall  out  of  this  bed,  easily,  at  any  rate  1' 

What  rustling  piece  of  paper  he  took  from  his  pocket,  and 
carefully  folded  into  the  oosoni  of  Polly's  frock,  shall  not  be 
mentioned.  He  said  nothing  about  it,  and  nothing  shall  be  said 
about  it.  They  drove  to  a  modest  suburb  of  the  great  ingenious 
town,  and  stopped  at  the  fore-court  of  a  small  house.  '  Do  not 
wake  the  child,'  said  Barbox  Brothers,  softly,  to  the  driver,  '  I 
will  carry  her  in  as  she  is.' 

Greeting  the  light  at  the  opened  door  which  was  held  by 
Polly's  mother,  Polly's  bearer  passed  on  with  mother  and  child 
into  a  ground-floor  room.  There,  stretched  on  a  sofa,  lay  a  sick 
man,  sorely  wasted,  who  covered  his  eyes  with  his  emaciated  hands. 

'  Tresham,'  said  Barbox,  in  a  kindly  voice,  *  I  have  brought 
you  back  your  Polly,  fast  asleep.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  tell 
me  you  are  better.' 

The  sick  man  reached  forth  his  right  hand,  and  bowed  his 
head  over  the  hand  into  which  it  was  taken,  and  kissed  it. 
'  Thank  you,  thank  you  !     I  may  say  that  I  am  well  and  happy.' 

'  That's  brave,'  said  Barbox.  '  Tresham,  I  have  a  fancy — 
can  you  make  room  for  me  beside  you  here  V 

He  sat  down  on  the  sofa  as  he  said  the  words,  cherishing  the 
plump  peachy  cheek  that  lay  njipermost  on  his  shoulder. 

'I  have  a  fancy,  Tresham  (1  am  getting  quite  an  old  fellow 
now,  you  know,  and  old  fellows  may  take  fancies  into  their  heads 
sometimes),  to  give  up  I'olly,  having  found  her,  to  no  one  but 
you.     Will  you  take  her  from  me  V 

As  the  father  held  out  his  arms  for  the  child,  each  of  the  two 
men  looked  steadily  at  the  other. 
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'  She  is  very  dear  to  you,  Tresbam  ?' 

'  Unutterably  dear.' 

*  God  bless  her  !  It  is  not  much,  Polly,'  he  continued,  turning 
his  eyes  upon  her  peaceful  face  as  he  apostrophised  her,  '  it  is  not 
much,  Polly,  for  a  blind  and  sinful  man  to  invoke  a  blessing  on 
something  so  far  better  than  himself  as  a  little  child  is ;  but  it 
would  be  much — much  upon  his  cruel  head,  and  much  upon  his 
guilty  soul — if  he  could  be  so  wicked  as  to  invoke  a  curse.  He 
had  better  have  a  millstone  round  his  neck,  and  be  cast  into  the 
deepest  sea.  Live  and  thrive,  my  pretty  baby  ! '  Here  he  kissed 
her.  *  Live  and  prosper,  and  become  in  time  the  mother  of  other 
little  children,  like  the  Angels  who  behold  The  Father's  face  !' 

He  kissed  her  again,  gave  her  up  gently  to  both  her  parents, 
and  went  out. 

But  he  went  not  to  Wales.  No,  he  never  went  to  Wales.  He 
went  straightway  for  another  stroll  about  the  town,  and  he  looked 
in  upon  the  people  at  their  work,  and  at  their  play,  here,  there, 
everywhere,  and  where  not.  For  he  was  Barbos  Brothers  and 
Co.  now,  and  had  taken  thousands  of  partners  into  the  solitary 
firm. 

He  had  at  length  got  back  to  his  hotel  room,  and  was  stand- 
ing before  his  fire  refreshing  himself  with  a  glass  of  hot  drink 
which  he  had  stood  upon  the  chiuiney-piece,  when  he  heard  the 
town  clocks  striking,  and,  referring  to  his  watch,  found  the  even- 
ing to  have  so  slipped  away,  that  they  were  striking  twelve.  As 
he  put  up  his  watch  again,  his  eyes  met  those  of  his  reflection  in 
the  chimney-glass. 

'  Why  it's  your  birthday  already,'  he  said,  smiling.  '  You 
are  looking  very  well.  I  wish  vou  many  happy  returns  of  the 
day.' 

He  had  never  before  bestowed  that  wish  upon  himself.  *  By 
Jupiter  !'  he  discovered,  'it alters  the  whole  case  of  running  away 
from  one's  birthday  !  It's  a  thing  to  explain  to  Phcebe.  Besides, 
here  is  quite  a  long  story  to  tell  her,  that  has  sprang  out  of  the 
road  with  no  story.  I'll  go  back,  instead  of  going  on.  I'll  go 
back  by  my  friend  Lamps's  Up  X  [)resently.' 

He  went  back  to  IMngby  Junction,  and  in  point  of  fact  he 
established  himself  at  Mugby  Junction.  It  was  the  convenient 
place  to  live  in,  for  brightening  Pha-be's  life.  It  was  the  conve- 
nient place  to  live  in,  for  having  her  tanght  music  by  Beatrice. 
It  was  the  convenient  place  to  live  in,  for  occasionally  borrowing 
Polly.  It  was  the  convenient  place  to  Hve  in,  for  being  joined  at 
will  to  all  sorts  of  agreeai)Ie  places  and  persons.  So,  he  became 
settled  there,  and,  his  house  standing  in  an  elevated  situation,  it 
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is  noteworthy  of  him  in  conclusion,  as  Polly  herself  might  (not 
rreverently)  have  put  it: 

There  was  an  Old  Barbox  who  lived  on  a  hill, 
And  if  he  ain't  gone,  he  lives  ihere  still. 

Here  follows  the  substance  of  what  was  seen,  heaud, 
OR  otherwise  picked  up,  by  the  Gentleman  for  JSuwHEUii;,  in 

UlS  CAREFUL  STUDY  OF  THE  .JUNCTION. 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  BOY  AT  MUGBY. 

I  AM  the  boy  at  Mngby.     That's  about  what  7  am. 

You  don't  know  what  I  mean  ?  What  a  pity  !  But  I  think 
you  do.  I  think  you  must.  Look  here.  I  am  the  Boy  at  wliat 
is  called  The  Refreshment  Room  at  jMugby  Junction,  and  what's 
proudest  boast  is,  that  it  never  yet  refreshed  a  mortal  being. 

Up  in  a  corner  of  the  Down  Refreshment  Room  at  Mugby 
Junction,  in  the  height  of  twenty-seven  cross  draughts  (Pve  often 
counted  'em  while  they  brush  the  First-Class  hair  twenty- seven 
ways),  behind  the  bottles,  among  the  glasses,  bounded  on  the 
nor'west  by  the  beer,  stood  pretty  far  to  the  right  of  a  metallic 
object  that's  at  times  the  tea-urn  and  at  times  the  soup-tureen, 
according  to  the  nature  of  the  last  twang  imparted  to  its  contents 
which  are  the  same  groundwork,  fended  off  from  the  traveller  by 
a  barrier  of  stale  sponge-cakes  erected  atop  of  the  counter,  and 
lastly  exposed  sideways  to  the  glare  of  Our  Missis's  eye, — you  ask 
a  Boy  so  sitiwated,  next  time  you  stop  in  a  hurry  at  Mugby,  for 
anytiiing  to  drink ;  you  take  particular  nutice  that  he'll  try  to 
seem  not  to  hear  yuu,  that  he'll  appear  in  a  absent  manner  to 
survey  the  Line  through  a  transparent  medium  composed  of  your 
liead  and  body,  and  that  he  won't  serve  you  as  long  as  you  can 
possil)ly  bear  it.     That's  me. 

What  a  lark  it  is  !  We  are  the  Model  Establishment,  we  are, 
at  LIugby.  Other  Refreshment  Rooms  send  their  imperfect  young 
ladies  up  to  be  finished  oil"  by  our  Missis.  For  some  of  the  young 
ladies,  when  they're  new  to  the  business,  come  into  it  mild  1  Ah  I 
Our  Missis,  she  soon  takes  that  out  of  'em.  Why,  I  originally 
come  into  the  business  meek  myself.  But  Our  Missis,  she  soon 
took  that  out  of  me. 
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What  a  deliglitful  lark  it  is  !  I  look  upon  us  Refreshmenters 
as  ockipying  the  only  proudly  independent  footing  on  the  Line. 
There's  Papers,  for  instance, — my  honourable  friend,  if  he  will 
allow  me  to  call  him  so, — him  as  belongs  to  Smith's  bookstall. 
Why,  he  no  more  dares  to  be  up  to  our  Eefreshmenting  games 
than  he  dares  to  jump  atop  of  a  locomotive  with  her  steam  at 
full  pressure,  and  cut  away  upon  her  alone,  driving  himself,  at 
limited- mail  speed.  Papers,  he'd  get  his  bead  punched  at  every 
compartment,  first,  second,  and  third,  the  whole  length  of  a  train, 
if  he  was  to  ventur  to  imitate  my  demeanour.  It's  the  same  with  the 
porters,  the  same  with  the  guards,  the  same  with  the  ticket  clerks, 
the  same  the  whole  way  up  to  the  secretary,  traffic-manager,  or 
very  chairman.  There  ain't  a  one  among  'em  on  the  nobly  inde- 
pendent footing  we  are.  Did  you  ever  catch  one  of  them,  when 
you  wanted  anything  of  him,  making  a  system  of  surveying  the 
Line  through  a  transparent  medium  composed  of  your  head  and 
body  ?     I  should  hope  not. 

You  should  see  our  Bandolining  Room  at  Mugby  Junction.  It's 
led  to  by  the  door  behind  the  counter,  which  you'll  notice  Hsually 
stands  ajar,  and  it's  the  room  where  Our  Missis  and  our  young 
ladies  Bandolines  their  hair.  You  should  see  'em  at  it,  betwixt 
trains,  Bandolining  away,  as  if  they  was  anointing  themselves  for 
the  combat.  When  you're  telegraphed,  you  should  see  their  noses 
all  a-going  up  with  scorn,  as  if  it  was  a  part  of  the  working  of  the 
same  Cooke  and  Wheatstone  electrical  machinery.  You  should 
hear  Our  Missis  give  the  word,  *  Here  comes  the  Beast  to  be  Fed  !' 
and  then  you  should  see  'em  indignantly  skipping  across  the  Line, 
from  the  Up  to  the  Down,  or  Wicer  Warsaw,  and  begin  to  pitch 
the  stale  pastry  into  the  plates,  and  chuck  the  sawdust  sangwichea 
under  the  glass  covers,  and  get  out  the — ha,  ha,  ha  1 — the  sherry, 
— O  my  eye,  my  eye  ! — for  your  Refreshment. 

It's  only  in  the  Isle  of  the  Brave  and  Land  of  the  Free  (by 
which,  of  course,  I  mean  to  say  Britannia)  that  Refreshmenting  is 
80  effective,  so  'olesome,  so  constitutional  a  check  upon  the  public. 
There  was  a  Foreigner,  which  having  politely,  with  his  hat  off, 
beseeched  our  young  ladies  and  Our  Missis  for  *  a  leetel  gloss  hoff 
prarndee,'  and  having  liad  the  Line  surveyed  through  him  by  all 
and  no  other  acknowledgment,  was  a-proceeding  at  last  to  help 
himself,  as  seems  to  be  the  custom  in  his  own  ccjuntry,  wlien  Our 
Missis,  with  her  hair  almost  a-coming  un-BandoHned  with  rage, 
and  her  eyes  (jniitting  sparks,  flew  at  him,  cotched  the  decanter 
out  of  his  hand,  and  said,  '  Put  it  down  !  I  won't  allow  that!'  The 
foreigner  turned  pale,  stepped  back  with  his  arms  stretched  out  in 
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front  of  him,  his  hands  clasped,  and  his  shoulders  riz,  and  ex- 
cbiinod :  '  Ah  !  Is  it  possible,  this  !  That  tliese  disdaineoiis 
females  and  this  ferocious  old  woman  are  placed  here  by  the  ad- 
ministration, not  only  to  empoison  the  voyagers,  but  to  affront 
them!  Great  Heaven!  How  arrives  it?  The  English  people. 
Or  is  he  then  a  slave?  Or  idiot?'  Another  time,  a  merry,  wide- 
awake American  gent  had  tried  the  sawdust  and  spit  it  out,  and 
had  tried  the  Sherry  and  spit  that  out,  and  had  tried  in  vain  to 
sustain  exhausted  natur  upon  Butter-Scotch,  and  had  been  rather 
extra  Bandolined  and  Line-surveyed  through,  when,  as  the  bell 
was  ringing  and  he  paid  Our  Missis,  he  says,  very  loud  and 
good-tempered  :  '  I  tell  Yew  what 't  is,  ma'arm.  I  la'af.  Theer  ! 
1  la'af.  I  Dew.  I  oughter  ha'  seen  most  things,  for  I  hail  from 
the  Onlimited  side  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  and  I  halve  travelled 
right  slick  over  the  Limited,  head  on  through  Jeerusalemm  and 
the  East,  and  likeways  France  and  Italy,  Europe  Old  World,  and 
am  now  upon  the  track  to  the  Chief  Europian  Village ;  but  such 
an  Institution  as  Yew,  and  Yewer  young  ladies,  and  Yewer  fixin's 
solid  and  liquid,  afore  the  glorious  Tarnal  I  never  did  see  yet ! 
And  if  I  hain't  found  the  eighth  wonder  of  monarchical  Creation, 
in  finding  Yew,  and  Yewer  young  ladies,  and  Yewer  fixin's  solid 
and  liquid,  all  as  aforesaid,  established  in  a  country  where  the 
people  air  not  absolute  Loo-naticks,  I  am  Extra  Double  Darned 
with  a  Nip  and  Frizzle  to  the  iimermostest  grit !  Wlieerfur — 
Theer! — I  la'af !  I  Dew,  ma'arm.  I  la'af!'  And  so  he  went, 
stamping  and  shaking  his  sides,  along  the  platform  all  the  way  to 
his  own  compartment. 

I  think  it  was  her  standing  up  agin  the  Foreigner  as  giv'  Our 
Mis^is  the  idea  of  going  over  to  France,  and  droring  a  compari- 
son betwixt  Ilefreshmenting  as  followed  among  the  frog-eaters, 
and  Kefreshmenting  as  triumphant  in  the  Isle  of  the  Brave  and 
Land  of  the  Free  (by  which,  of  course,  I  mean  to  say  agin,  Bri- 
tannia). Our  young  ladies,  ]\Iiss  Whiff,  Miss  Piff,  and  Mrs.  iSniff, 
was  unanimotis  opposed  to  her  going;  for,  as  they  says  to  Our 
Missis  one  and  all,  it  is  well  beknown  to  the  hcnds  of  the  berth  as 
no  other  nation  except  Britain  has  a  idea  of  any  think,  but  above  all 
of  business.  Why  then  should  you  tire  yourself  to  prove  what  is 
aready  proved  ?  Our  IMissis,  however  (being  a  teazer  at  all  pints), 
stood  out  grim  obstinate,  and  got  a  return  pass  by  Southeastern 
Tidal,  to  go  right  through,  if  such  should  be  her  dispositions,  to 
Marseilles. 

Sniff"  is  husband  to  INFrs.  Sniff,  and  is  a  regular  insignificant 
cove.     He  looks  arter  the  sawdust  department  in  a  back  room, 
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and  is  sometimes,  wLen  we  are  very  bard  put  to  it,  let  behind  the 
counter  with  a  corkscrew ;  but  never  when  it  can  be  helped,  his 
demeanour  towards  the  puWic  being  disgusting  servile.  How  Mrs. 
Sniff  ever  come  so  far  to  lower  herself  as  to  marry  him,  I  don't 
know ;  but  I  suppose  he  does,  and  I  should  think  he  wished  he 
didn't,  for  he  leads  a  awful  life.  Mrs.  Sniff  couldn't  be  much 
harder  with  him  if  he  was  public.  Similarly,  Miss  Whiff  and  IMiss 
Piff,  taking  the  tone  of  Mrs.  Sniff,  they  shoulder  Sniff  about  when 
he  is  let  in  with  a  corkscrew,  and  they  whisk  things  out  of  his 
hands  when  in  his  servility  he  is  a-going  to  let  the  public  have 
'em,  and  they  snap  him  up  when  in  the  crawling  baseness  of  his 
spirit  he  is  a-going  to  answer  a  public  question,  and  they  drore 
more  tears  into  his  eyes  than  ever  the  mustard  does  which  he  all 
day  long  lays  on  to  the  sawdust.  (But  it  ain't  strong.)  Once, 
when  Sniff  had  the  repulsiveness  to  reach  across  to  get  the  milk- 
pot  to  hand  over  for  a  baby,  I  see  Our  Missis  in  her  rage  catch 
him  by  both  his  shoulders,  and  spin  him  out  into  the  Bandolining 
Room. 

Bat  Mrs.  Sniff, — how  different !  She's  the  one  !  She's  the 
one  as  you'll  notice  to  be  always  looking  another  way  from  you, 
when  you  look  at  her.  She's  the  one  with  the  small  waist  buckled 
in  tight  in  front,  and  with  the  lace  cuffs  at  her  wrists,  which  she 
puts  on  the  edge  of  the  counter  before  her,  and  stands  a  smooth- 
ing while  the  public  foams.  This  smoothing  the  cuffs  and  looking 
another  way  while  the  public  foams  is  the  last  accomplishmeut 
taught  to  the  young  ladies  as  come  to  IMugby  to  be  finished  by 
Our  Missis ;  and  4t's  always  taught  by  Mrs.  Sniff. 

When  Our  Missis  went  away  upon  her  journey,  Mrs.  Sniff  was 
left  in  charge.  She  did  hold  the  public  in  check  most  beautiful ! 
In  all  my  time,  I  never  see  half  so  many  cups  of  tea  given  without 
milk  to  people  as  wanted  it  with,  nor  half  so  many  cups  of  tea 
with  milk  given  to  people  as  wanted  it  without.  When  foaming 
ensued,  Mrs.  Sniff  would  say  :  '  Then  you'd  better  settle  it  among 
yourselves,  and  change  with  one  another.'  It  was  a  most  highly 
delicious  lark.  I  enjoyed  the  Refreshmenting  business  more  than 
ever,  and  was  so  glad  I  had  took  to  it  when  young. 

Our  ]\rissis  returned.  It  got  circulated  among  the  young 
ladies,  and  it  as  it  might  be  penetrated  to  me  through  the  crevices 
of  the  Bandolining  Room,  that  she  had  Orrc)rs  to  reveal,  if  reve- 
lations so  contemptible  could  be  dignified  with  the  name.  Agita- 
tion become  awakened.  Excitement  was  up  in  the  stirrups.  Ex- 
pectation stood  a-tiptoe.  At  length  it  was  put  forth  that  on  our 
slackest  evening  in  the  week,  and  at  our  slackest  time  of  that 

// 
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evening  bptwixt  trains,  Onr  Missis  would  give  her  views  of  foreign 
Kct'reshmenting,  in  the  Bandolining  Koom. 

It  was  arranged  tasteful  for  the  purpose.  The  Bandolining 
table  and  glass  was  hid  in  a  corner,  a  arm-chair  was  elevated  on  a 
packing-case  for  Our  IMissis's  ockypation,  a  table  and  a  tumbler 
of  water  (no  sheriy  in  it,  thankee)  was  placed  beside  it.  Two  of 
tiie  pupils,  the  season  being  autumn,  and  hollyhocks  and  dahlias 
being  in,  ornamented  the  wall  with  three  devices  in  those  flowers. 
On  one  might  be  read,  '  May  Albion  never  Learn';  on  another, 
'  Keep  the  Public  Down';  on  another,  'Our  Refreshmenting 
Charter.'  The  whole  had  a  beautiful  appearance,  with  which  the 
beauty  of  the  sentiments  corresponded. 

On  Our  Missis's  brow  was  wrote  Severity,  as  she  ascended  the 
fatal  platform.  (Not  that  that  was  anythiuk  new.)  Miss  Whiff 
and  Miss  Piff  sat  at  her  feet.  Three  cliairs  from  the  Waiting 
Koom  might  have  been  perceived  by  a  average  eye,  in  front  of 
her,  on  which  the  pupils  was  accommodated.  Behind  them,  a  very 
close  observer  miglit  have  discerned  a  Boy.     Myself. 

'  Where,'  said  Our  Missis,  glancing  gloomily  around,  '  is 
Sniff?' 

'  I  thought  it  better,'  answered  Mrs.  Sniff, '  that  he  should  not 
be  let  to  come  in.      He  is  such  an  Ass.' 

'  No  doubt,'  assented  Our  Missis.  *  But  for  that  reason  is  it 
not  desirable  to  improve  his  mind  ?' 

'  O,  nothing  will  ever  improve  //twi,'  said  Mrs.  Sniff. 
'However,'  pursued  Our  Missis,  'call  him  in,  Ezekiel.' 
I  called  him  in.     The  a{)pearance  of  the  lovx-minded  cove  was 
hailed  with  disapprobation  from  all  sides,  on  accomit  of  his  having 
brought  his  corkscrew  with  him.    He  pleaded  'the  force  of  habit.' 
*  The  force  !'  said  Mrs.  Sniff.     '  Don't  let  us  have  you  talking 
about  force,  for  Gracious'  sake.     There  !  Do  stand  still  where  you 
are,  with  your  back  against  the  wall.' 

He  is  a  smiling  piece  of  vacancy,  and  he  smiled  in  the  mean 
way  in  which  he  will  even  smile  at  the  public  if  he  gets  a  chance 
(language  can  say  no  meaner  of  him),  and  he  stood  upright  near 
the  door  with  the  I)ack  of  his  head  agin  the  wall,  as  if  he  was  a 
waiting  for  somebody  to  come  and  measure  his  heighth  for  the 
Army. 

'  I  should  not  enter,  ladies,'  says  Our  iMissis,  'on  the  revolting 
disclosures  I  am  about  to  nutke,  if  it  was  not  in  the  hojie  that  they 
will  cause  you  to  be  yet  more  im{)lacable  in  the  exercise  of  the 
power  you  wield  in  a  constitutional  country,  and  yet  more  devoted 
to  the  constitutional  motto  which  I  see  beiore  me,' — it  was  behind 
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her.  but  the  words  sounded  better  so, — '  "  May  Albion  never 
learn  !" ' 

Here  the  pupils  as  had  made  the  motto  admired  it,  and  cried, 
'  Hear  !  Hear  !  Hear  !'  Sniff,  showing  an  inchnation  to  join  in 
chorus,  got  himself  frowned  down  by  every  brow. 

'  The  baseness  of  the  French,'  pursued  Our  Missis,  '  as  dis- 
played in  the  fawning  nature  of  their  Refreshmenting,  equals,  if 
not  surpasses,  anythink  as  was  ever  heard  of  the  baseness  of  the 
celebrated  Bonaparte.' 

Miss  Whiff",  Miss  Piflf,  and  me,  we  drored  a  heavy  breath, 
equal  to  saying,  *  We  thought  as  much  !'  Miss  Whiff  and  Miss 
Piflf  seeming  to  object  to  my  droring  mine  along  with  theirs,  I 
drored  another  to  aggravate  'em. 

'  Shall  I  be  believed,'  says  Our  Missis,  with  flashing  eyes, 
*  when  I  tell  you  that  no  sooner  had  I  set  my  foot  upon  that 
treacherous  shore — * 

Here  Sniff,  either  busting  out  mad,  or  thinking  aloud,  says,  in 
a  low  voice  :  '  Feet.    Plural,  you  know.' 

The  cowering  that  come  upon  him  when  he  was  spurned  by 
all  eyes,  added  to  his  being  beneath  contempt,  was  sufficient 
punishment  for  a  cove  so  grovelling.  In  the  midst  of  a  silence 
rendered  more  impressive  by  the  turned-up  female  noses  with 
which  it  was  pervaded,  Our  Missis  went  on  : 

'  Shall  I  be  believed  when  I  tell  you,  that  no  sooner  had  I 
landed,'  this  word  with  a  kilHng  look  at  Sniff,  '  on  that  trea- 
cherous shore,  than  I  was  ushered  into  a  Refreshment  Room 
where  there  were — I  do  not  exaggerate — actually  eatable  things 
to  eatf 

A  groan  burst  from  the  ladies.  I  not  only  did  myself  the 
honour  of  jining,  but  also  of  lengthening  it  out. 

'  Where  there  were,'  Our  Missis  added,  '  not  only  eatable 
things  to  eat,  but  also  drinkable  things  to  drink  V 

A  murmur,  swelling  almost  into  a  scream,  ariz.  Miss  Piff, 
trembling  with  indignation,  called  out,  '  Name  !' 

'  I  ivill  name,'  said  Our  Missis.  '  There  was  roast  fowls,  hot 
and  cold ;  there  was  smoking  roast  veal  surrounded  with  browned 
potatoes;  there  was  hot  soup  with  (again  I  ask  shall  I  be  cre- 
dited ?)  nothing  bitter  in  it,  and  no  flour  to  choke  off  the  consumer; 
there  was  a  variety  of  cold  dishes  set  off  with  jelly ;  there  was 
salad ;  there  was — mark  me  !  fresh  pastry,  and  that  of  a  light 
construction;  there  was  a  luscious  show  of  fruit ;  tliere  was  bottles 
and  decanters  of  sound  small  wine,  of  every  size,  and  adapted  to 
every  packet;  the  same  odious  statement  will  apply  to  brandy; 
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and  these  were  set  out  upon  the  counter  so  that  all  could  help 
themselves.' 

Our  Missis's  lips  so  quivered,  that  ^Irs.  Sniff,  though  scarcely 
less  convulsed  than  she  were,  got  up  and  held  the  tumbler  to 
them. 

'  This,'  proceeds  Our  Missis,  '  was  my  first  unconstitutional 
experience.  Well  would  it  have  been  if  it  had  been  my  last  and 
worst.  But  no.  As  I  proceeded  farther  into  that  enslaved  and 
ignorant  land,  its  aspect  became  more  hideous.  I  need  not  ex- 
plain to  this  assembly  the  ingredients  and  formation  of  the  British 
Kefreshment  sangwich  V 

Universal  laughter, — except  from  Sniff,  who,  as  sangwich- 
cutter,  shook  his  head  in  a  state  of  the  utmost  dejection  as  he 
stood  with  it  agin  the  wall. 

'  Well !'  said  Our  Missis,  with  dilated  nostrils.  '  Take  a  fresh, 
crisp,  long,  crusty  penny  loaf  made  of  the  whitest  and  best  flour. 
Cut  it  longwise  through  the  middle.  Insert  a  fair  and  nicely  tit- 
ting  slice  of  ham.  Tie  a  smart  piece  of  ribbon  round  the  middle 
of  the  whole  to  bind  it  together.  Ad'd  at  one  end  a  neat  wrapper 
of  clean  white  paper  by  which  to  hold  it.  And  the  universal  French 
Refreshment  sangwich  busts  on  your  disgusted  vision.' 

A  cry  of  '  Shame  !'  from  all — except  Sniff,  which  rubbed  his 
stomach  with  a  soothing  hand. 

'  I  need  not,'  said  Our  ]\Iissis,  *  explain  to  this  assembly  the 
usual  formation  and  fitting  of  the  British  Eefrcshment  Room  ?' 

No,  no,  and  laughter.  Sniff  agin  shaking  liis  head  in  low 
spirits  agin  the  wall. 

'  Well,'  said  Our  ]\Iissis,  '  what  would  you  say  to  a  general 
decoration  of  everythink,  to  hangings  (sometimes  elegant),  to  easy 
velvet  furniture,  to  abundance  of  little  tables,  to  abundance  of 
little  seats,  to  brisk  bright  waiters,  to  great  convenience,  to  a  per- 
vading cleanHness  and  tastefulness  positively  adtlressing  the  public, 
and  making  the  Beast  thinking  itself  worth  the  pains  ?' 

Conteuiptous  fury  on  the  part  of  all  the  ladies.  Mrs.  Sniff 
looking  as  if  slie  wanted  somebody  to  hold  her,  and  everybody  else 
looking  as  if  they'd  rayther  not. 

'  Three  times,'  said  Our  IMissis,  working  herself  into  a  truly 
terrimenjious  state, — '  three  tinies  did  I  see  these  shameful  things, 
only  between  the  coast  and  Paris,  and  not  counting  either :  at 
lia/.ebroucke,  at  Arras,  at  Amiens.  But  worse  remains.  Toll  me, 
what  would  you  call  a  person  who  should  propose  in  England  vhat 
there  should  be  kept,  say  at  our  own  niodol  INIugby  Junction, 
pretty  baskets,  each  holding  an  assorted  cold  lunch  and  dessert 
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for  one,  eacli  at  a  certain  fixed  price,  and  each  within  a  passenger's 
power  to  take  away,  to  empty  in  the  carriage  at  perfect  leisure. 
and  to  return  at  another  station  fifty  or  a  hundred  miles  farther 
on?' 

There  was  disagreement  what  such  a  person  should  be  called. 
"Whether  revolutionist,  atheist,  Bright  (/said  him),  or  Un-English. 
!Rliss  Piff  screeched  her  shrill  opinion  last,  in  the  words  :  '  A  ma- 
lignant maniac  !' 

'  I  adopt,'  says  Our  Missis, '  the  brand  set  upon  such  a  person 
by  the  righteous  indignation  of  my  friend  Miss  Piff.  A  malignant 
maniac.  Know,  then,  that  that  malignant  maniac  has  sprung 
from  the  congenial  soil  of  France,  and  that  his  malignant  madness 
was  in  unchecked  action  on  this  same  part  of  my  journey.' 

I  noticed  that  Sniff  was  a  rubbing  his  hands,  and  tliat  Mrs. 
Sniff  had  got  her  eye  upon  him.  But  I  did  not  take  more  parti- 
cular notice,  owing  to  the  excited  state  in  which  the  young  ladies 
was,  and  to  feeling  myself  called  upon  to  keep  it  up  with  a  howL 

'  On  my  experience  south  of  Paris,'  said  Our  Missis,  in  a  deep 
tone,  'I  will  not  expatiate.  Too  loathsome  were  the  task  !  But 
fancy  this.  Fancy  a  guard  coming  round,  with  the  train  at  full 
speed,  to  inquire  how  many  for  dinner.  Fancy  his  telegraphing 
forward  the  number  of  diners.  Fancy  every  one  expected,  and 
the  table  elegantly  laid  for  the  complete  party.  Fancy  a  charm- 
ing dinner,  in  a  charming  room,  and  the  head-cook,  concerned  for 
the  honour  of  every  dish,  superintending  in  his  clean  white  jacket 
and  cap.  Fancy  the  Beast  travelling  six  hundred  miles  on  end, 
very  fast,  and  with  great  punctuaUty,  yet  being  taught  to  expect 
all  this  to  be  done  for  it !' 

A  spirited  chorus  of  '  The  Beast  !' 

I  noticed  that  Sniff  was  agin  a  rubbing  his  stomach  with  a 
soothing  hand,  and  that  he  had  drored  up  one  leg.  But  agin  I 
didn't  take  particular  notice,  looking  on  myself  as  called  upon  to 
stimilate  public  feeling.     It  being  a  lark  besides. 

*  Putting  everything  together,'  said  Our  Missis,  '  French  Ee- 
freshmenting  comes  to  this,  and  O,  it  comes  to  a  nice  total !  First  • 
eatable  things  to  eat,  and  drinkable  things  to  drink.' 

A  groan  from  the  young  ladies,  kep'  up  by  me. 

'  Second  :  convenience,  and  even  elegance.' 

Another  groan  from  the  young  ladies,  kep'  up  by  me. 

'  Third  :  moderate  charges.' 

This  time  a  groan  from  me,  kep'  up  by  the  young  ladies. 

'  Fourth  : — and  here,'  says  Our  Missis,  '  I  claim  your  angriest 
sympathy, — attention,  common  civility,  nay,  even  poUteness  1' 
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Me  and  the  young  ladies  regularly  raging  mad  all  together. 

'  And  I  cannot  in  conclusion,'  says  Our  Missis,  with  her  spite- 
lullest  sneer,  '  give  you  a  completer  pictur  of  that  despicable  nation 
(alter  what  I  have  related),  than  assuring  you  that  they  wouldn't 
bear  our  constitutional  ways  and  noble  independence  at  Mugby 
Junction  for  a  single  month,  and  that  they  would  turn  us  to  the 
right-about  and  put  another  system  in  our  places,  as  soon  as  look 
at  us ;  perhaps  sooner,  for  I  do  not  beUeve  they  have  the  good 
taste  to  care  to  look  at  us  tmce.' 

The  swelling  tumult  was  arrested  in  its  rise.  Sniff,  bore  away 
by  his  servile  disposition,  had  drored  up  his  leg  with  a  higher  and 
a  higher  relish,  and  was  now  discovered  to  be  waving  his  cork- 
screw over  his  head.  It  was  at  this  moment  that  Mrs.  Sniff,  who 
had  kep'  her  eye  upon  him  like  the  fabled  obelisk,  descended  on 
her  victim.  Our  Missis  followed  them  both  out,  and  cries  "was 
heard  in  the  sawdust  department. 

You  come  into  the  Down  Refreshment  Room  at  the  Junction 
making  believe  you  don't  know  me,  and  I'll  pint  you  out  with  my 
right  thumb  over  my  shoulder  which  is  Our  INIissis,  and  which  is 
Miss  Whiff,  and  which  is  j\Iiss  Piff,  and  which  is  Mrs.  Sniff.  But 
you  won't  get  a  chance  to  see  Sniff,  because  he  disappeared  that 
night.  Whether  he  perished,  tore  to  pieces,  I  cannot  say ;  but  his 
corkscrew  alone  remains  to  bear  witness  to  the  servility  of  his 
disposition. 
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[1867.] 

[This  was  written  by  Mr.  Wilkie  Collins  conjointly  with  Mr.  D!ckf>ns ; 
the  only  portions  furnished  exclusively  by  Mr.  Dickens  being  the  '  Over- 
ture' and  the  "Third  Act;'  Mr.  Collins  contributing  to  acts  first  and 
fourth,  and  wiiting  the  whole  of  the  second.] 
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The  Overture. 

Day  of  the  month  and  year,  November  the  thirtieth,  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  thirty-five.  London  Time  bj-  the  great  clock 
of  Saint  Paul's,  ten  at  night.  All  the  lesser  London  churches 
strain  their  metallic  throats.  Some,  flippantly  begin  before  the 
heavy  bell  of  the  great  cathedral ;  some,  tardily  begin  three,  four, 
half  a  dozen,  strokes  behind  it ;  all  are  in  sufficiently  near  accord, 
to  leave  a  resonance  in  the  air,  as  if  the  winged  father  who  devours 
his  children,  had  made  a  sounding  sweep  with  his  gigantic  scythe 
in  flying  over  the  city. 

What  is  this  clock  lower  than  most  of  the  rest,  and  nearer  to 
the  ear,  that  lags  so  far  behind  to-night  as  to  strike  into  the  vibra- 
tion alone  ?  This  is  the  clock  of  the  Hospital  for  Foundling  Chil- 
dren. Time  was,  when  the  Foundlings  were  received  without 
question  in  a  cradle  at  the  gate.  Time  is,  when  inquiries  are 
made  respecting  them,  and  tliey  are  taken  as  by  favour  from  the 
mothers  who  relinquish  all  natural  knowledge  of  them  and  claim 
to  them  for  evermore. 

The  moon  is  at  the  full,  and  the  night  is  fair  with  light  clouds. 
The  day  has  been  otherwise  than  fair,  for  slush  and  mud,  thick- 
ened with  the  droppings  of  heavy  fog,  lie  black  in  the  streets. 
The  veiled  lady  who  flutters  up  and  down  near  the  postern-gate 
of  the  Hospital  for  Foundhng  Children  has  need  to  be  well  shod 
to-night. 

Site  flatters  to  and  fro,  avoiding  the  stand  of  liackncy-coaches, 
and  often  pausing  in  the  shadow  of  the  western  end  of  the  great 
quadrangle  wall,  with  her  face  turned  towards  the  gate.  As 
above  her  there  is  the  purity  of  the  moonlit  sky,  and  below  her 
there  are  the  defilements  of  the  pavement,  so  may  she,  haply,  be 
divided  in  her  maid  between  two  vistas  of  reflection  or  experience? 
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As  ber  footprints  crossing  and  recrossing  one  another  have  made 
a  labyrinth  in  the  mire,  so  may  her  track  in  life  have  involved 
itself  in  an  intricate  anrl  unravellable  tangle? 

The  postern-gate  of  the  Hospital  for  Foundling  Children  opens, 
and  a  young  woman  comes  out.  The  lady  stands  aside,  observes 
closely,  sees  that  the  gate  is  quietly  closed  again  from  within,  and 
follows  the  young  woman. 

Two  or  three  streets  have  been  traversed  in  silence  before  she, 
following  close  behind  the  object  of  her  attention,  stretches  out 
her  hand  and  touches  her.  Then  the  young  woman  stops  and 
looks  round,  startled. 

'  You  touched  me  last  night,  and,  when  I  turned  my  head, 
you  would  not  speak.  Why  do  you  follow  me  like  a  silent 
ghost  ?' 

'  It  was  not,'  returned  the  lady,  in  a  low  voice,  '  that  I  would 
not  speak,  but  that  I  could  not  when  I  tried.' 

'  What  do  you  want  of  me  ?    I  have  never  done  you  any  harm  V 

*  Never.' 

*  Do  I  know  you  V 
'No.' 

'  Then  what  can  you  want  of  me  ?' 

'  Here  are  two  guineas  in  this  paper.  Take  my  poor  little 
present,  and  I  will  tell  you.' 

Into  the  young  woman's  face,  which  is  honest  and  comely, 
comes  a  flush  as  she  replies  :  '  There  is  neither  grown  person  nor 
child  in  all  the  large  establishment  that  I  belong  to,  who  hasn't  a 
good  word  for  Sally.  I  am  Sally.  Could  I  be  so  well  thought  of, 
if  I  was  to  be  bought  V 

'  I  do  not  mean  to  buy  you ;  I  mean  only  to  reward  you  very 
slightly.' 

Sally  firmly,  but  not  ungently,  closes  and  puts  back  the  offer- 
ing hand.  '  If  there  is  anything  I  can  do  for  you,  ma'am,  that  I 
will  not  do  for  its  own  sake,  you  are  nmch  mistaken  in  me  if  you 
think  that  I  will  do  it  for  money.     What  is  it  you  want  T 

'  You  are  one  of  the  nurses  or  attendants  at  the  Hospital;  I 
saw  you  leave  to-night  and  last  night.' 

'  Yes,  I  am.     I  am  Sally.' 

*  There  is  a  pleasant  patience  in  your  face  which  makes  me 
believe  that  very  young  children  would  take  readily  to  you.' 

'  God  bless  'em  !     So  they  do.' 

The  lady  lifts  her  veil,  and  shows  a  face  no  older  than  the 
nurse's.  A  face  far  more  refined  and  capable  than  hers,  but  wild 
and  worn  with  sorrow. 
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'  I  am  the  miserable  mother  of  a  baby  lately  received  under 
yoTir  care.     I  have  a  prayer  to  make  to  you.' 

Instinctively  respecting  the  confidence  which  has  drawn  aside 
the  veil,  Sally — whose  ways  are  all  ways  of  simplicity  and  spon- 
taneity— replaces  it,  and  begins  to  cry. 

'  You  will  listen  to  my  prayer  V  the  lady  urges.  *  You  will 
not  be  deaf  to  the  agonised  entreaty  of  such  a  broken  suppliant  as 
lam?' 

'  0  dear,  dear,  dear  !'  cries  Sally.  '  What  shall  I  say,  or  can 
I  say  !  Don't  talk  of  prayers.  Prayers  are  to  be  put  up  to  the 
Good  Father  of  All,  and  not  to  nurses  and  such.  And  there  !  I 
am  only  to  hold  my  place  for  half  a  year  longer,  till  another  young 
woman  can  be  trained  up  to  it.  I  am  going  to  be  married.  I 
shouldn't  have  been  out  last  night,  and  I  shouldn't  have  been  out 
to-night,  but  that  my  Dick  (he  is  the  young  man  I  am  going  to 
be  married  to)  lies  ill,  and  I  help  his  mother  and  sister  to  watch 
him.     Don't  take  on  so,  don't  take  on  so  !' 

*  0  good  Sally,  dear  Sally,'  moans  the  lady,  catching  at  her 
dress  entreatingiy,  '  As  you  are  hopeful  and  I  am  hopeless ;  as  a 
Jair  way  in  life  is  before  you,  which  can  never,  never,  be  before 
me ;  as  you  can  aspire  to  become  a  respected  wife,  and  as  you 
can  aspire  to  become  a  proud  mother  ;  as  you  are  a  living  loving 
woman,  and  must  die ;  for  God's  sake  hear  my  distracted  petition  !' 

'  Deary,  deary,  deary  me  !'  cries  Sally,  her  desperation  culmi- 
nating in  the  pronoun,  '  what  am  I  ever  to  do  ?  And  there  !  See 
how  you  turn  my  own  words  back  upon  me.  I  tell  you  I  am  going 
to  be  married,  on  purpose  to  make  it  clearer  to  you  that  I  am  going 
to  leave,  and  therefore  couldn't  help  you  if  I  would.  Poor  Thing, 
and  you  make  it  seem  to  my  own  self  as  if  I  was  cruel  in  going 
to  be  married  and  not  helping  you.  It  ain't  kind.  Now,  is  it 
kind.  Poor  Thing]' 

'  Sally  1  Hear  me,  my  dear.  My  entreaty  is  for  no  help  in 
the  future.  It  applies  to  what  is  past.  It  is  only  to  be  told  in 
two  words.' 

'  There  !  This  is  worse  and  worse,'  cries  Sally,  *  supposing 
that  I  understand  what  two  words  you  mean.' 

'  You  do  understand.  What  are  the  names  they  have  given 
my  poor  baby  ?  I  ask  no  more  than  that.  I  have  read  of  the 
customs  of  the  place.  He  has  been  christened  in  the  chapel,  and 
registered  by  some  surname  in  the  book.  He  was  received  last 
Monday  evening.     What  have  they  called  him  ?' 

Down  upon  her  knees  in  the  foul  mud  of  the  by-way  into 
which  they  have  strayed — an  empty  street  without  a  thoroughfare 
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giving  on  the  dark  gardens  of  the  Hospital — the  lady  would  drop 
in  her  passionate  entreaty,  but  that  8ally  prevents  her. 

'  Don't !  Don't !  You  make  me  feel  as  if  I  was  setting  my- 
self up  to  be  good.  Let  me  look  in  your  pretty  face  again.  Put 
your  two  hands  in  mine.  Now,  pi-omise.  You  will  never  ask  me 
anything  more  than  the  two  words  V 

'  Never  !     Never  !' 

'  You  will  never  put  them  to  a  bad  use,  if  I  say  them  V 

'  Never  !     Never  !' 

'  Walter  Wilding.' 

The  lady  lays  her  face  upon  the  nurse's  breast,  draws  her 
close  in  her  embrace  with  both  arms,  murmurs  a  blessing  and  the 
words,  '  Kiss  him  for  me  !'  and  is  gone. 

Day  of  the  month  and  year,  the  first  Sunday  in  October,  one 
thousand  eight  hundred  and  forty-seven.  Loudon  Time  by  the 
great  clock  of  Saint  Paul's,  half-past  one  in  the  afternoon.  The 
clock  of  the  Hospital  for  Foundling  Children  is  well  up  with  the 
Cathedral  to-day.  Service  in  the  chapel  is  over,  and  the  Found- 
ling children  are  at  dinner. 

There  are  numerous  lookers-on  at  the  dinner,  as  the  custom 
is.  There  are  two  or  three  governors,  whole  families  from  the 
congregation,  smaller  groups  of  both  sexes,  individual  stragglers 
of  various  degrees.  The  bright  autumnal  sun  strikes  freshly  into 
the  wards;  and  the  heavy- framed  windows  through  which  it 
sliines,  and  the  panelled  walls  on  which  it  strikes,  are  such  win- 
dows and  such  walls  as  ])ervade  Hogarth's  pictures.  The  girls' 
refectory  (including  that  of  the  younger  children)  is  the  principal 
attraction.  Neat  attendants  silently  glide  about  the  orderly  and 
silent  tables ;  the  lookers-on  move  or  stop  as  the  fancy  takes 
them ;  comments  in  whispers  on  face  such  a  number  from  such  a 
window  are  not  unfrequent ;  many  of  the  faces  are  of  a  character 
to  fix  attention.  Some  of  the  visitors  from  the  outside  public  are 
accustomed  visitors.  They  have  established  a  speaking  acquaint- 
ance with  the  occupants  of  {)articular  seats  at  the  tables,  and  halt 
at  those  points  to  bend  down  and  say  a  word  or  two.  It  is  no 
disparagement  to  their  kindness  that  those  points  are  generally 
points  where  personal  attractions  are.  The  monotony  of  the  long 
spacious  rooms  and  the  double  lines  of  faces  is  agreeably  relieved 
by  these  incidents,  although  so  slight. 

A  veiled  lady,  who  has  no  companion,  goes  among  the  com- 
pany. It  would  seem  that  curiosity  and  opportunity  have  never 
brought  her  there  before.     She  has  the  air  of  being  a  little  trou- 
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bled  by  the  sigbt,  and,  as  she  goes  the  length  of  the  tables,  it  is 
■with  a  hesitating  step  and  an  uneasy  manner.  At  length  she 
comes  to  the  refectory  of  the  boys.  They  are  so  much  less  popu- 
lar than  the  girls  that  it  is  bare  of  visitors  when  she  looks  in  at  the 
doorway. 

But  just  within  the  doorway,  chances  to  stand,  inspecting,  an 
elderly  female  attendant :   some  order  of  matron  or  housekeeper. 
To  whom  the  lady  addresses  natural  questions:  As,  how  many 
boys  ?     At  what  age  are  they  usually  put  out  in  life  1     Do  they 
often  take  a  fancy  to  the  sea  ?     So,  lower  and  lower  in  tone 
until  the  lady  puts  the  question  :  '  Which  is  Walter  Wilding  V 
Attendant's  head  shaken.     Against  the  rules. 
'  You  know  which  is  Walter  Wilding  ?' 
So  keenly  does  the  attendant  feel  the  closeness  with  which 
the  lady's  eyes  examine  her  face,  that  she  keeps  her  own  eyes 
fast  upon  the  floor,  lest  by  wandering  in  the  right  direction  they 
should  betray  her. 

'  I  know  which  is  Walter  Wilding,  but  it  is  not  my  place, 
ma'am,  to  tell  names  to  visitors.' 

'  But  you  can  show  me  without  telling  me.' 
The  lady's  hand  moves  quietly  to  the  attendant's  hand.  Pause 
and  silence. 

'  I  am  going  to  pass  round  the  tables,'  says  the  lady's  inter- 
locutor, without  seeming  to  address  her.  '  Follow  me  with  your 
eyes.  The  boy  that  I  stop  at  and  speak  to,  will  not  matter  to 
you.  But  the  boy  that  I  touch,  will  be  Walter  Wilding.  Say 
nothing  more  to  me,  and  move  a  little  away.' 

Quickly  acting  on  the  hint,  the  lady  passes  on  into  the  room, 
and  looks  about  her.  After  a  few  moments,  the  attendant,  in  a 
staid  official  way,  walks  down  outside  the  hue  of  tables  com- 
mencing on  her  left  hand.  She  goes  the  whole  length  of  the 
line,  turns,  and  comes  back  on  the  inside.  Very  slightly  glancing 
in  the  lady's  direction,  she  stops,  bends  forward,  and  speaks.  The 
boy  whom  she  addresses,  lifts  his  head  and  replies.  Good 
humouredly  and  easily,  as  she  listens  to  what  he  says,  she  lays 
her  hand  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  next  boy  on  his  right.  That 
the  action  may  be  well  noted,  she  keeps  her  hand  on  the  shoulder 
while  speaking  in  return,  and  pats  it  twice  or  thrice  before  moving 
away.  She  completes  her  tour  of  the  tables,  touching  no  one 
else,  and  passes  out  by  a  door  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  long 
room. 

Dinner  is  done,  and  the  lady,  too,  walks  down  outside  the 
line  of  tables  commencing  on  her  lett  hand,  goes  the  whole  length 
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of  the  line,  turns,  and  comes  back  on  the  inside.  Other  people 
have  strolled  in,  fortunately  for  her,  and  stand  sprinkled  about. 
She  lifts  her  veil,  and,  stopping  at  the  touched  boy,  asks  how  old 
he  is  1 

'  I  am  twelve,  ma'am,'  he  answers,  with  his  bright  eyes  fixed 
on  hers. 

'  Are  you  well  and  happy  V 

'  Yes,  ma'am.' 

'  May  you  take  these  sweetmeats  from  my  hand  V 

'  If  you  please  to  give  them  to  me.' 

In  stooping  low  for  the  purpose,  the  lady  touches  the  boy's 
face  with  her  forehead  and  with  her  hair.  Then,  lowering  her 
veil  again,  she  passes  on,  and  passes  out  without  looking  back. 


Act  I. 

THE  CURTAIN  RISES. 

In  a  court-yard  in  the  City  of  London,  which  was  No 
"Thoronglifare  either  for  vehicles  or  foot-passengers;  a  court-yard 
diverging  from  a  steep,  a  slippery,  and  a  winding  street  connect- 
ing Tower-street  with  the  Middlesex  shore  of  the  Thames ;  stood 
the  place  of  business  of  Wilding  &  Co.,  Wine  iMerchants.  Pro- 
bably, as  a  jocose  acknowledgment  of  the  obstructive  character  of 
this  main  approach,  the  point  nearest  to  its  base  at  which  one 
could  take  the  river  (if  so  inodorously  minded)  bore  the  appella- 
tion Break-Xeck- Stairs.  The  court- yard  itself  had  likewise  been 
descriptively  entitled  in  old  time.  Cripple  Corner. 

Years  before  the  year  one  thousand  eight  hundred  and  sixty- 
one,  peopla  had  left  oft'  taking  boat  at  Break-jS^eck-Stairs,  and 
watermen  had  ceased  to  ply  there.  Tiie  slimy  little  causeway 
had  dropped  into  the  river  by  a  slow  process  of  suicitle,  and  two 
or  three  stumps  of  piles  and  a  rusty  iron  mooring-ring  were  all 
that  remained  of  the  departed  Break-Neck  glories.  Sometimes, 
indeed,  a  laden  coal  barge  would  bump  itself  into  the  place,  and 
certain  laborious  heavers,  seemingly  mud-engendered,  would  arise, 
deliver  the  cargo  in  the  neiglibourliood,  shove  ofF,  and  vanish; 
but  at  most  times  the  only  commerce  of  Break-Neck-Stairs  arose 
out  of  the  conveyance  of  casks  and  bottles,  both  full  and  empty, 
both  to  and  from  the  cellars  of  Wilding  &  Co.,  Wine  Merchants. 
Even  that  commerce  was  but  occasional,  and  through  three-fourths 
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of  its  rising  tides  the  dirty  indecorous  drab  of  a  river  would  come 
solitarily  oozing  and  lapping  at  the  rusty  ring,  as  if  it  had  heard  of 
the  Doge  and  the  Adriatic,  and  wanted  to  be  married  to  the  great 
conserver  of  its  filthiness,  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Mayor. 

Some  two  hundred  and  fifty  yards  on  the  right,  up  the  oppo- 
site hill  (approaching  it  from  the  low  ground  of  Break- Neck- 
Stairs)  was  Cripple  Corner.  There  was  a  pump  in  Cripple 
Corner,  there  was  a  tree  in  Cripple  Corner.  All  Cripple  Comer 
belonged  to  Wilding  and  Co.,  Wine  Merchants,  Their  cellars 
burrowed  under  it,  their  mansion  towered  over  it.  It  really  had 
been  a  mansion  in  the  days  when  merchants  inhabiteil  the  City, 
and  had  a  ceremonious  shelter  to  the  doorway  without  visible 
support,  Uke  the  sounding-board  over  an  old  pulpit.  It  had  also 
a  number  of  long  narrow  strips  of  window,  so  disposed  in  its 
grave  brick  front  as  to  render  it  symmetrically  ugly.  It  had  also, 
on  its  roof,  a  cupola  with  a  bell  in  it. 

'  When  a  man  at  five-and-twenty  can  put  his  hat  on,  and  can 
say  "  this  hat  covers  the  owner  of  this  property  and  of  the  business 
which  is  transacted  on  this  property,"  I  consider,  j\Ir.  Bintrey, 
that,  without  being  boastful,  he  may  be  allowed  to  be  deeply 
thankful.  I  don't  know  how  it  may  appear  to  you,  but  so  it  ap- 
pears to  me.' 

Thus  ]\Ir.  Walter  Wilding  to  his  man  of  law,  in  his  own 
counting-house  ;  taking  his  hat  down  from  its  peg  to  suit  the 
action  to  the  word,  and  hanging  it  up  again  when  he  had  done 
so,  not  to  overstep  the  modesty  of  nature. 

An  innocent,  open-speaking,  unused-loc)king  man,  Mr.  Walter 
Wilding,  with  a  remarkably  pink  and  white  complexion,  and  a 
figure  much  t<DO  bulky  for  so  young  a  man,  though  of  a  good 
stature.  With  crispy  curling  brown  hair,  and  amiable  bright 
blue  eyes.  An  extremely  communicative  man :  a  man  with 
whom  loquacity  was  the  irrestrainable  outpouring  of  contentment 
and  gratitude.  Mr.  Bintrey,  on  the  other  hand,  a  cautious  man 
with  twinkling  beads  of  eyes  in  a  large  overhanging  bald  head, 
who  inwardly  but  intensely  enjoyed  the  comicality  of  openness  of 
speech,  or  hand,  or  heart. 

*  Yes,'  said  ]\[r.  Bintrey.     '  Yes.     Ha,  ha  !' 

A  decanter,  two  wine-glasses,  and  a  plate  of  biscuits,  stood  on 
the  desk. 

'  You  like  this  forty-five  year  old  port- wine  ?'  said  Mr. Wilding. 

*  Like  it  V  repeated  Mr.  Bintrey.     '  Bather,  sir  !' 

'  It's  from  the  best  corner  of  our  best  forty-five  year  old  bin,* 
said  Mr.  Wilding. 
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*  Thank  you,  sir,*  said  Mr.  Bintrey.     '  It's  most  excellent.' 
He  laughed  again,  as  he  held  up  his  glass  and  ogled  it,  at 

the  highly  ludicrous  idea  of  giving  away  such  wine. 

'  And  now,'  said  Wilding,  with  a  childish  enjoyment  in  the 
discussion  of  affairs,  *  I  think  we  have  got  everything  straight 
Mr.  Bintrey.' 

'  Everything  straight,'  said  Bmtrey. 

*  A  partner  secured ' 

'  Partner  secured,'  said  Bintrey. 
'  A  housekeeper  advertised  for- 


'  Housekeeper  advertised  for,'  said  Bintrey,  * "  apply  person- 
ally at  Cripple  Corner,  Great  Tower-street,  from  ten  to  twelve" — 
to-morrow,  by  the  bye.' 

*  IMy  late  dear  mother's  affairs  woimd  up ' 

*  Wound  up,'  said  Bintrey. 

*  And  all  charges  paid.' 

'  And  all  charges  paid,'  said  Bintrey,  with  a  cliuckle  :  pro- 
bably occasioned  by  the  droll  circumstance  that  they  had  been 
paid  without  a  haggle. 

'The  mention  of  my  late  dear  mother,'  Mr.  Wilding  con- 
tinued, his  eyes  filling  with  tears  and  his  pocket-handkerchief 
drying  them,  '  unmans  me  still,  Mr.  Bintrey.  You  know  how  I 
loved  her ;  you  (her  lawyer)  know  how  she  loved  me.  The  ut- 
most love  of  mother  and  child  was  cherished  between  us,  and 
we  never  experienced  one  moment's  division  or  unhappiness 
from  the  time  when  she  took  me  under  her  care.  Thirteen 
years  in  all  1  Tiiirteen  years  under  my  late  dear  mother's  care, 
Mr.  Bintrey,  and  eight  of  them  her  confidentially  acknowledged 
son!  You  know  the  story,  ilr.  Bintrey,  who  but  you,  sir!'  ilr. 
Wilding  sobbed  and  dried  his  eyes,  without  attempt  at  conceal- 
ment, during  these  remarks. 

]\Ir.  Bintrey  enjoyed  bis  comical  port,  and  said,  after  rolling 
it  in  his  mouth  :   '  1  know  the  story.' 

'  Mj  late  dear  mother,  Mr.  Bintrey,'  pursued  the  wine-mer- 
chant, '  had  been  deeply  deceived,  and  had  cruelly  suffered.  But 
on  that  subject  my  late  dear  mother's  lips  were  for  ever  sealed. 
By  whom  deceived,  or  under  what  circumstances,  Heaven  only 
knows.     My  late  dear  mother  never  betrayed  her  betrayer.' 

'  She  had  made  up  her  mind,'  said  Mr.  Bintrey,  again  tuniing 
his  wine  on  his  palate,  '  and  she  could  hold  her  peace.'  An  amused 
twinkle  in  his  eyes  pretty  plainly  added — '  A  devilish  deal  better 
than  7/oit  ever  will !' 

* "  Honour," '  said  Mr.  Wilding,  sobbing  as  he  quoted  from 
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the  Commandments,  '  "  thy  father  and  thy  mother,  that  thy  days 
may  be  long  in  the  land."  When  I  was  in  the  Foundling,  Mr. 
Bintrey,  I  was  at  such  a  loss  how  to  do  it,  that  1  apprehended  my 
days  would  be  short  in  the  land.  But  I  afterwards  came  to 
honour  my  mother  deeply,  profoundly.  And  I  honour  and  revere 
her  memory.  For  seven  happy  years,  Mr.  Bintrey,'  pursued 
"Wilding,  still  with  the  same  innocent  catching  in  his  breath,  aud 
the  same  unabashed  tears,  '  did  my  excellent  mother  article  me  to 
my  predecessors  in  this  business,  Pebbleson  Nephew.  Her  affec- 
tionate forethought  likewise  apprenticed  me  to  the  Vintners' 
Company,  and  made  me  in  time  a  free  Vintner,  and — and — 
everything  else  that  the  best  of  mothers  could  desire.  When  I 
came  of  age,  she  bestowed  her  inherited  share  in  this  business 
upon  me  ;  it  was  her  money  that  afterwards  bought  out  Pebbleson 
Nephew,  and  painted  in  Wilding  and  Co. ;  it  was  she  who  left 
me  everything  she  possessed,  but  the  mourning  ring  you  wear. 
And  yet,  Mr.  Bintrey,'  with  a  fresh  burst  of  honest  affection, 
'  she  is  no  more.  It  is  little  over  half  a  year  since  she  came  into 
the  Corner  to  read  on  that  door-post  with  her  own  eyes,  Wilding 
AND  Co.,  Wine  Merchants.     And  yet  she  is  no  more !' 

'  Sad,  But  the  common  lot,  Mr.  Wilding,'  observed  Bintrey. 
'  At  some  time  or  other  we  must  all  be  no  more.'  He  placed  the 
forty-five  year  old  port-wine  in  the  universal  condition,  with  a 
rehshing  sigh. 

'  So  now,  Mr.  Bintrey,'  pursued  Wilding,  putting  away  his 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  smoothing  his  eyelids  with  his  fingers, 
'  now  that  I  can  no  longer  show  my  love  and  honour  for  the  dear 
parent  to  whom  my  heart  was  mysteriously  turned  by  Nature 
when  she  first  spoke  to  me,  a  strange  lady,  I  sitting  at  our  Sun- 
«Jay  dinner-table  in  the  Foundling,  I  can  at  least  show  that  I  am 
not  ashamed  of  having  been  a  Foundling,  and  that  I,  who  never 
knew  a  father  of  my  own,  wish  to  be  a  father  to  all  in  my  employ- 
ment. Therefore,'  continued  Wilding,  becoming  enthusiastic  in 
his  loquacity,  '  therefore,  I  want  a  thoroughly  good  housekeeper 
to  undertake  this  dwelling-house  of  Wilding  aud  Co.,  Wine  Mer- 
chants, Cripple  Corner,  so  that  I  may  restore  in  it  some  of  the 
old  relations  betwixt  employer  and  employed  1  So  that  I  may 
live  in  it  on  the  spot  where  my  money  is  made  !  So  that  I  may 
daily  sit  at  the  head  of  the  table  at  which  the  people  in  my  em- 
ployment eat  together,  and  may  eat  of  the  same  roast  and  boiled, 
and  drink  of  the  same  beer !  So  that  the  people  in  my  employ- 
ment may  lodge  under  the  same  roof  with  me!     So  that  we  may 

one   and  all 1  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Bintrey,  but  that  old 

9(1 
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singing  in  my  head  has  suddenly  come  on,  and  I  shall  feel 
obliged  if  you  will  lead  me  to  the  pump.' 

Alarmed  by  the  excessive  piukness  of  his  client,  Mr.  Bintrey 
lost  not  a  moment  in  leading  him  forth  into  the  court-yard.  It 
was  easily  done ;  for  the  counting-house  in  which  they  talked  to- 
gether opened  on  to  it,  at  one  side  of  the  dwelling-house.  There 
the  attorney  pumped  with  a  will,  obedient  to  a  sign  from  the 
client,  and  the  client  laved  his  head  and  face  with  both  hands, 
and  took  a  hearty  drink.  After  these  remedies,  he  declared  him- 
self much  better. 

'  Don't  let  your  good  feelings  excite  you,'  said  Bintrey,  as 
they  returned  to  the  counting-house,  and  Mr.  Wilding  dried  him- 
self on  a  jack-towel  behind  an  inner  door. 

*  No,  no.  I  won't,'  he  returned,  looking  out  of  the  towel.  '  I 
won't.     I  have  not  been  confused,  have  I  ?' 

'  Not  at  all.     Perfectly  clear.' 
'  Where  did  1  leave  off,  ]\Ir.  Bintrey  ?' 

'Well,  you  left  off — but  I  wouldn't  excite  myself,  if  I  was 
you,  by  taking  it  up  again  just  yet.' 

*  I'll  take  care.  I'll  take  care.  The  singing  in  my  head  came 
on  at  where,  Mr.  Bintrey  ?' 

'  At  roast,  and  boiled,  and  beer,'  answered  the  lawyer,  prompt- 
ing— '  lodging  under  the  same  roof — and  one  and  all — ' 
'  Ah  !     And  one  and  all  singing  in  the  head  together — ' 

*  Do  you  know,  I  really  xoould  not  let  my  good  feeUugs  ex- 
cite me,  if  I  was  you,'  hinted  the  lawyer  again,  anxiously.  '  Try 
some  more  pump.' 

'  No  occasion,  no  occasion.  All  right,  !Mr.  Bintrey.  And 
one  and  all  forming  a  kind  of  family !  You  see,  Mr.  Bintrey,  I 
was  not  used  in  my  childhood  to  that  sort  of  individual  existence 
which  most  individuals  have  led,  more  or  less,  in  their  childhood. 
After  that  time  I  became  absorbed  in  my  late  dear  mother.  Hav- 
ing lost  her,  I  find  that  I  am  more  fit  for  being  one  of  a  body 
than  one  by  myself  one.  To  be  that,  and  at  the  same  time  to  do 
my  duty  to  those  dependent  on  me,  and  attach  them  to  me,  has  a 
patriarchal  and  pleasant  air  about  it.  I  don't  know  how  it  may 
appear  to  you,  ]\Ir.  Bintrey,  but  so  it  appears  to  me.' 

'  It  is  not  I  who  am  all-important  in  the  case,  but  you,'  re- 
turned Bintrey.  '  Consequently,  how  it  may  appear  to  me  is  of 
very  small  importance.' 

*  It  appears  to  me,^  said  Mr.  Wilding,  in  a  glow,  '  hopeful, 
useful,  de-lightful  !' 

'  Do  you  know,'  hinted  the  lawyer  again, '  I  really  would  not  ex — ' 
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*  I  am  not  going  to.     Then  there's  HandeL' 

*  There's  who  ?'  asked  Bintrey. 

*  Handel,  Mozart,  Haydn,  Kent,  Purcell,  Doctor  Arne,  Greene, 
Mendelssohn.  I  know  the  choruses  to  those  anthems  by  heart. 
Foundling  Chapel  Collection.  Why  shouldn't  we  learn  them  to- 
gether !' 

'Who  learn  them  together?'  asked  the  lawyer,  rather  shortly. 

'  Employer  and  employed.' 

'  Ay,  ay,'  returned  Bintrey,  mollified ;  as  if  he  had  half  ex- 
pected the  answer  to  be,  Lawyer  and  client.   'That's  another  thing.' 

'  Not  another  thing,  Mr.  Bintrey  !  The  same  thing.  A  part 
of  the  bond  among  us.  We  will  form  a  Choir  in  some  quiet 
church  near  the  Corner  here,  and,  having  sung  together  of  a 
Sunday  with  a  relish,  we  will  come  home  and  take  an  early  dinner 
together  with  a  relish.  The  object  that  I  have  at  heart  now  is, 
to  get  this  system  well  in  action  without  delay,  so  that  my  new 
partner  may  find  it  founded  when  he  enters  on  his  partnership.' 

'All  good  be  with  it!'  exclaimed  Bintrey,  rising.  'May  it 
prosper  !  Is  Joey  Ladle  to  take  a  share  in  Handel,  Mozart, 
Haydn,  Kent,  Purcell,  Doctor  Arne,  Greene,  and  Mendelssohn  V 

'  I  hope  so.' 

'  I  wish  them  all  well  out  of  it,'  returned  Bintrey,  with  much 
heartiness.     '  Good-bye,  sir.' 

They  shook  hands  and  parted.  Then  (first  knocking  with  his 
knuckles  for  leave)  entered  to  Mr.  Wilding  from  a  door  of  com- 
munication between  his  private  counting-house  and  that  in  which 
his  clerks  sat,  the  Head  Cellarman  of  the  cellars  of  Wilding  and 
Co.,  Wine  Merchants,  and  erst  Head  Cellarman  of  the  cellars  of 
Pebbleson  Kephew.  The  Joey  Ladle  in  question.  A  slow  and 
})onderous  man,  of  the  drayman  order  of  human  architecture, 
dressed  in  a  corrugated  suit  and  bibbed  apron,  apparently  a  com- 
posite of  door-mat  and  rhinoceros-hide. 

'  Respecting  this  same  boarding  and  lodging,  Young  Mastet 
Wilding,'  said  he. 

'  Yes,  Joey  ]' 

'Speaking  for  myself,  Young  Master  Wilding — and  I  never 
did  speak  and  I  never  do  speak  for  no  one  else — 1  don't  want  no 
boarding  nor  yet  no  lodging.  But  if  you  wish  to  board  me  and 
to  lodge  me,  take  me.  I  can  peck  as  well  as  most  men.  Where 
I  peck  ain't  so  high  a  object  witli  me  as  What  I  peck.  Nor  even 
so  high  a  object  with  me  as  How  Much  I  peck.  Is  all  to  live  in 
the  house,  Young  ^Vlaster  Wilding  1  The  two  other  ceUarmen, 
the  three  porters,  the  two  'prentices,  and  the  odd  men  V 
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*  Yes.     I  hope  we  shall  all  be  an  united  family,  Joey.' 

*  Ah  !'  said  Joey.     '  I  hope  they  may  be.' 

*  They  ?     Rather  say  we,  Joey.' 

Joey  Ladle  shook  his  head.  '  Don't  look  to  me  to  make  we 
on  it,  Young  Master  "Wilding,  not  at  my  time  of  life  and  nndi-r 
the  circumstarnces  which  has  formed  my  disposition.  I  have  said 
to  Pebbleson  Nephew  many  a  time,  when  they  have  said  to  me, 
"  Put  a  livelier  face  upon  it,  Joey" — I  have  said  to  them,  "  Gen- 
tlemen, it  is  all  wery  well  for  you  that  has  been  accustomed  to 
take  your  wine  into  your  systems  by  the  conwivial  channel  of  your 
throttles,  to  put  a  lively  face  upon  it ;  but,"  I  says,  "  I  have  been 
accustomed  to  take  my  wine  in  at  the  pores  of  the  skin,  and,  took 
that  way,  it  acts  different.  It  acts  depressing.  It's  one  thing, 
gentlemen,"  I  says  to  Pebbleson  Nephew,  "  to  charge  your  glasses 
in  a  dining-room  with  a  Hip  Hurrah  and  a  Jolly  Companions  Every 
One,  and  it's  another  thhig  to  be  charged  yourself,  through  the 
pores,  in  a  low  dark  cellar  and  a  mouldy  atmosphere.  It  makes 
all  the  difference  betwixt  bubbles  and  wapours,"  I  tells  Pebbleson 
Nephew.  And  so  it  do.  I've  been  a  cellarman  my  life  through, 
with  my  mind  fully  given  to  the  business.  What's  the  conse- 
quence ?  I'm  as  muddled  a  man  as  lives — you  won't  find  a  mud- 
dleder  man  than  me — nor  yet  you  won't  find  my  equal  in  mollon- 
Ciilly.  Sing  of  Filling  the  bumper  fair,  Every  drop  you  sprinkle, 
O'er  the  brow  of  care.  Smooths  away  a  wrinkle  1  Yes.  P'raps 
so.  But  try  filling  yourself  through  the  pores,  underground,  when 
you  don't  want  to  it !' 

'  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this,  Joey.  I  had  even  thought  that  you 
might  join  a  singing-class  in  the  house.' 

'Me,  sir?  No,  no.  Young  ]\[aster  Wilding,  you  won't  catch 
Joey  Ladle  muddling  the  Armony.  A  pecking-machine,  sir,  is 
all  that  I  am  capable  of  proving  myself,  out  of  my  collars ;  but 
that  you're  welcome  to,  if  you  think  it's  worth  your  while  to  keep 
such  a  thing  on  your  premises.' 

*  I  do,  Joey.' 

'  Say  no  more,  sir.  The  Business's  word  is  my  law.  And 
you're  a  going  to  take  Young  Master  George  Veudale  partner 
into  the  old  Business  V 

*I  am,  Joey.' 

'  More  changes,  you  see  !  But  don't  change  the  name  of  the 
Firm  again.  Don't  do  it.  Young  Master  Wilding.  It  was  bad 
luck  enough  to  make  it  Yourself  and  Co.  Better  by  far  have  left 
it  Pebbleson  Nephew  that  good  luck  always  stuck  to.  You  should 
never  change  luck  when  it's  good,  sir.' 
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*  At  all  events,  I  have  no  intention  of  changing  the  name  of 
the  House  again,  Joey.' 

'  Glad  to  hear  it,  and  wish  you  good-day,  Young  Master  Wild- 
ing. But  you  had  better  by  half,'  muttered  Joey  Ladle  inaudibly, 
as  he  closed  the  door  and  shook  his  head,  '  have  let  the  name 
alone  from  the  first.  You  had  better  by  half  have  followed  the 
luck  instead  of  crossing  it.' 

ENTER  THE  HOUSEKEEPEE. 

The  wine-merchant  sat  in  his  dining-room  next  morning,  to 
receive  the  personal  applicants  for  the  vacant  post  in  his  estab- 
lishment. It  was  an  old-fashioned  wainscoted  room ;  the  panels 
ornamented  with  festoons  of  flowers  carved  in  wood ;  with  an 
oaken  floor,  a  well-worn  Turkey  carpet,  and  dark  mahogany  furni- 
ture, all  of  which  had  seen  service  and  polish  under  Pebbleson 
Nephew.  The  great  sideboard  had  assisted  at  many  business- 
diimers  given  by  Pebbleson  Nephew  to  their  connection,  on  the 
principle  of  throwing  sprats  overboard  to  catch  whales ;  and  Peb- 
bleson Nephew's  conijireheusive  three-sided  plate-warmer,  made  to 
fit  the  whole  front  of  the  large  fireplace,  kept  watch  beneath  it 
over  a  sarcophagus-shaped  cellaret  that  had  in  its  time  held  many 
a  dozen  of  Pebbleson  Nephew's  wine.  But  the  little  rubicund 
old  bachelor  with  a  pigtail,  whose  portrait  was  over  the  sideboard 
(and  who  could  easily  be  identified  as  decidedly  Pebbleson  and 
decidedly  not  Nephew),  had  retired  into  another  sarcophagus,  and 
the  plate-warmer  had  grown  as  cold  as  he.  So,  the  golden  and 
black  griffins  tliat  supported  the  candelabra,  with  black  balls  in 
their  moulhs  at  the  end  of  gilded  chains,  looked  as  if  in  their  old 
age  they  had  lost  all  heart  for  playing  at  ball,  and  were  dolefully 
exhibiting  their  chains  in  the  Missionary  line  of  inquiry,  whether 
they  had  not  earned  emancipation  by  this  time,  and  were  not  grif- 
fins and  brothers. 

Such  a  Cf)lumbus  of  a  morning  was  the  summer  morning,  that 
it  discovered  Crif)ple  Corner.  The  light  and  warmth  pierced  in 
at  the  open  windows,  and  irradiated  the  picture  of  a  lady  hanging 
over  the  chimney-piece,  the  only  other  decoration  of  the  walls. 

'  My  mother  at  five-and-twenty,'  said  Mr.  Wilding  to  himself, 
as  his  eyes  enthusiastically  followed  the  light  to  tlie  portrait's  face, 
'  I  hang  up  here,  in  order  that  visitors  may  admire  my  mother  in 
the  bloom  of  her  youth  and  beauty.  My  mother  at  fifty  I  hang 
in  the  seclusion  of  my  own  chamber,  as  a  remembrance  sacred  to 
me.     01  It's  you.  Jar  vis  !' 
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These  latter  words  he  addressed  to  a  clerk  who  had  tapped  at 
the  door,  and  now  looked  in. 

'  Yes,  sir.  I  merely  wished  to  mention  that  it's  gone  ten,  sir, 
and  that  there  are  several  females  in  the  Counting-house.' 

'  Dear  me  !'  said  the  wine-merchant,  deepening  in  the  pink  of 
his  complexion  and  whitening  in  the  white,  '  are  there  several  1 
So  many  as  several  ]  I  had  better  begin  before  there  are  more. 
I'll  see  them  one  by  one,  Jarvis,  in  the  order  of  their  arrival.* 

Hastily  entrenching  himself  in  his  easy-chair  at  the  table  be- 
hind a  great  inkstand,  having  first  placed  a  chair  on  the  other 
side  of  the  table  opposite  his  own  seat,  Mr.  Wilding  entered  on 
his  task  with  considerable  trepidation. 

He  ran  the  gauntlet  that  must  be  run  on  any  such  occasion. 
There  were  the  usual  species  of  profoundly  unsympathetic  women, 
and  the  usual  species  of  much  too  sympathetic  women.  There 
were  buccaneering  widows  who  came  to  seize  him,  and  who  griped 
umbrellas  under  their  arms,  as  if  each  umbrella  were  he,  and  each 
griper  had  got  him.  There  were  towering  maiden  ladies  who  had 
seen  better  days,  and  who  came  armed  with  clerical  testimonials 
to  their  theology,  as  if  he  were  Saint  Peter  with  his  keys.  There 
were  gentle  maiden  ladies  who  came  to  marry  him.  There  were 
professional  housekeepers,  like  non-commissioned  officers,  who  put 
him  through  his  domestic  exercise,  instead  of  submitting  them- 
selves to  catechism.  There  were  languid  invalids,  to  whom  salary 
was  not  so  much  an  object  as  the  comforts  of  a  private  hospital. 
There  were  sensitive  creatures  who  burst  into  tears  on  being  ad- 
dressed, and  had  to  be  restored  with  glasses  of  cold  water.  There 
were  some  respondents  who  came  two  together,  a  highly  promising 
one  and  a  wholly  unpromising  one :  of  whom  the  promising  one 
answered  all  questions  charmingly,  until  it  would  at  last  appear 
that  she  was  not  a  candidate  at  all,  but  only  the  friend  of  the 
unpromising  one,  who  had  glowered  in  absolute  silence  and  appa- 
rent injury. 

At  last,  when  the  good  wine-merchant's  simple  heart  was  fail- 
ing him,  there  entered  an  applicant  quite  different  from  all  the 
rest.  A  woman,  perhaps  fifty,  but  looking  younger,  with  a  face 
remarkable  for  placid  choorfulness,  and  a  manner  no  less  remark- 
able for  its  quiet  expression  of  equability  of  temper.  Nothing  in 
her  dress  could  have  been  changed  to  lier  advantage.  Nothing  in 
the  noiseless  self-possession  of  her  manner  could  have  been  changed 
to  her  advantage.  Nothing  could  have  been  in  better  unison  with 
both,  than  her  voice  whon  she  answered  the  question :  '  What 
name  shall  I  have  the  pleasure  of  noting  down  f  with  the  words, 
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*  My  name  is  Sarah  Goldstraw.  Mrs.  Goldstraw.  My  husband 
has  been  dead  many  years,  and  we  had  no  family.' 

Half  a  dozen  questions  had  scarcely  extracted  as  much  to  the 
purpose  from  any  one  else.  The  voice  dwelt  so  agreeably  on  Mr. 
Wilding's  ear  as  he  made  his  note,  that  he  was  rather  long  about 
it.  When  he  looked  up  again,  Mrs.  Goldstraw's  glance  had  natur- 
ally gone  round  the  room,  and  now  returned  to  him  from  the 
chimney-piece.  Its  expression  was  one  of  frank  readiness  to  be 
questioned,  and  to  answer  straight. 

'  You  will  excuse  my  asking  you  a  few  questions  ?'  said  the 
modest  wine-merchant. 

'  0,  surely,  sir.     Or  I  should  have  no  business  here.' 

*  Have  you  filled  the  station  of  housekeeper  before  ?' 

*  Only  once.  I  have  lived  with  the  same  widow  lady  for 
twelve  years.  Ever  since  I  lost  my  husband.  She  was  an  invalid, 
and  is  lately  dead  :  which  is  the  occasion  of  my  now  wearing  black.' 

'  I  do  not  doubt  that  she  has  left  you  the  best  credentials  ?' 
said  Mr.  Wilding. 

'  I  hope  I  may  say,  the  very  best.  I  thought  it  would  save 
trouble,  sir,  if  1  wrote  down  the  name  and  address  of  her  repre- 
sentatives, and  brought  it  with  me.'     Laying  a  card  on  the  table. 

'  You  singularly  remind  me,  Mrs.  Goldstraw,'  said  Wilding, 
taking  the  card  beside  him,  '  of  a  manner  and  tone  of  voice  that 
I  was  once  acquainted  with.  Not  of  an  individual — I  feel  sure  of 
that,  though  1  cannot  recall  what  it  is  I  have  in  my  mind — but  of 
a  general  bearing.  1  ought  to  add,  it  was  a  kind  and  pleasant 
one.' 

She  smiled,  as  she  rejoined  :  '  At  least,  I  am  very  glad  of  that, 
air.' 

'  Yes,'  said  the  wine-merchant,  thoughtfully  repeating  his  last 
phrase,  with  a  momentary  glance  at  his  future  housekeeper,  '  it 
was  a  kind  and  pleasant  one.  But  tliat  is  the  most  I  can  make 
of  it.  Memory  is  sometimes  like  a  half- forgotten  dream.  I 
don't  know  how  it  may  appear  to  you,  Mrs,  Goldstraw,  but  so  it 
appears  to  me.* 

Probably  it  appeared  to  ]\Irs.  Goldstraw  in  a  similar  light,  for 
she  quietly  assented  to  the  proposition.  ]\Ir.  Wilding  then  offered 
to  put  himself  at  once  in  communication  with  the  gentlemen  named 
upon  the  card  :  a  firm  of  proctors  in  Doctors'  Commons.  To  this, 
Mrs.  Goldstraw  thankfully  assented.  Doctors'  Commons  not  being 
far  off,  Mr.  Wilding  suggested  the  feasibihty  of  ]\Irs.  Goldstraw's 
looking  in  again,  say  in  three  hours'  time.  Mrs.  Goldstraw  read- 
ily undertook  to  do  so.     In  fine,  the  result  of  Mr.  Wilding's  in- 
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quiries  being  eminently  satisfactory,  Mrs.  Goldstraw  was  that  after- 
noon engaged  (on  her  own  perfectly  fair  terms)  to  come  to-morrow 
and  set  up  her  rest  as  housekeeper  in  Cripple  Corner. 

THE  HOUSEKEEPER  SPEAKS. 

On  the  next  day  Mrs.  Goldstraw  arrived,  to  enter  on  her 
domestic  duties. 

Having  settled  herself  in  her  own  room,  without  troubling  the 
servants,  and  without  wasting  time,  the  new  housekeeper  an- 
nounced herself  as  waiting  to  be  favoured  with  any  instructions 
which  her  master  might  wish  to  give  her.  The  wine-merchant 
received  Mrs.  Goldstraw  in  the  dining-room,  in  which  he  had  seen 
her  on  the  previous  day  ;  and,  the  usual  preliminary  civilities  hav- 
ing passed  on  either  side,  the  two  sat  down  to  take  counsel  to- 
gether on  the  affairs  of  the  house. 

'  About  the  meals,  sir  V  said  Mrs.  Goldstraw.  '  Have  I  a 
large,  or  a  small,  number  to  provide  for  ?' 

'  If  I  can  carry  out  a  certain  old-fashioned  plan  of  mine,'  re- 
plied Mr.  Wilding,  '  you  will  have  a  large  number  to  provide  for. 
I  am  a  lonely  single  man,  Mrs.  Goldstraw ;  and  I  hope  to  live 
with  all  the  persons  in  my  employment  as  if  they  were  members 
of  my  family.  Until  that  time  comes,  you  will  only  have  me,  and 
the  new  partner  whom  I  expect  immediately,  to  provide  for. 
What  my  partner's  habits  may  be,  I  cannot  yet  say.  But  I  may 
describe  myself  as  a  man  of  regular  hours,  with  an  invariable  ap- 
petite that  you  may  depend  upon  to  an  ounce.' 

'About  breakfast,  sir?'  asked  Mrs.  Goldstraw.  'Is  there 
anything  particular —  ?' 

She  hesitated,  and  left  the  sentence  unfinished.  Her  eyes 
turned  slowly  away  from  her  master,  and  looked  towards  the 
chimney-piece.  If  she  had  been  a  less  excellent  and  experienced 
housekeeper,  Mr.  Wilding  might  have  fancied  that  her  attention 
was  beginning  to  wander  at  the  very  outset  cf  the  interview. 

'  Eight  o'clock  is  my  breakfast-hour,'  he  resumed.  '  It  is  one 
of  my  virtues  to  be  never  tired  of  broiled  bacon,  and  it  is  one  of 
my  vices  to  be  habitually  suspicious  of  the  freshness  of  eggs.' 
Mrs.  Goldstraw  looked  back  at  him,  still  a  little  divided  between 
her  master's  chimney-piece  and  her  master.  *  I  take  tea,'  Mr. 
Wilding  went  on ;  '  and  I  am  perhaps  rather  nervous  and  fidgety 
al)out  drinking  it,  within  a  certain  time  after  it  is  made.  If  my 
tea  stands  too  long — ' 

He  hesitated,  on  his  side,  and  left  the  sentence  unfinished.    If 
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he  had  not  been  engaged  in  discussing  a  subject  of  such  paramount 
interest  to  himself  as  bis  breakfast,  Mrs.  Goldstraw  might  have 
fancied  tbat  his  attention  was  begiuuing  to  wander  at  the  very  out- 
set of  the  interview. 

*  If  your  tea  stands  too  long,  sir — ]'  said  the  housekeeper, 
poHtely  taking  up  her  master's  lost  thread. 

*  If  my  tea  stands  too  long,'  repeated  the  wine-merchant  me- 
chanically, his  mind  getting  farther  and  farther  away  from  his 
breakfast,  and  his  eyes  fixing  themselves  more  and  more  inquir- 
ingly on  his  housekeeper's  face.  '  If  my  tea —  Dear,  dear  me, 
Mrs.  Goldstraw  !  what  is  the  manner  and  tone  of  voice  that  you 
remind  me  of?  It  strikes  me  even  more  strongly  to-day,  than  it 
did  when  I  saw  you  yesterday.     What  can  it  be  V 

*  What  can  it  be  V  repeated  Mrs.  Goldstraw. 

She  said  the  words,  evidently  thinking  while  she  spoke  them 
of  something  else.  The  wine-merchant,  still  looking  at  her  in- 
quiringly, observed  that  her  eyes  wandered  towards  the  chimney- 
piece  once  more.  They  fixed  on  the  portrait  of  his  mother,  which 
hung  there,  and  looked  at  it  with  that  slight  contraction  of  the 
brow  which  accompanies  a  scarcely  conscious  effort  of  memory. 
Mr.  Wilding  remarked : 

'  My  late  dear  mother,  when  she  was  five-and-twenty.' 

Mrs.  Goldstraw  thanked  him  with  a  movement  of  the  head 
for  being  at  the  pains  to  explain  the  picture,  and  said,  with  a  cleared 
brow,  that  it  was  the  portrait  of  a  very  beautiful  lady. 

Mr.  Wilding,  falling  back  into  his  former  perplexity,  tried 
once  more  to  recover  that  lost  recollection,  associated  so  closely, 
and  yet  so  undiscoverably,  with  his  new  housekeeper's  voice  and 
manner. 

'  Excuse  my  asking  you  a  question  which  has  nothing  to  do 
with  me  or  my  breakfast,'  he  said.  '  May  I  inquire  if  you  have 
ever  occupied  any  other  situation  than  the  situation  of  housekeeper/* 

'  0  yes,  sir.   I  began  life  as  one  of  the  nurses  at  the  Foundling.' 

'Why,  that's  it!'  cried  the  wine-merchant,  pushing  back  his 
chair.  '  By  Heaven  !  Their  manner  is  the  manner  you  remind 
me  of !' 

In  an  astonished  look  at  him,  Mrs.  Goldstraw  changed  colour, 
checked  herself,  turned  her  eyes  upon  the  ground,  and  sat  still  and 
silent. 

'  AVhat  is  the  matter  V  asked  Mr.  Wilding. 

'  Do  I  understand  that  you  were  in  the  Foundling,  sir?* 

•  Certainly.     I  am  not  ashamed  to  own  it.* 

•  Under  the  name  you  now  bear  V 
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'  Under  the  name  of  Walter  Wilding.' 

'  And  the  lady —  V  ]\Irs.  Goldstraw  stopped  short  with  a  look 
at  the  portrait  which  was  now  unmistakably  a  look  of  alarm. 

'  You  mean  my  mother,'  interrupted  Mr.  Wilding. 

'  Your — mother,'  repeated  the  housekeeper,  a  little  con- 
strainedly, '  removed  you  from  the  Foundling?    At  what  age,  sir? 

'  At  between  eleven  and  twelve  years  old.  It's  quite  a  ro- 
mantic adventure,  Mrs.  Goldstraw.' 

He  told  the  story  of  the  lady  having  spoken  to  him,  while  he 
sat  at  dinner  with  the  other  boys  in  the  Foundling,  and  of  all  that 
had  followed  in  his  innocently  communicative  way.  '  My  poor 
mother  could  never  have  discovered  me,'  he  added,  '  if  she  had  not 
met  with  one  of  the  matrons  who  pitied  her.  The  matron  con- 
sented to  touch  the  boy  whose  name  was  "  Walter  Wilding"  as 
she  went  round  the  dinner-tables — and  so  my  mother  discovered 
me  again,  after  having  parted  from  me  as  an  infant  at  the  Found- 
ling doors.' 

At  those  words  Mrs.  Goldstraw's  hand,  resting  on  the  table, 
dropped  helplessly  into  her  lap.  She  sat,  looking  at  her  new 
master,  with  a  face  that  had  turned  deadly  pale,  and  with  eyes  that 
expressed  an  unutterable  dismay. 

'  What  does  this  mean  ?'  asked  the  wine-merchant.  *  Stop  I' 
he  cried.  '  Is  there  something  else  in  the  past  time  which  I  ought 
to  associate  with  you  ?  I  remember  my  mother  telling  me  of 
another  person  at  the  Foundling,  to  whose  kindness  she  owed  a 
debt  of  gratitude.  When  she  tirst  parted  with  me,  as  an  infant, 
one  of  the  nurses  informed  lier  of  the  name  that  had  been  given  to 
me  in  the  institution.     Y'ou  were  that  nurse  V 

'  God  forgive  me,  sir — I  was  that  nurse  !' 

'  God  forgive  you  ?' 

'  We  had  better  get  back,  sir  (if  I  may  make  so  bold  as  to  say 
so),  to  my  duties  in  the  house,'  said  ^Irs.  Goldstraw.  '  Your  break- 
fast-hour is  eight.  Do  you  lunch,  or  dine,  in  the  middle  ol  the 
day?' 

The  excessive  pinkness  which  Mr.  Bintrey  had  noticed  in  his 
client's  face  began  to  appear  there  once  more.  Mr.  Wilding  put 
his  hand  to  his  head,  and  nuistered  some  momentary  confusion  in 
that  quarter,  before  he  spoke  again. 

'  Mrs.  Goldstraw,'  he  said, '  you  are  concealing  something  from 
me!' 

The  housekeeper  obstinately  repeated,  *  Please  to  favour  me, 
sir,  by  saying  whether  you  lunch,  or  dine,  in  the  middle  of  the  day?' 

'  i  don't  know  what  I  do  in  the  middle  ol  the  day.     I  can't 
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enter  into  my  household  afifairs,  Mrs.  Goldstraw.  till  I  know  why 
you  regret  an  act  of  kindness  to  my  mother,  which  she  always 
spoke  of  gratefully  to  the  end  of  her  life.  You  are  not  doing  me 
a  service  by  your  silence.  You  are  agitating  me,  you  are  alarm- 
ing me,  you  are  bringing  on  the  singing  in  my  head.' 

His  hand  went  up  to  his  head  again,  and  the  pink  in  his  face 
deepened  by  a  shade  or  two. 

'  It's  hard,  sir,  on  just  entering  your  service,'  said  the  house- 
keeper, '  to  say  what  may  cost  me  the  loss  of  your  govd  will. 
Please  to  remember,  end  how  it  may,  that  I  only  speak  because 
you  have  insisted  on  my  speaking,  and  because  I  see  that  I 
am  alarming  you  by  my  silence.  When  I  told  the  poor  lady, 
whose  portrait  you  have  got  there,  the  name  by  which  her  infant 
was  christened  in  the  Foundling,  I  allowed  myself  to  forget  my 
duty,  and  dreadful  consequences,  I  am  afraid,  have  followed  from 
it.  I'll  tell  you  the  truth,  as  plainly  as  I  can.  A  few  months 
from  the  time  when  I  had  informed  the  lady  of  her  baby's  name, 
there  came  to  our  institution  in  the  country  another  lady  (a 
stranger),  whose  object  was  to  adopt  one  of  our  children.  She 
brought  the  needful  permission  with  her,  and  after  looking  at  a 
great  many  of  the  children,  without  being  able  to  make  up  her 
mind,  she  took  a  sudden  fancy  to  one  of  the  babies — a  boy — under 
my  care.  Try,  pray  try,  to  compose  yourself,  sir !  It's  no  use 
disguising  it  any  longer.  The  child  the  stranger  took  away  was 
the  child  of  that  lady  whose  portrait  hangs  there  !' 

Mr.  Wilding  started  to  his  feet.  '  Impossible  1'  he  cried  out, 
■vehemently.  '  What  are  you  talking  about  ?  What  absurd  story 
are  you  telling  me  now  ?  There's  her  portrait !  Haven't  I  told 
you  so  already?     The  portrait  of  my  mother !' 

'  When  that  unhappy  lady  removed  you  from  the  Foundling, 
in  after  years,'  said  Mrs.  Goldstra,w,  gently,  '  she  was  the  victim, 
and  you  were  the  victim,  sir,  of  a  dreadful  mistake.' 

He  dropped  back  into  his  chair.  '  The  room  goes  round  wnA 
me,'  he  said.  '  My  head  !  my  head  !'  The  housekeeper  rose  in 
alarm,  and  opened  the  windows.  Before  she  could  get  to  the  door 
to  call  for  help,  a  sudden  burst  of  tears  relieved  the  oppression 
which  had  at  fir.Nt  almost  appeared  to  threaten  his  life.  He  signed 
entreatingly  to  ^Irs.  Goldstraw  not  to  leave  him.  She  waited  until 
the  paroxysm  of  weeping  had  worn  itself  out.  He  raised  his  head 
as  he  recovered  himself,  and  looked  at  her  with  the  angry  un- 
reasoning suspicion  of  a  weak  man. 

'  Mistake]'  he  said,  wildly  repeating  her  last  word.  'How 
do  I  know  you  are  not  mistaken  yourself?' 
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*  There  is  no  hope  that  I  am  mistaken,  sir.  I  will  tell  yon 
why,  when  ynu  are  better  fit  to  hear  it.' 

'  Now  !   now  !' 

Tlie  tone  in  which  he  spoke  warned  ^Irs.  Gokistraw  that  it 
would  be  cruel  kindness  to  let  him  comfort  himself  a  moment 
longer  with  the  vain  hope  that  she  might  be  wrong.  A  few  words 
more  would  end  it — and  those  few  words  she  determined  to  speak. 

'  I  have  told  you,'  she  said,  '  that  the  child  of  the  lady  whose 
portrait  hangs  there,  was  adopted  in  its  infancy,  and  taken  away 
by  a  stranger.  I  am  as  certain  of  what  I  say  as  that  I  am  now 
sitting  here,  obliged  to  distress  you,  sir,  sorely  against  my  will. 
Please  to  carry  your  mind  on,  now,  to  about  three  months  after 
that  time.  I  was  then  at  the  Foundling,  in  London,  waiting  to 
take  some  children  to  our  institution  in  the  country.  There  was 
a  question  that  day  about  naming  an  infant — a  boy — who  had 
just  been  received.  We  generally  named  them  out  of  the  Direc- 
tory. On  this  occasion,  one  of  the  gentlemen  who  managed  the 
Hospital  happened  to  be  looking  over  the  Register.  He  noticed 
that  the  name  of  the  baby  who  had  been  adopted  ("  "Walter  Wil- 
ding") was  scratched  out — for  the  reason,  of  course,  that  the  child 
had  been  removed  for  good  from  our  care.  "  Here's  a  name  to 
let,"  he  said.  "  Give  it  to  the  new  foundling  who  has  been  re- 
ceived to-day."  The  name  was  given,  and  the  child  was  christened. 
You,  sir,  were  that  child.' 

The  wine-merchant's  head  dropped  on  his  breast.  *  I  was  that 
child !'  he  said  to  himself,  trying  helplessly  to  fix  the  idea  in  his 
mind.     '  I  was  that  child  !' 

*  Not  very  long  after  you  had  been  received  into  the  Institu- 
tion, sir,'  pursued  IMrs.  Goldstraw,  *  I  left  my  situation  there,  to 
be  married.  If  you  will  remember  that,  and  if  you  can  give  your 
mind  to  it,  you  will  see  for  yourself  how  the  mistake  happened. 
Between  eleven  and  twelve  years  passed  before  the  lady,  whom 
you  have  believed  to  be  your  mother,  returned  to  the  Foundling, 
to  find  her  son,  and  to  remove  him  to  hor  own  home.  The  lady 
only  knew  that  her  infant  had  been  called  "  Walter  Wilding." 
Tlie  matron  who  took  pity  on  her,  could  but  point  out  the  only 
"  Walter  Wilding"  known  in  the  Institution.  I,  who  might  have 
set  the  matter  right,  was  far  away  from  tlie  Foundling  and  all 
that  belonged  to  it.  There  was  nothing — there  was  really  nothing 
tliat  could  prevent  this  terrible  mistake  from  taking  place.  I  feel 
for  you — I  do  indeed,  sir  !  You  must  think — and  with  reason — 
that  it  was  in  an  evil  hour  that  I  came  here  (innocently  enough, 
I'm  sure),  to  apply  for  your  housekeeper's  place.     I  feel  as  if  I 
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was  to  blame — I  feel  as  if  I  ought  to  have  had  more  self-com- 
mand. If  I  had  only  been  able  to  keep  my  face  from  showing 
you  what  that  portrait  and  what  your  own  words  put  into  my 
mind,  you  need  never,  to  your  dying  day,  have  known  what  you 
know  now.' 

Mr.  Wilding  looked  up  suddenly.  The  inbred  honesty  of  the 
man  rose  in  protest  against  the  housekeeper's  last  words.  His 
mind  seemed  to  steady  itself,  for  the  moment,  under  the  shock 
that  had  fallen  on  it. 

'  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  would  have  concealed  this  from 
me  if  you  could  ?'  he  exclaimed. 

'  I  hope  I  should  always  tell  the  truth,  sir,  if  I  was  asked,' 
said  Mrs.  Goldstraw.  '  And  I  know  it  is  better  for  me  that  I 
should  not  have  a  secret  of  this  sort  weighing  on  my  mind.  But 
is  it  better  for  you  ?     What  use  can  it  serve  now V 

*  What  use  1     Why,  good  Lord  !  if  your  story  is  true ' 

*  Should  I  have  told  it,  sir,  as  I  am  now  situated,  if  it  had  not 
been  true  V 

'I  beg  your  pardon,'  said  the  wine  -  merchant.  'You  must 
make  allowance  for  me.  This  dreadful  discovery  is  something  I 
can't  realise  even  yet.  We  loved  each  other  so  dearly — I  felt  so 
fondly  that  I  was  her  son.  She  died,  Mrs.  Goldstraw,  in  my 
arms — she  died  blessing  me  as  only  a  mother  could  have  blessed 
me.  And  now,  after  all  these  years,  to  be  told  she  was  not  my 
mother !  O  me,  0  me  !  I  don't  know  what  I  am  saying !'  he 
cried,  as  the  impulse  of  self-control  under  Avhich  he  had  spoken  a 
moment  since,  flickered,  and  died  out.  '  It  was  not  this  dreadful 
grief — it  was  something  else  that  I  had  it  in  my  mind  to  speak 
of.  Yes,  yes.  You  surprised  me — you  wounded  me  just  now. 
You  talked  as  if  you  would  have  hidden  this  from  me,  if  you 
could.  Don't  talk  in  that  way  again.  It  would  have  been  a 
crime  to  have  hidden  it.  You  mean  well,  I  know.  I  don't  want 
to  distress  you — you  are  a  kind-hearted  woman.  But  you  don't 
remember  what  my  position  is.  She  left  me  all  that  I  possess,  in 
the  firm  persuasion  that  I  was  her  son.  I  am  not  her  son.  I  have 
taken  the  place,  I  have  innocently  got  the  inheritance  of  another 
man.  He  must  be  found  !  How  do  I  know  he  is  not  at  this 
moment  in  misery,  without  bread  to  eat  ?  He  must  be  found ! 
My  only  hope  of  bearing  up  against  the  shock  that  has  fallen  on 
me,  is  the  hope  of  doing  something  which  she  would  have  ap- 
proved. You  must  know  more,  Mrs.  Goldstraw,  than  you  have 
t(jld  me  yet.  Who  was  the  stranger  who  adopted  the  child  1  You 
must  have  heard  the  lady's  name  V 
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*  I  never  heard  it,  sir.  I  have  never  seen  her,  or  heard  of  her, 
since.' 

'  Did  she  say  nothing  when  she  took  the  child  away  1  Search 
your  memory.     She  must  have  said  something.' 

'  Only  one  thing,  sir,  that  I  can  remember.  It  was  a  miserably 
bad  season,  that  year ;  and  many  of  the  children  were  suflering 
from  it.  When  she  took  the  baby  away,  the  lady  said  to  me, 
laughing,  "  Don't  be  alarmed  about  his  health.  He  will  be 
brought  up  in  a  better  climate  than  this — I  am  going  to  take  him 
to  Switzerland." ' 

'  To  Switzerland  1     What  part  of  Switzerland  f 

*  She  didn't  say,  sir.' 

'  Only  that  faint  clue  !'  said  Mr.  Wilding.  *  And  a  quarter  of 
a  century  has  passed  since  the  child  was  taken  away  !  What  am 
I  to  do r 

'  I  hope  you  won't  take  offence  at  my  freedom,  sir,'  said  Mrs. 
Goldstraw ;  '  but  why  should  you  distress  yourself  about  what  is 
to  be  done  1  He  may  not  be  alive  now,  for  anything  you  know. 
And,  if  he  is  alive,  it's  not  likely  he  can  be  in  any  distress.  The 
lady  who  adopted  him  was  a  bred  and  born  lady — it  was  easy  to 
see  that.  And  she  must  have  satisfied  them  at  the  Foundling 
that  she  could  provide  for  the  child,  or  they  would  never  have  let 
her  take  him  away.  If  I  Avas  in  your  place,  sir — please  to  excuse 
ray  saying  so — I  should  comfort  myself  with  remembering  that  I 
had  loved  that  poor  lady  whose  portrait  you  have  got  there — 
truly  loved  her  as  my  mother,  and  that  she  had  truly  loved  me  as 
her  sou.  All  she  gave  to  you,  slie  gave  for  the  sake  of  that  love. 
It  never  altered  while  she  lived ;  and  it  won't  alter,  I'm  sure,  as 
long  as  you  live.  How  can  you  have  a  better  right,  sir,  to  keep 
what  you  have  got  than  that?' 

Mr.  AVikling's  immovable  honesty  saw  the  fallacy  in  his  house- 
keeper's point  of  view  at  a  glance. 

'  You  don't  understand  me,'  he  said.  '  It's  because  I  loved  her 
that  I  fool  it  a  duty — a  sacred  duty — to  do  justice  to  her  son.  If 
he  is  a  living  man,  I  must  find  him :  for  my  own  sake,  as  well  as 
for  his.  I  sliall  break  down  under  this  dreadful  trial,  unless  I  em- 
ploy myself — actively,  instantly  employ  myself — in  doing  what  my 
conscience  tells  me  ought  to  be  done.  1  must  speak  to  my  law- 
yer ;  I  must  set  my  lawyer  at  work  before  1  sleep  to-night.'  He 
approached  a  tube  in  the  wall  of  the  room,  and  called  down 
through  it  to  the  office  below.  '  Leave  me  for  a  little,  Mrs.  Gold- 
straw,'  he  resumed;  '  I  shall  be  more  composed,  I  shall  he  better 
able  to  speak  to  you  later  in  the  day.     We  shall  get  on  well — I 
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hope  we  sliall  get  on  well  together — in  spite  of  what  has  hap- 
pened. It  isn't  your  fault ;  I  know  it  isn't  your  fault.  There  ! 
there  I  shake  hands ;  and — and  do  the  best  you  can  in  the  house 
— I  can't  talk  about  it  now.' 

The  door  opened  as  Mrs.  Goldstraw  advanced  towards  it ;  and 
Mr.  Jarvis  appeared. 

'  Send  for  Mr.  Bintrey,'  said  the  wine-merchant.  *  Say  I  want 
to  see  him  directly.' 

The  clerk  unconsciously  suspended  the  execution  of  the  order, 
by  announcing  '  Mr.  Vendale,'  and  showing  in  the  new  partner  in 
the  firm  of  Wilding  and  Co. 

'  Pray  excuse  me  for  one  moment,  George  Vendale,'  said 
Wilding.  'I  have  a  word  to  say  to  Jarvis.  Send  for  Mr.  Bintrey,' 
he  repeated — '  send  at  once.' 

Mr.  Jarvis  laid  a  letter  on  the  table  before  he  left  the  room. 

'  From  our  correspondents  at  Neuchatel,  I  think,  sir.  The 
letter  has  got  the  Swiss  postmark.' 

NEW  CHARACTERS  ON  THE  SCENE. 

The  words,  '  The  Swiss  Postmark,'  following  so  soon  upon  the 
housekeeper's  reference  to  Switzerland,  wrought  Mr.  Wilding's 
agitation  to  such  a  remarkable  height,  that  his  new  partner  could 
not  decently  make  a  pretence  of  letting  it  pass  unnoticed. 

'  Wilding,'  he  asked  hurriedly,  and  yet  stopping  short  and 
glancing  around  as  if  for  some  visible  cause  of  his  state  of  mind  : 
'  what  is  the  matter  V 

'  My  good  George  Vendale,'  returned  the  wine-merchant,  giv- 
ing his  hand  with  an  appealing  look,  rather  as  if  he  wanted  help 
to  get  over  some  obstacle,  than  as  it  he  gave  it  in  welcome  or 
salutation :  '  my  good  George  Vendale,  so  much  is  the  matter, 
that  I  shall  never  be  myself  again.  It  is  impossible  that  I  can 
ever  be  myself  again.     For,  in  fact,  I  am  not  myself.' 

The  new  partner,  a  brown-cheeked  handsome  fellow,  of  about 
his  own  age,  with  a  quick  determined  eye  and  an  impulsive  man- 
ner, retorted  with  natural  astonishment:   '  Not  yourself?' 

'  Not  what  I  supposed  myself  to  be,'  said  Wilding. 

*  What,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  did  you  suppose  yourself  to 
be  that  you  are  not?'  was  the  rejoinder,  delivered  with  a  cheerful 
frankness,  inviting  confidence  from  a  more  reticent  man.  '  I  may 
ask  without  impertinence,  n(jw  that  we  are  partners.' 

'  There  again  !'  cried  Wilding,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  with 
a  lost  look  at  the  othei".     '  Partners !   I  had  no  ihAit  to  come 
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into  this  business.  It  was  never  meant  for  me.  My  mother 
never  meant  it  should  be  mine.  I  mean,  his  mother  meant  it 
should  be  his — if  I  mean  anything — or  if  I  am  anybody.' 

*  Come,  come,'  urged  his  partner,  after  a  moment's  pause, 
and  taking  possession  of  him  with  that  calm  confidence  which  in- 
spires a  strong  nature  when  it  honestly  desires  to  aid  a  weak  one. 
'  Whatever  has  gone  wrong,  has  gone  wrong  through  no  fault  of 
yours,  I  am  very  sure.  I  was  not  in  this  counting-house  with 
you,  under  the  old  7^egime,  for  three  years,  to  doubt  you,  Wilding. 
We  were  not  younger  men  than  we  are,  together,  for  tliat.  Let 
me  begin  our  partnership  by  being  a  serviceable  partner,  and 
setting  right  whatever  is  wrong.  Has  that  letter  anything  to  do 
with  it  V 

*  Hah  !'  said  AYildiug,  with  his  hand  to  his  temple.  '  There 
again  !  My  head  !  I  was  forgettmg  tlie  coincidence.  The  Swiss 
postmark.' 

*  At  a  second  glance  I  see  that  the  letter  is  unopened,  so  it  is 
not  very  likely  to  have  much  to  do  with  the  matter,'  said  Vendale, 
with  comforting  composure.     '  Is  it  for  you,  or  for  us  V 

'  For  us,'  said  Wilding. 

'  Suppose  I  open  it  and  read  it  aloud,  to  get  it  out  of  our 
wayf 

'  Thank  you,  thank  you.' 

'The  letter  is  only  from  our  champagne-making  friends,  the 
House  at  Neuchatel.  "  Dear  Sir.  We  are  in  receipt  of  yours  of 
the  28th  ult.,  informing  us  tliat  you  have  taken  your  j\ir.  Vendale 
into  partnership,  whereon  we  beg  you  to  receive  the  assurance  of 
our  felicitations.  Permit  us  to  embrace  the  occasion  of  specially 
commending  to  you  M.  Jules  Obenrei/er."     Impossible  !' 

Wilding  looked  up  in  quick  apprehension,  and  cried,  '  Eh  ?' 

'  Impossible  sort  of  name,'  returned  his  partner,  slightly — 
•  Obenreizer.  " — Of  specially  commending  to  you  M.  Jules  Oben- 
reizer,  of  Soho-square,  London  (north  side),  henceforth  fully 
accredited  as  our  agent,  and  who  has  already  had  the  honour  of 
making  the  acquaintance  of  your  Mr.  Vendale,  in  his  (said  M. 
Obenreizer's)  native  country,  Switzerland."  To  be  sure  !  pooh 
pooh,  what  have  I  been  thinkmg  of  1  I  remember  now ;  "  when 
travelling  with  his  niece."  ' 

'  With  his V  Vendale  had  so  slurred  the  last  word,  that 

Wilding  had  not  heard  it. 

'  When  travelling  with  his  Niece.  Obenreizer's  Niece,'  said 
Vendale,  in  a  somewhat  superfluously  lucid  manner.  '  Niect^  of 
Obenreizer.    (I  met  them  in  my  first  Swiss  tour,  travelled  a  httie 
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with  them,  and  lost  them  for  two  years ;  met  them  again,  my 
Swiss  tour  before  last,  and  have  lost  them  ever  since.)  Oben- 
reizer.  Niece  of  Obenreizer.  To  be  sure  !  Possible  sort  ol 
name,  after  all !  "  M.  Obenreizer  is  in  possession  of  our  absolute 
confidence,  and  we  do  not  doubt  you  will  esteem  his  merits." 
Duly  signed  by  the  House,  "  Defresnier  et  C'^."  Very  well.  I 
undertake  to  see  M.  Obenreizer  presently,  and  clear  him  out  of 
the  way.  That  clears  the  Swiss  postmark  out  of  the  way.  So 
now,  my  dear  Wilding,  tell  me  what  I  can  clear  out  oi^/onr  way, 
and  I'll  find  a  way  to  clear  it.' 

More  than  ready  and  grateful  to  be  thus  taken  charge  of,  the 
honest  wine-merchant  wrung  his  partner's  hand,  and,  beginning 
his  tale  by  pathetically  declaring  himself  an  Impostor,  told  it. 

*  It  was  on  this  matter,  no  doubt,  that  you  were  sending  for 
Bintrey  when  I  came  in  ?'  said  his  partner,  after  reflecting. 

*It  was.' 

*  He  has  experience  and  a  shrewd  head  ;  I  shall  be  anxious 
to  know  his  opinion.  It  is  bold  and  hazardous  in  me  to  give  you 
mine  before  I  know  his,  but  I  am  not  good  at  holding  back. 
Plainly,  then,  I  do  not  see  these  circumstances  as  you  see  them. 
I  do  not  see  your  position  as  you  see  it.  As  to  your  being  an 
Impostor,  my  dear  Wilding,  that  is  simply  absurd,  because  no 
man  can  be  that  without  being  a  consenting  party  to  an  imposi- 
tion. Clearly  you  never  were  so.  As  to  your  enrichment  by  the 
lady  who  believed  you  to  be  her  son,  and  whom  you  were  forced 
to  believe,  on  her  showing,  to  be  your  mother,  consider  whether 
that  did  not  arise  out  of  the  personal  relations  between  you. 
You  gradually  became  much  attached  to  her ;  she  gradually  be- 
came much  attached  to  you.  It  was  on  you,  personally  you,  as  I 
see  the  case,  that  she  conferred  these  worldly  advantages ;  it  was 
from  her,  personally  her,  that  you  took  them.' 

*  She  supposed  me,'  objected  Wilding,  shaking  his  head,  '  to 
have  a  natural  claim  upon  her,  which  I  had  not.' 

*I  must  admit  that,'  replied  his  partner,  '  to  be  true.  But  if 
she  had  made  the  discovery  that  you  have  made,  six  months  be- 
fore she  died,  do  you  think  it  would  have  cancelled  the  years  you 
were  together,  and  the  tenderness  that  each  of  you  had  conceived 
for  the  other,  each  on  increasing  knowledge  of  the  other  V 

'What  I  think,'  said  Wilding,  simply  but  stoutly  holding  to 
the  bare  fact,  '  can  no  more  change  the  truth  than  it  can  bring 
down  the  sky.  The  truth  is  that  I  stand  possessed  of  what  was 
meant  for  another  man.' 

'  He  may  be  dead,'  said  Vendale. 

hh 
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'  He  may  be  alive,'  said  Wilding.  '  And  if  he  is  alive,  have 
I  not — ianocently,  I  grant  you  innocently — robbed  him  of  enough? 
Have  I  not  robbed  him  of  all  the  happy  time  that  I  enjoyed  in 
his  stead  ?  Have  I  not  robbed  him  of  the  exquisite  delight  that 
filled  my  soul  when  that  dear  lady,'  stretching  his  hand  towards 
the  picture,  '  told  me  she  was  my  mother  ?  Have  I  not  robbed 
him  of  all  the  care  she  lavished  on  me  1  Have  I  not  even  robbed 
him  of  all  the  devotion  and  duty  that  I  so  proudly  gave  to  her  ? 
Therefore  it  is  that  I  ask  myself,  George  Vendale,  and  I  ask  you, 
where  is  he  1     "What  has  become  of  him  f 

'  Who  can  tell !' 

*  I  must  try  to  find  out  who  can  tell.  I  must  institute  in- 
quiries. I  must  never  desist  from  prosecuting  inquiries.  I  will 
live  upon  the  interest  of  my  share — I  ought  to  say  his  share — in 
this  business,  and  will  lay  up  the  rest  for  him.  When  I  find  him, 
I  may  perhaps  throw  myself  upon  his  generosity ;  but  I  will 
yield  up  all  to  him.  I  will,  I  swear,  xis  I  loved  and  honoured 
her,'  said  Wilding,  reverently  kissing  his  hand  towards  the  pic- 
ture, and  then  covering  his  eyes  with  it.  '  As  I  loved  and 
honoured  her,  and  have  a  world  of  reasons  to  be  grateful  to  her !' 
And  so  broke  down  again. 

His  partner  rose  from  the  chair  he  had  occupied,  and  stood 
beside  him  with  a  hand  softly  laid  upon  his  shoulder.  '  AValter, 
1  knew  you  before  to-day  to  be  an  upright  man,  with  a  pure  con- 
science and  a  fine  heart.  It  is  very  fortunate  for  me  that  I  have 
the  privilege  to  travel  on  in  life  so  near  to  so  trustworthy  a  man. 
I  am  thankful  for  it.  Use  me  as  your  right  hand,  and  rely  upon 
me  to  the  death.  Don't  think  the  worse  of  me  if  I  protest  to 
you  that  my  uppermost  feeling  at  present  is  a  confused,  you  may 
call  it  an  unreasonable,  one.  I  feel  far  more  pity  for  the  lady 
and  for  you,  because  you  did  not  stand  in  your  supposed  relations, 
than  I  can  feel  for  the  unknown  man  (if  he  ever  became  a  man), 
because  he  was  unconsciously  displaced.  You  have  done  well  in 
sending  for  Mr.  Bintrey.  What  1  think  will  be  a  part  of  his 
advice,  I  know  is  the  whole  of  mine.  Do  not  move  a  step  in 
tliis  serious  matter  precipitately.  The  secret  must  be  kept  among 
us  with  great  strictness,  for  to  part  with  it  lightly  would  be  to 
invite  fraudulent  claims,  to  encourage  a  host  of  knaves,  to  let 
loose  a  flood  of  perjury  and  plotting.  I  have  no  more  to  say 
now,  Walter,  than  to  remind  you  tluit  you  sold  me  a  share  in 
your  business,  expressly  to  save  yourself  from  more  work  than 
your  present  health  is  fit  for,  and  that  I  bought  it  expressly  to 
do  work,  and  mean  to  do  it»' 
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"With  these  words,  and  a  parting  grip  of  his  partner's  shoulder 
that  gave  them  the  best  emphasis  they  could  have  had,  George 
Vendale  betook  himself  presently  to  the  counting-house,  and  pre- 
sently afterwards  to  the  address  of  M.  Jules  Obonreizer. 

As  he  turned  into  Soho-square,  and  directed  his  steps  towards 
its  north  side,  a  deepened  colour  shot  across  his  sun-browned  face, 
which  Wilding,  if  he  had  been  a  better  observer,  or  had  been  less 
occupied  with  his  own  trouble,  might  have  noticed  when  his  part- 
ner read  aloud  a  certain  passage  in  their  Swiss  correspondent's 
letter,  which  he  had  not  read  so  distinctly  as  the  rest. 

A  curious  colony  of  mountaineers  has  long  been  enclosed 
within  that  small  flat  Loudon  district  of  Soho.  Swiss  watch- 
makers, Swiss  silver-chasers,  Swiss  jewellers,  Swiss  importers  of 
Swiss  musical  boxes  and  Swiss  toys  of  various  kinds,  draw  close 
together  there.  Swiss  professors  of  music,  painting,  and  lan- 
guages ;  Swiss  artificers  in  steady  work ;  Swiss  couriers,  and 
other  Swiss  servants  chronically  out  of  place ;  indnstrious  Swiss 
laundresses  and  clear-starchers ;  mysteriously  existing  Swiss  of 
both  sexes ;  Swiss  creditable  and  Swiss  discreditable ;  Swiss  to 
be  trusted  by  all  means,  and  Swiss  to  be  trusted  by  no  means ; 
these  diverse  Swiss  particles  are  attracted  to  a  centre  in  the  district 
of  Soho.  Shabby  Swiss  eating-houses,  coffee-houses,  and  lodging 
houses,  Swiss  drinks  and  dishes,  Swiss  service  for  Sundays,  and 
Swiss  schools  for  week-days,  are  all  to  be  found  there.  Even  the 
native-born  English  taverns  drive  a  sort  of  broken-English  trade; 
announcing  in  their  windows  Swiss  whets  and  drams,  and  shelter- 
ing in  their  bars  Swiss  skirmishes  of  love  and  animosity  on  most 
nights  in  the  year. 

"When  the  new  partner  in  Wilding  and  Co.  rang  the  bell  of  a 
door  bearing  the  blunt  inscription  Obexreizer  on  a  brass  plate  — 
the  inner  door  of  a  substantial  house,  whose  ground  story  was 
devoted  to  the  sale  of  Swiss  clocks — he  passed  at  once  into 
domestic  Switzerland.  A  white-tiled  stove  for  winter-time  filled 
the  fireplace  of  the  room  into  which  he  was  shown,  the  room's 
bare  floor  was  laid  together  in  a  neat  pattern  of  several  ordinary 
woods,  the  room  had  a  prevalent  air  of  surface  bareness  and  much 
scrubbing  ;  and  the  little  square  of  flowery  carpet  by  the  sola, 
and  the  velvet  chimney-board  with  its  capacious  clock  and  vases 
of  artificial  flowers,  contended  with  that  tone,  as  if,  in  bringing 
out  the  whole  effect,  a  Parisian  had  adapted  a  dairy  to  domestic 
purposes. 

Mimic  water  was  dropping  off  a  mill-wheel  under  the  clock. 
The  visitor  had  not  stood  before  it,  following  it  with  his  eyes,  a 
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minute,  when  M.  Obenreizer,  at  his  elbow,  startled  him  by  saying, 
in  very  good  English,  very  slightly  clipped  :  '  How  do  you  do  ? 
So  glad !' 

'  I  beg  your  pardon.     I  didn't  hear  you  come  in.' 

'  Not  at  all !     Sit,  please.' 

Releasing  his  visitor's  two  arms,  which  he  had  lightly  pinioned 
at  the  elbows  by  way  of  embrace,  M.  Obenreizer  also  sat,  remark- 
ing, with  a  smile :  '  You  are  well  1  So  glad  !'  and  touching  his 
elbows  again. 

'  I  don't  know,'  said  Vendale,  after  exchange  of  salutations, 
'  whether  you  may  yet  have  heard  of  me  from  your  House  at 
Neuchatel?' 

'  Ah,  yes  1' 

*  In  connection  with  Wilding  and  Co.  V 

*  Ah,  surely  !' 

*  Is  it  not  odd  that  I  should  come  to  you,  in  London  here,  as 
one  of  the  Firm  of  Wilding  and  Co.,  to  pay  the  Firm's  re- 
spects ?' 

'Not  at  all !  What  did  I  always  observe  when  wf»  were  on 
the  mountains  1  We  call  them  vast ;  but  the  world  is  so  little. 
So  little  is  the  world,  that  one  cannot  keep  away  from  persons. 
There  are  so  few  persons  in  the  world,  that  they  continually  cross 
and  re-cross.  So  very  little  is  the  world,  that  one  cannot  get 
rid  of  a  person.  Not,'  touching  his  elbows  again,  with  an  ingra- 
tiatory  smile,  '  that  one  would  desire  to  get  rid  of  you.' 

'  I  hope  not,  M.  Obenreizer.' 

'  Please  call  me,  in  your  country,  Mr.  I  call  myself  so,  for  I 
love  your  country.  If  I  could  be  English  !  But  I  am  born.  And 
you  ?  Though  descended  from  so  fine  a  family,  you  have  had  the 
condescension  to  come  into  trade  ?  Stop  though.  Wines  ]  Is  it 
trade  in  England  or  profession  1     Not  tine  art  f 

'  ]\Ir.  Obenreizer,'  returned  Vendale,  somewhat  out  of  counte- 
nance, '  I  was  but  a  silly  young  fellow,  just  of  age,  when  I  first 
had  the  pleasure  of  travelling  with  you,  and  when  you  and  I  and 
Mademoiselle  your  niece — who  is  well  V 

'  Thank  you.     Who  is  well.' 

'  — Shared  some  slight  glacier  dangers  together.  If,  with  a 
boy's  vanity,  I  rather  vaunted  my  family,  1  hope  I  did  so  as  a 
kind  of  introduction  of  myself.  It  was  very  weak,  and  in  very 
bad  taste ;  but  perhaps  you  know  our  English  proverb,  "  Live  and 
learn." ' 

'  You  make  too  much  of  it,'  returned  the  Swiss.  '  And  what 
the  devil  I     After  all,  yours  teas  a  fine  family.' 
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George  Vendale's  laugh  betrayed  a  little  vexation  as  he  re- 
joined :  '  Well !  I  was  strongly  attached  to  my  parents,  and  when 
we  first  travelled  together,  Mr.  Obenreizer,  1  was  in  the  first  flush 
of  coming  into  what  my  father  and  mother  left  me.  So  I  hope  it 
may  have  been,  after  all,  more  youthful  openness  of  speech  and 
heart  than  boastfulness.' 

'  All  openness  of  speech  and  heart !  No  boastfulness  !'  cried 
Obenreizer.  '  You  tax  yourself  too  heavily.  You  tax  yourself, 
my  faith  !  as  if  you  was  your  Government  taxing  you  !  Besides, 
it  commenced  with  me.  I  remember,  that  evening  in  the  boat 
upon  the  lake,  floating  among  the  reflections  of  the  mountains  and 
valleys,  the  crags  and  pine  woods,  which  were  my  earliest  remem- 
brance, I  drew  a  word-picture  of  my  sordid  childhood.  Of  our 
poor  hut,  by  the  waterfall  which  my  mother  showed  to  travellers; 
of  the  cow-shed  where  I  slept  with  the  cow;  of  my  idiot  half- 
brother  always  sitting  at  the  door,  or  limping  down  the  Pass  to 
beg ;  of  my  half-sister  always  spinning,  and  resting  her  enormous 
goitre  on  a  great  stone;  of  my  being  a  famished  naked  little 
wretch  of  two  or  three  years,  when  they  were  men  and  women 
with  hard  hands  to  beat  me,  I,  the  only  child  of  my  father's  se- 
cond marriage — if  it  even  was  a  marriage.  What  more  natural 
than  for  you  to  compare  notes  with  me,  and  say,  "  We  are  as  one 
by  age ;  at  that  same  time  I  sat  upon  my  mother's  lap  in  my 
father's  carriage,  rolling  through  the  rich  English  streets,  all 
luxury  surrounding  me,  all  squalid  poverty  kept  far  from  me. 
Such  is  my  earliest  remembrance  as  opposed  to  yours  !"  ' 

Mr.  Obenreizer  was  a  black-haired  young  man  of  a  dark  com- 
plexion, through  whose  swarthy  skin  no  red  glow  ever  shone. 
When  colour  would  have  come  into  another  cheek,  a  hardly  dis- 
cernible beat  would  come  into  his,  as  if  the  machinery  for  bringing 
up  the  ardent  blood  were  there,  but  the  machinery  were  dry.  He 
was  robustly  made,  well  proportioned,  and  had  handsome  features. 
Many  would  have  perceived  that  some  surface  change  in  him 
would  have  set  them  more  at  their  ease  with  him,  without  being 
able  to  define  what  change.  If  his  lips  could  have  been  made 
much  thicker,  and  his  neck  much  thinner,  they  would  have  found 
their  want  supphed. 

But  the  great  Obenreizer  peculiarity  was,  that  a  certain  name- 
less film  would  come  over  his  eyes — apparently  by  the  action  of 
his  own  will — which  would  impenetrably  veil,  not  only  from  those 
tellers  of  tales,  but  from  his  face  at  large,  every  expression  save 
one  of  attention.  It  by  no  means  followed  that  his  attention 
ehould  be  wholly  given  to  the  person  with  whom  he  spoke,  or  even 
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wholly  bestowed  on  present  sounds  and  objects.  "Rather,  it  was  a 
-comprehensive  watchfulness  oi  everything  he  had  in  his  own  mind, 
and  everything  that  he  knew  to  be,  or  suspected  to  be,  in  the  minds 
of  otlier  men. 

At  this  stage  of  the  conversation,  Mr.  Obenreizer's  film  came 
over  him. 

'  The  object  of  my  present  visit/  said  Vendale,  '  is,  I  need 
hardly  say,  to  assure  you  of  the  friendhness  of  Wilding  and  Co., 
and  of  the  goodness  of  your  credit  with  us,  and  of  our  desire  to 
be  of  service  to  you.  We  hope  shortly  to  offer  you  our  hospitality. 
Things  are  not  quite  in  train  with  us  yet,  for  my  partner,  Mr, 
Wilding,  is  reorganising  the  domestic  part  of  our  establishment, 
and  is  interru])ted  by  some  private  affairs.  You  don't  know  Mr. 
Wilding,  I  believe  ?' 

Mr.  Obenreizer  did  not. 

'  You  must  come  together  soon.  He  will  be  glad  to  have 
made  your  acquaintance,  and  I  think  1  may  predict  lliat  yon  will 
be  glad  to  have  made  his.  You  have  not  been  long  established 
in  London,  I  suppose,  Mr.  Obenreizer?' 

'  It  is  only  now  that  I  have  undertaken  this  agency.' 

*  Slademoiselle  your  niece — is — not  married  V 

*  Not  married.' 

George  Vendale  glanced  about  him,  as  if  for  any  tokens 
of  her. 

'  She  has  been  in  London  f 

*  She  is  in  London.' 

*  Wlien,  and  where,  might  I  have  the  honour  of  recalling  my- 
self to  her  remembrance  V 

Mr.  Obenreizer,  discarding  his  film  and  touching  his  visitor's 
elbows  as  before,  said  lightly  :   '  Come  up-stairs.' 

Fluttered  enough  by  the  suddenness  with  which  the  interview 
he  had  sought  was  coming  upon  him  after  all,  George  Vendale 
followed  up-stairs.  Li  a  room  over  the  chamber  he  had  just 
quitted — a  room  also  Swiss-appointed — a  young  lady  sat  near  one 
of  three  windows,  working  at  an  embroiilery-frame ;  and  an  older 
lady  sat  with  her  face  turned  close  to  another  white-tiled  stove 
(though  it  was  summer,  and  the  stove  was  not  lighted),  cleaning 
gloves.  The  young  lady  wore  an  unusual  quantity  of  fair  bright 
hair,  very  prettily  braided  about  a  rather  rounder  white  forehead 
than  the  average  English  type,  and  so  her  face  might  have  been 
ft  shade — or  say  a  light — rounder  than  the  average  English  face, 
and  her  figure  slightly  rounder  than  the  figure  of  the  average 
EntiHsh  yirl  at  nineteen.     A  remarkable  indication  of  freedom 
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and  grace  of  limb,  in  her  quiet  attitude,  and  a  wonderful  purity 
and  freshness  of  colour  in  her  dimpled  face  and  bright  gray  eyes, 
seemed  fraught  with  mountain  air.  Switzerland  too,  though  the 
general  fashion  of  her  dress  was  English,  peeped  out  of  the  fan- 
ciful bodice  she  wore,  and  lurked  in  the  cnri<ius  clocked  red  stock- 
ing, and  in  its  little  silver-buckled  shoe.  As  to  the  elder  lady,  sitting 
with  her  feet  apart  upon  the  lower  brass  ledge  of  the  stove,  sup- 
porting a  lap-full  of  gloves  while  she  cleaned  one  stretched  on  her 
left  hand,  she  was  a  true  Swiss  impersonation  of  another  kind ; 
from  the  breadth  of  her  cushion-like  back,  and  the  ponderositv 
of  her  respectable  legs  (if  the  word  be  admissible),  to  the  black 
velvet  band  tied  tightly  round  her  throat  for  the  repression  of 
a  rising  tendency  to  goitre ;  or,  higher  still,  to  her  great  copper- 
coloured  gold  ear-rings ;  or,  higher  still,  to  her  head-dress  of  black 
gauze  stretched  on  wire. 

'  iMiss  Marguerite,'  said  Obenreizer  to  the  young  lady,  '  do  you 
recollect  this  gentleman]' 

'  I  think,'  she  answered,  rising  from  her  seat,  surprised  and  a 
little  coni'used  :   '  it  is  Mr.  Vendale  ?' 

'  I  think  it  is,'  said  Obenreizer,  dryly.  '  Permit  me,  Mr.  Ven- 
dale.    Madame  Dor.' 

The  elder  lady  by  the  stove,  with  the  glove  stretched  on  her 
left  hand,  like  a  glover's  sign,  half  got  up,  half  looked  over  her 
broad  shoulder,  and  wholly  pluin|)ed  down  again  and  rubbed  away. 

'  Madame  Dor,'  said  Obenreizer,  smiling,  '  is  so  kind  as  to 
keep  me  free  from  stain  or  tear.  JMadame  Dor  humours  my  weak- 
ness for  being  always  neat,  and  devotes  her  time  to  removing 
every  one  of  my  specks  and  spots.' 

;^Iadame  Dor,  with  the  stretched  glove  in  the  air,  and  her  eyes 
closely  scrutinising  its  palm,  discovered  a  tough  spot  in  Mr. 
Obenreizer  at  that  instant,  and  rubbed  hard  at  hiiu.  George  Ven- 
dale took  his  seat  by  the  embroidery-frame  (having  first  taken  the 
fair  right  hand  that  his  entrance  had  checked),  and  glanced  at  the 
gold  cross  that  dipped  into  tiie  bodice,  with  something  of  the  de- 
votion of  a  pilgrim  who  had  reached  liis  shrine  at  last.  Obenreizer 
stood  in  the  middle  of  tiie  room  with  his  thumbs  in  his  waistcoat- 
pockets,  and  became  filmy. 

'  He  was  saying  down-stairs,  ]\Iiss  Obenreizer,'  observed  Ven- 
dale, 'that  the  world  is  so  small  a  place,  that  people  cannot  escape 
one  another.  1  have  found  it  niucii  too  large  for  me  since  I  saw 
you  last.' 

*  Have  you  travelled  so  far,  then  V  she  inquired, 

*  Not  so  far,  for  1  have  only  gone  back  to  Switzerland  each 
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year;  but  1  could  have  wished — and  indeed  I  have  wished  very 
often — that  the  little  world  did  not  afford  such  opportunities  for 
long  escapes  as  it  does.  If  it  had  been  less,  I  might  have  found 
my  fellow-travellers  sooner,  you  know.' 

The  pretty  Marguerite  coloured,  and  very  slightly  glanced  in 
the  direction  of  Madame  Dor. 

'  You  find  us  at  length,  Mr.  Vendale.  Perhaps  you  may  lose 
us  again.' 

'  I  trust  not.  The  curious  coincidence  that  has  enabled  me  to 
find  you,  encourages  me  to  hope  not.' 

'  What  is  that  coincidence,  sir,  if  you  please  V  A  dainty  little 
native  touch  in  this  turn  of  speech,  and  in  its  tone,  made  it  per- 
fectly captivating,  thought  George  Vendale,  whec  again  he  noticed 
an  instantaneous  glance  towards  Madame  Dor.  A  caution  seemed 
to  be  conveyed  in  it,  ra{)id  flash  though  it  was;  so  he  quietly  took 
heed  of  Madame  Dor  from  that  time  forth. 

'  It  is  that  I  happen  to  have  become  a  partner  in  a  House  of 
business  in  London,  to  which  Mr.  Obenreizer  happens  this  very 
day  to  be  expressly  recommended :  and  that,  too,  by  another  house 
of  business  in  Switzerland,  in  which  (as  it  turns  out)  we  both  have 
a  commercial  interest.     He  has  not  told  you  V 

'  Ah !'  cried  Obenreizer,  striking  in,  filmless.  '  No.  I  had 
not  told  Miss  Marguerite.  The  world  is  so  small  and  so  mo- 
notonous that  a  surprise  is  worth  having  in  such  a  little  jog-trot 
place.  It  is  as  he  tells  you,  Miss  Marguerite.  He,  of  so  fine  a 
family,  and  so  proudly  bred,  has  condescended  to  trade.  To  trade  ! 
Like  us  poor  peasants  who  have  risen  from  ditches  !' 

A  cloud  crept  over  the  fair  brow,  and  she  cast  down  her  eyes. 

'  Why,  it  is  good  for  trade!'  pursued  Obenreizer,  enthusiasti- 
cally. '  It  ennobles  trade  !  It  is  the  misfortune  of  trade,  it  is  its 
vulgarity,  that  any  low  people — for  example,  we  poor  peasants — 
may  take  to  it  and  climb  by  it.  See  you,  my  dear  Vendale  !'  He 
spoke  with  great  energy.  '  The  father  of  Miss  INIarguerite,  my 
eldest  half-brother,  more  than  two  times  your  age  or  mine,  if 
living  now,  wandered  without  shoes,  almost  without  rags,  from 
that  wretched  Pass — wandered — wandered — got  to  be  fed  with  the 
mules  and  dogs  at  an  Inn  in  the  main  valley  far  away — got  to  be 
Boy  there — got  to  be  Ostler — got  to  be  Waiter — got  to  be  Cook 
— got  to  be  Landlord.  As  Landlord,  he  took  me  (could  he  take 
the  idiot  beggar  his  brother,  or  the  spinning  monstrosity  his  sis- 
ter ?)  to  put  as  pupil  to  the  famous  watchmaker,  his  neighbour  and 
friend.  His  wife  dies  when  Miss  Marguerite  is  born.  What  is 
his  will  aud  what  are  his  words,  to  me,  when  he  dies,  she  being 
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between  girl  and  woman  !  "  All  for  Marguerite,  except  so  much 
by  the  year  for  you.  You  are  young,  but  I  make  her  your  ward, 
for  you  were  of  the  obscurest  and  the  poorest  peasantry,  and  so 
was  I,  and  so  was  her  mother;  we  were  abject  peasants  all,  and 
you  will  remember  it."  The  thing  is  equally  true  of  most  of  my 
countrymen,  now  in  trade  in  this  your  London  quarter  of  Soho. 
Peasants  once;  low-born  drudging  Swiss  Peasants.  Then  how 
good  and  great  for  trade  :'  here,  from  having  been  warm,  he  be- 
came playfully  jubilant,  and  touched  the  young  wine-merchant's 
elbows  again  with  his  light  embrace :   '  to  be  exalted  by  gentlemen.' 

'  I  do  not  think  so,'  said  Marguerite,  with  a  flushed  cheek,  and 
a  look  away  from  the  visitor,  that  was  almost  defiant.  '  I  think 
it  is  as  much  exalted  by  us  peasants.' 

'  Fie,  fie.  Miss  Marguerite,'  said  Obenreizer.  '  You  speak  in 
proud  England.' 

'  I  speak  in  proud  earnest,'  she  answered,  quietly  resum- 
ing her  work,  '  and  I  am  not  English,  but  a  Swiss  peasant's 
daughter.' 

There  was  a  dismissal  of  the  subject  in  her  words,  which  Ven- 
dale  could  not  contend  against.  He  only  said  in  an  earnest  man- 
ner, '  I  most  heartily  agree  with  you,  Miss  Obenreizer,  and  I 
have  already  said  so,  as  Mr.  Obenreizer  will  bear  witness,'  which 
he  by  no  means  did,  '  in  this  house.' 

Now,  Vendale's  eyes  were  quick  eyes,  and  sharply  watching 
Madame  Dor  by  times,  noted  something  in  the  broad  back  view 
of  that  lady.  There  was  considerable  pantomimic  expression  in  her 
glove-cleaning.  It  had  been  very  softly  done  when  he  spoke  with 
jNIarguerite,  or  it  had  altogether  stopped,  like  the  action  of  a 
listener.  When  Obenreizer's  peasant-speech  came  to  an  end,  she 
rubbed  most  vigorously,  as  if  applauding  it.  And  once  or  twice, 
as  the  glove  (which  she  always  held  before  her  a  little  above  her 
face)  turned  in  the  air,  or  as  this  finger  went  down,  or  that  went 
up,  he  even  fancied  that  it  made  some  telegraphic  communication 
to  Obenreizer:  whose  back  was  certainly  never  turned  upon  it, 
though  he  did  not  seem  at  all  to  heed  it. 

Vendale  observed  too,  that  in  ]\Iarguerite's  dismissal  of  tlie 
subject  twice  forced  upon  him  to  his  misrepresentation,  there  was 
an  indignant  treatment  of  her  guardian  which  she  tried  to  check  : 
as  though  she  would  have  flamed  out  against  him,  but  for  the  in- 
fluence of  fear.  He  also  observed — though  this  was  not  much — • 
that  he  never  advanced  within  the  distance  of  her  at  which  he  first 
placed  himself:  as  though  there  were  limits  fixed  between  them. 
Neither  had  he   ever  spoken  of  her  without  the  prefix  *  Miss,' 
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tliout^h  whenever  he  uttered  it,  it  was  with  the  faintest  trace  of  an 
air  of  mockery.  And  now  it  occurred  to  Vendale  for  the  first  time 
that  s(tniethiiig  curious  hi  the  man,  which  he  had  never  before  been 
able  to  define,  was  definable  as  a  certain  subtle  essence  of  mockery 
that  eluded  touch  or  analysis.  He  felt  convinced  that  Marguerite 
was  in  some  sort  a  prisoner  as  to  her  free  will — though  she  held 
her  own  against  those  two  combined,  by  the  force  of  her  character, 
which  was  nevertheless  inadequate  to  her  release.  To  feel  con- 
vinced of  this,  was  not  to  feel  less  disposed  to  love  her  than  he 
had  always  been.  In  a  word,  he  was  desperately  in  love  with  her, 
and  thoroughly  determined  to  pursue  the  opportunity  which  had 
opened  at  last. 

For  the  present,  he  merely  touched  upon  the  pleasure  that 
Wilding  and  Co.  would  soon  have  in  entreating  Miss  Obenreizer 
to  honour  their  establishment  with  her  presence — a  curious-  old 
place,  though  a  baclielor  house  withal — and  so  did  not  protract 
lus  visit  beyond  such  a  visit's  ordinary  length.  Going  down- 
stairs, conducted  by  his  host,  he  found  the  Obenreizer  counting- 
house  at  the  back  of  the  entrance-hull,  and  several  shabby  men 
in  outlandish  garments  hanging  about,  whom  Obenreizer  put  aside 
that  he  might  pass,  with  a  few  words  in  patois. 

'  Countrymen,'  he  explained,  as  he  attended  Vendale  to  the 
door.  '  Poor  compatriots.  Grateful  and  attached,  like  dogs  ! 
Good-bye.     To  meet  again.    So  glad  !' 

Two  more  light  touches  on  his  elbows  dismissed  him  into  the 
street. 

Sweet  Marguerite  at  her  frame,  and  Madame  Dor's  broad  back 
at  her  telegraph,  floated  before  him  to  Cripple  Corner.  On  his 
arrival  there.  Wilding  was  closeted  with  Bintrey.  The  cellar 
doors  hafjpening  to  be  open,  Vendale  lighted  a  candle  in  a  cleft 
stick,  and  went  down  for  a  cellarous  stroll.  Graceful  Marguerite 
floated  before  him  faithfidly,  but  Madame  Dor's  broad  back  re- 
U)ained  outside. 

The  vaults  were  very  spacious,  and  very  old.  There  had  been 
a  stone  crypt  down  there,  when  bygones  were  not  bygones ;  some 
said,  part  of  a  monkish  refectory ;  some  said,  of  a  chapel ;  some 
said,  of  a  Pagan  temple.  It  was  all  one  now.  Let  who  would 
make  what  he  liked  of  a  crumbled  pillar  and  a  broken  arch  or  so. 
Old  Time  had  made  what  lie  liked  of  it,  and  was  quite  indifferent 
to  contradiction. 

Tlie  close  air,  the  musty  smell,  and  the  thunderous  rumbling 
in  the  streets  above,  as  being  out  of  the  routine  of  ordinary  life, 
Went  well  enough  with  the  picture  of  pretty  Marguerite  holding 
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her  own  against  those  two.     So  Yendale  went  on  until,  at  a  turn- 
ing in  the  vaults,  he  saw  a  light  like  the  light  he  carried. 

'  0  !    You  are  here,  are  you,  Joey  ?' 

*  Oughtn't  it  rather  to  go,  "  O  !  FoM're  here,  are  you,  Master 
George  ?"    For  it's  my  business  to  be  here.    But  it  ain't  yourn.' 

'  Don't  grumble,  Joey.' 

'  0  !  /  don't  grumble,'  returned  the  Cellarman,  '  If  anything 
grumbles,  it's  what  I've  took  in  through  the  pores  ;  it  ain't  me. 
Have  a  care  as  something  in  you  don't  begin  a-grumbling.  Master 
George.  Stop  here  long  enough  for  the  wapours  to  work,  and 
they'll  be  at  it.' 

His  present  occupation  consisted  of  poking  his  head  into  the 
bins,  making  measurements  and  mental  calculations,  and  entering 
them  in  a  rhinoceros-hide-looking  note-book,  like  a  jjiece  of  liiuiself. 

'  They'll  be  at  it,'  he  resumed,  laying  the  wooden  rod  that  he 
measured  with  across  two  casks,  entering  his  last  calculation,  and 
straightening  his  back,  '  trust  'em  !  And  so  you've  regularly  come 
into  the  business.  Master  George?' 

'  Regularly.    I  hope  you  don't  object,  Joey  ? 

'/don't,  bless  you.  But  VVapours  objects  that  you're  too 
young.     You're  both  on  you  too  young.' 

'  We  shall  get  over  that  objection  day  by  day,  Joey.' 

'Ay,  Master  George;  but  I  shall  day  by  day  get  over  the' 
objection  that  I'm  too  old,  and  so  I  sha'n't  be  capable  of  seeing 
much  improvement  in  you.' 

The  retort  so  tickled  Joey  Ladle  that  he  grunted  forth  a  ksigh 
and  delivered  it  again,  grunting  forth  another  laugh  after  the 
second  edition  of  '  improvement  in  you.' 

'  But  what's  no  laughing  matter,  Master  George,'  he  resumed, 
straightening  his  back  once  more, '  is,  that  young  Master  Wilding 
has  gone  and  changed  the  luck.  Mark  my  words.  He  has  changed 
the  luck,  and  he'll  find  it  out.  /  ain't  been  down  here  all  my  life 
for  nothing  !  /  know  by  what  I  notices  down  here,  when  it's  a- 
going  to  rain,  when  it's  a-going  to  hold  up,  when  it's  a-going  to 
lilow,  when  it's  a-going  to  be  calm.  /  know,  by  what  I  notices 
down  here,  when  the  luck's  changed,  quite  as  well.' 

'  Has  this  growth  on  the  roof  anythuig  to  do  with  your  divi- 
nation ?'  asked  Vendale,  holding  his  light  towards  a  gloomy  rag- 
,t,'ed  growth  of  dark  fungus,  pendent  from  the  arches  with  a  very 
disagreeable  and  repellent  effect.  '  We  are  famous  for  this  growth 
in  this  vault,  aren't  we  ?' 

'  We  are.  Master  George,'  replied  Joey  Ladle,  moving  a  step 
or  two  away,  '  and  if  you'll  be  advised  by  me,  you'll  let  it  alone.' 
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Taking  up  the  rod  just  now  laid  across  tlie  two  casks,  and 
fniiitly  moving  the  languid  fungus  with  it,  Vendale  asked,  'Ay, 
indeed?    Why  so? 

'  Why,  not  so  much  because  it  rises  from  the  casks  of  wine, 
and  may  leave  you  to  judge  what  sort  of  stuff'  a  Cellarman  takes 
into  himself  when  he  walks  in  the  same  all  the  days  of  his  life, 
nor  yet  so  much  because  at  a  stage  of  its  growth  it's  maggots, 
and  you'll  fetch  'em  down  upon  you,'  returned  Joey  Ladle,  still 
keeping  away,  '  as  for  another  reason.  Master  George.' 

'  What  other  reason?' 

'(I  wouldn't  keep  on  touchin'  it,  if  I  was  you,  sir.)  I'll  tell 
yon  if  you'll  come  out  of  the  place.  First,  take  a  look  at  its 
colour,  Master  George.' 

'  I  am  doing  so.' 

'  Done,  sir.    J^ow,  come  out  of  the  place.' 

He  moved  away  with  his  liglit,  and  Vendale  followed  with  his. 
When  Vendale  came  up  with  him,  and  they  were  going  back  to- 
gether, Vendale,  eying  him  as  they  walked  through  the  arches, 
fcaid  :   '  Well,  Joey?    The  colour.' 

'  Is  it  like  clotted  blood.  Master  George?' 

'  liike  enough,  perhaps.' 

'  More  than  enough,  I  think,'  muttered  Joey  Ladle,  shaking 
his  head  solemnly. 

*  Well,  say  it  is  like;   say  it  is  exactly  like.    What  then  ?' 

'  Master  George,  they  do  say — ' 

'  Who  ?' 

'  How  should  I  know  who  ?'  rejoined  the  Cellarman,  ap- 
parently much  exasperated  by  the  unreasonable  nature  of  the  ques- 
tion. '  Them  !  Them  as  says  pretty  well  everything,  you  know. 
How  should  ]  know  who  They  are,  if  you  don't  V 

'True.     Go  on.' 

'  They  do  say  that  the  man  that  gets  by  any  accident  a  piece  of 
that  dark  growth  right  upon  his  breast,  will,  for  sure  and  certain, 
die  by  murder.' 

As  Vendale  laughingly  stopped  to  meet  the  Cellarman's  eyes, 
which  he  had  fastened  on  his  light  while  dreamily  saying  those 
words,  he  suddenly  became  conscious  of  being  struck  upon  his  own 
breast  by  a  heavy  hand.  Instantly  following  with  his  eyes  the 
action  of  the  hand  that  struck  him — -which  was  his  companion's — 
he  saw  that  it  had  beaten  off"  his  breast  a  web  or  clot  of  the  fungus, 
even  then  floating  to  the  ground. 

For  a  moment  he  turned  upon  the  Cellarman  almost  as  scared 
a  look  as  the  Cellarman  turned  upon  him.    But  in  another  moment 
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they  had  reached  the  daylight  at  the  foot  of  the  cellar-steps,  and 
before  he  cheerfully  sprang  up  them,  he  blew  out  his  candle  and 
the  superstition  together. 

EXIT  WILDING. 

On  the  morning  of  the  next  day,  Wilding  went  out  alone,  after 
leaving  a  message  with  his  clerk.  '  If  ]\Ir.  Veudale  should  ask  for 
me,'  he  said,  '  or  if  Mr.  Bintrey  should  call,  tell  them  I  am  gone 
to  the  Foundling.'  All  that  his  partner  had  said  to  him,  all  that 
his  lawyer,  following  on  the  same  side,  could  urge,  had  left  him 
persisting  unshaken  in  his  own  point  of  view.  To  find  the  lost 
man,  whose  place  he  had  usurped,  was  now  the  paramount  interest 
of  his  hfe,  and  to  inquire  at  the  Foundling  was  plainly  to  take  the 
first  step  in  the  direction  of  discovery.  To  the  Foundling,  accord- 
ingly, the  wine-merchant  now  went. 

The  once-familiar  aspect  of  the  building  was  altered  to  him,  as 
the  look  of  the  portrait  over  the  chimney-piece  was  altered  to  him. 
His  one  dearest  association  with  the  place  which  had  sheltered  his 
childhood  had  been  broken  away  from  it  for  ever.  A  strange  re- 
luctance possessed  him,  when  he  stated  his  business  at  tlie  door. 
His  heart  ached  as  he  sat  alone  in  the  waiting-room  while  the 
Treasurer  of  the  institution  was  being  sent  for  to  see  him.  When 
the  interview  began,  it  was  only  by  a  painful  effort  that  he  could 
compose  himself  sufficiently  to  mention  the  nature  of  his  errand. 

The  Treasurer  listened  with  a  face  which  promised  all  needful 
attention,  and  promised  nothing  more. 

'  We  are  obliged  to  be  cautious,'  he  said,  when  it  came  to  his 
turn  to  speak,  '  about  all  inqtiiries  which  are  made  by  strangers.' 

'  You  can  hardly  consider  me  a  stranger,'  answered  Wilding, 
simply.  '  I  was  one  of  your  poor  lost  children  here,  in  the  bygone 
time.' 

TTie  Treasurer  politely  rejoined  that  this  circumstance  inspired 
him  with  a  special  interest  in  his  visitor.  But  he  pressed,  never- 
theless, for  that  visitor's  motive  in  making  his  inquiry.  Willi  out 
further  preface,  Wilding  told  him  his  motive,  suppressing  nothing. 
The  Treasurer  rose,  and  led  the  way  into  the  room  in  which  the 
registers  of  the  institution  were  kept.  '  All  the  information  which 
our  books  can  give  is  heartily  at  your  service,'  he  said.  '  After 
the  time  that  has  elapsed,  I  am  afraid  it  is  the  only  information 
we  have  to  offer  you.' 

The  books  were  consulted,  and  the  entry  was  found  expressed 
as  follows : 
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'  3d  March,  183fi.  Adopted,  and  removed  from  the  Foundling 
Hospital,  a  male  infant,  named  Walter  Wilding.  Name  and  con- 
dition of  the  person  adopting  the  child — Mrs.  Jane  Ann  Miller, 
widow.  Address — Linie-Tree  Lodge,  Groombridge  Wells.  Re- 
ferences— the  Reverend  John  Harker,  Groombridge  Wells ;  and 
Messrs.  Giles,  Jeremie,  and  Giles,  bankers,  Lombard-street.' 

'  Is  that  all  ?'  asked  the  wine-merchant.  *  Had  you  no  after- 
communication  with  Mrs.  Miller?' 

'  None — or  some  reference  to  it  must  have  appeared  in  this  book.' 

'  May  I  take  a  copy  of  the  entry  ?' 

'  Certainly  I  You  are  a  little  agitated.  Let  me  make  a  copy 
for  you.' 

'  My  only  chance,  I  suppose,'  said  Wilding,  looking  sadly  at 
the  copy,  '  is  to  inquire  at  Mrs.  Miller's  residence,  and  to  try  if 
her  references  can  help  me  ]' 

'  That  is  the  only  chance  I  see  at  present,'  answered  the  Trea- 
surer. '  I  heartily  wish  I  could  have  been  of  some  further  assist- 
ance to  you.' 

With  those  farewell  words  to  comfort  him.  Wilding  set  forth 
on  the  jouriK^y  of  investigation  which  began  from  the  Foundling 
doors.  The  tirst  stage  to  make  for,  was  plainly  the  house  of  busi- 
ness of  the  bankers  in  Lombard- street.  Two  of  the  partners  in 
the  firm  were  inaccessible  to  cliance-visitors  when  he  asked  for 
them.  The  third,  after  raising  certain  inevitable  difficulties,  con- 
sented to  let  a  clerk  examine  the  Ledger  marked  with  the  initial 
letter  '  M.'  The  account  of  Mrs.  ]\Iiller,  widow,  of  Groombridge 
Wells,  was  found.  Two  long  lines,  in  faded  ink,  were  dravra  across 
it ;  and  at  the  bottom  of  the  page  there  appeared  this  note :  *  Ac- 
count closed,  Sef)tember  30th,  1837.' 

So  the  first  stage  of  the  journey  was  reached — and  so  it  ended 
in  No  Thoroughfai-e  !  After  sending  a  note  to  Cripple  Corner  to 
inform  his  partner  that  his  absence  might  be  prolonged  for  some 
hours,  Wilding  took  his  place  in  the  train,  and  started  for  the 
second  stage  on  the  journey — Mrs.  Miller's  residence  at  Groom- 
bridge Wells. 

Mothers  and  children  travelled  with  him ;  mothers  and  chil- 
dren met  each  other  at  the  station ;  mothers  and  children  were  in 
the  shops  when  he  entered  them  to  inquire  for  Lime-Tree  Lodge. 
Everywhere,  the  nearest  and  dearest  of  human  relations  showed 
itself  happily  in  the  happy  light  of  day.  Everywhere,  he  was  re- 
minded of  the  treasured  delusion  from  which  he  had  been  awakened 
so  cruelly — of  the  lost  memory  which  had  passed  from  him  like  a 
reflection  from  a  glass. 
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Inquiring  here,  inquiring  there,  he  could  hear  of  no  such  place 
as  Lime-Tree  Lodge.  Passing  a  house-agent's  office,  he  went  in 
wearily,  and  put  the  question  for  the  last  time.  The  house-agent 
pointed  across  the  street  to  a  dreary  mansion  of  many  windows, 
which  might  have  been  a  manufactory,  but  which  was  an  hotel. 
*  That's  where  Lime-Tree  Lodge  stood,  sir,'  said  the  man,  '  ten 
years  ago.' 

The  second  stage  reached,  and  Xo  Thoroughfare  agam  ! 

But  one  chance  was  left.  The  clerical  reference,  j\Ir.  Barker, 
still  remained  to  be  found.  Customers  coming  in  at  the  moment 
to  occupy  the  house-agent's  attention,  Wilding  went  down  the 
street,  and  entering  a  bookseller's  shop,  asked  if  he  could  be  in- 
formed of  the  Reverend  John  Harker's  present  address. 

The  bookseller  looked  unaffectedly  shocked  and  astonished,  and 
made  no  answer. 

Wilding  repeated  his  question. 

The  bookseller  took  up  from  his  counter  a  prim  little  romme 
in  a  binding  of  sober  gray.  He  handed  it  to  his  visitor,  open  at 
the  title-page.     Willding  read  : 

'  The  martyrdom  of  the  Reverend  John  Barker  in  New  Zea- 
land.    Related  by  a  former  member  of  his  flock.' 

Wilding  put  the  book  down  on  the  counter.  '  I  beg  your  par- 
don,' he  said,  thinking  a  little,  perhaps,  of  his  own  present  mar- 
tyrdom while  he  spoke.  The  silent  bookseller  acknowledged  the 
apology  by  a  bow.      Wilding  went  out. 

Third  and  last  stage,  and  No  Thoroughfare  for  the  third  and 
last  time. 

There  was  nothing  more  to  be  done;  there  was  absolutely  no 
choice  but  to  go  back  to  London,  defeated  at  all  points.  From  time 
to  time  on  the  return  journey,  the  wine-merohant  looked  at  his  copy 
of  the  entry  in  the  Foundling  Register.  There  is  one  among  the 
many  forms  of  despair — perhaps  the  most  pitiable  of  all — which 
persists  in  disguising  itself  as  Bope.  Wilding  checked  himself  in 
the  act  of  throwing  the  useless  morsel  of  paper  out  of  the  carriage 
window.  '  It  may  lead  to  something  yet,'  he  thought.  '  While  I 
live,  I  won't  part  with  it.  When  I  die,  my  executors  shall  find 
it  sealed  up  with  my  will.' 

Now,  the  mention  of  his  will  set  the  good  wine-merchant  on  a 
new  track  of  thought,  Avithout  diverting  his  mind  from  its  engross- 
ing subject.     Be  must  make  his  will  immediately. 

The  application  of  the  phrase  No  Thoroughfare  to  the  case  had 
originated  with  Mr.  Bintrey.  In  their  first  long  conference  fol- 
lowing the  discovery,  that  sagacious  personage  had  a  hundred  times 
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repeated,  with  an  obstructive  shake  of  the  head,  *  No  Thorough- 
fare, Sir,  jSTo  Thoroughfare.  Mj  belief  is  that  there  is  no  way 
out  of  this  at  this  time  of  day,  and  my  advice  is,  make  yourself 
comfortable  where  you  are.' 

In  the  course  of  the  protracted  consultation,  a  magnum  of  the 
forty-five  year  old  port-wine  had  been  produced  for  the  wetting  of 
Mr.  Bintrey's  legal  whistle ;  but  the  more  clearly  he  saw  his  way 
through  the  wine,  the  more  emphatically  he  did  not  see  his  way 
through  the  case ;  repeating  as  often  as  he  set  his  glass  down 
empty,  '  Mr.  Wilding,  No  Thoroughfare.     Rest  and  be  thankful.' 

It  is  certain  that  the  honest  wine-merchant's  anxiety  to  make 
a  will  originated  in  profound  conscientiousness ;  though  it  is  pos- 
sible (and  quite  consistent  with  his  rectitude)  that  he  may  uncon- 
sciously have  derived  some  feeling  of  relief  from  the  prospect  of 
delegating  his  own  difficulty  to  two  other  men  who  were  to  come 
after  him.  Be  that  as  it  may,  he  pursued  his  new  track  of  thought 
with  great  ardour,  and  lost  no  time  in  begging  George  Vendale 
and  Mr.  Bintrey  to  meet  him  in  Cripple  Corner  and  share  his  con- 
fidence, 

'  Being  all  three  assembled  with  closed  doors,'  said  Mr.  Bin- 
trey, addressing  the  n(^w  partner  on  the  occasion,  '  I  wish  to  ob- 
serve, before  our  friend  (and  my  client)  entrusts  us  with  his  further 
views,  that  I  have  endorsed  what  I  understand  from  him  to  have 
been  your  advice,  Mr.  Vendale,  and  what  would  be  the  advice  of 
every  sensible  man.  I  have  told  him  that  he  positively  must  keep 
his  secret.  I  have  spoken  with  Mrs.  Goldstraw,  both  in  his  pre- 
sence and  in  his  absence ;  and  if  anybody  is  to  be  trusted  (which 
is  a  very  large  IF),  I  think  she  is  to  be  trusted  to  that  extent.  I 
have  pointed  out  to  our  friend  (and  my  client),  that  to  set  on  foot 
random  inquiries  would  not  only  be  to  raise  the  Devil,  in  the  like- 
ness of  all  the  swindlers  in  the  kingdom,  but  would  also  be  to 
waste  the  estate.  Now,  jou  see,  Mr.  Vendale,  our  friend  (and  my 
client)  does  not  desire  to  waste  the  estate,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
desires  to  husband  it  for  wliat  he  considers — but  I  can't  say  I  do 
— the  rightful  owner,  if  such  rightful  owner  should  ever  be  found. 
I  am  very  much  mistaken  if  he  ever  will  be,  but  never  mind  that. 
Mr.  Wilding  and  I  are,  at  least,  agreed  that  the  estate  is  not  to  be 
wasted.  Now,  1  have  yielded  to  Air.  Wilding's  desire  to  keep  an 
advertisement  at  intervals  Howing  through  the  newspapers,  cauti- 
ously inviting  any  person  who  may  know  anything  about  that 
adopted  infant,  taken  from  the  Foundling  Hospital,  to  come  to  my 
office;  and  I  have  pledged  myself  that  such  advertisement  shall 
regularly  appear.    I  have  caihered  from  our  friend  (and  my  client) 
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that  I  meet  you  here  to-day  to  take  his  instructions,  not  to  give 
him  advice.  I  am  prepared  to  receive  his  instructions,  and  to  re- 
spect his  wishes ;  but  you  will  please  observe  that  this  does  not 
imply  my  approval  of  either  as  a  matter  of  professional  opinion.' 

Thus  Mr.  Biutrcy ;  talking  quite  as  much  at  Wilding  as  to 
Yendale.  And  yet,  in  spite  of  his  care  for  his  clieut,  he  was  so 
amused  by  his  client's  Quixotic  conduct,  as  to  eye  him  from  time 
to  time  with  twinkUng  eyes,  in  the  light  of  a  biglily  comical 
curiosity. 

'  Nothing,'  observed  Wilding,  '  can  be  clearer.  I  only  wish 
my  head  were  as  clear  as  yours,  Mr.  Bintrey.' 

'  If  you  feel  that  singing  in  it  coming  on,'  hinted  the  lawyer, 
with  an  alarmed  glance,  '  put  it  off. — I  mean  the  interview.' 

'  Not  at  all,  I  thank  you,'  said  Wilding.  '  What  was  I  going 
to—' 

'  Don't  excite  yourself,  Mr.  Wilding,'  urged  the  lawyer. 

'No;  I  wasn^t  going  to,'  said  the  wine-merchant.  '  Mr.  Bin- 
trey and  George  Vendale,  would  you  have  any  hesitation  or  objec- 
tion to  become  my  joint  trustees  and  executors,  or  can  you  at  once 
consent  f 

'  I  consent,'  replied  George  Vendale,  readily. 

'  1  consent,'  said  Bintrey,  not  so  readily. 

*  Thank  you  both.  Mr.  Bintrey,  my  instructions  for  my  last 
will  and  testament  are  short  and  plain.  Perhaps  you  will  now 
have  the  goodness  to  take  them  down.  I  leave  the  whole  of  my 
real  and  personal  estate,  without  any  exception  or  reservation  what- 
soever, to  you  two,  my  joint  trustees  and  executors,  in  trust  to  pay 
over  the  whole  to  the  true  Walter  Wilding,  if  he  shall  be  found 
and  identified  within  two  years  after  the  day  of  my  death.  Fail- 
ing that,  in  trust  to  you  two  to  pay  over  the  whole  as  a  benefac- 
tion and  legacy  to  the  Foundling  Hospital.' 

'Those  are  all  your  instructions,  are  they,  Mr.  Wilding?'  de- 
manded Bintrey,  after  a  blank  silence,  during  which  uobudy  had 
looked  at  anybody. 

'  The  whole.' 

'And  as  to  those  instructions,  you  have  absolutely  made  up 
your  mind,  Mr.  Wilding  V 

'  Absolutely,  decidedly,  finally.' 

'  It  only  remains,'  said  the  lawyer,  with  one  shrug  of  his 
shoulders,  '  to  get  them  into  technical  and  binding  form,  and  to 
execute  and  attest.  Now,  does  that  press  ?  Is  there  any  hurry 
about  it?     You  are  not  going  to  die  yet,  sir.' 

'  Mr.  Bintrey,'  answered  Wilding,  gravely,  '  when  I  am  going 
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to  die  is  within  other  knowledge  than  yours  or  mine.  I  shall  be 
glad  to  have  this  matter  off  my  mind,  if  you  please.' 

'  We  are  lawyer  and  client  again,'  rejoined  Bintrey,  who,  for 
the  nonce,  had  become  almost  sympathetic.  '  If  this  day  week — 
l)ere,  at  the  same  hour — will  suit  Mr.  Vendale  and  yourself,  I  will 
enter  in  my  Diary  that  I  attend  you  accordingly.' 

The  appointment  was  made,  and  in  due  sequence  kept.  The 
will  was  formally  signed,  sealed,  delivered,  and  witnessed,  and  was 
carried  off  by  ]\Ir.  Bintrey  for  safe  storage  among  the  papers  of 
his  clients,  ranged  in  their  respective  iron  boxes,  with  their  respec- 
tive owners'  names  outside,  on  iron  tiers  in  his  consulting-room,  as 
if  that  legal  sanctuary  were  a  condensed  Family  Vault  of  Clients. 

With  more  heart  than  he  had  lately  had  lor  former  subjects 
of  interest,  Wilding  then  set  about  completing  his  patriarchal  estab- 
lishment, being  much  assisted  not  only  by  Mrs.  Goldstraw  but  by 
Vendale  too :  who,  perhaps,  had  in  his  mind  the  giving  of  an 
Obenreizer  dinner  as  soon  as  iiossible.  Anyhow,  the  establishment 
being  reported  in  sound  working  order,  the  Obenreizers,  Guardian 
and  Ward,  were  asked  to  dinner,  and  Madame  Dor  was  included 
in  the  invitation.  If  Vendale  had  been  over  head  and  ears  in  love 
before — a  phrase  not  to  be  taken  as  implying  the  faintest  doubt 
about  it — this  dinner  plunged  him  down  in  love  ten  thousand  fathoms 
deep.  Yet,  for  the  life  of  him,  he  could  not  get  one  word  alone 
witli  charming  Marguerite.  So  surely  as  a  blessed  moment  seemed 
to  come,  Obenreizer,  in  his  filmy  state,  would  stand  at  Vendale's 
elbow,  or  the  broad  back  of  Madame  Dor  would  appear  before  his 
eyes.  That  speechless  matron  was  never  seen  in  a  front  view,  from 
the  moment  of  her  arrival  to  that  of  her  departure — except  at 
dinner.  And  from  the  instant  of  her  retirement  to  the  drawing- 
room,  after  a  hearty  participation  in  that  meal,  she  turned  her  face 
to  the  wall  again. 

Yet,  through  four  or  five  delightful  though  distracting  hours, 
Marguerite  was  to  be  seen,  Marguerite  was  to  be  heard,  ^Marguerite 
was  to  be  occasionally  touched.  When  they  made  the  round  of  the 
old  dark  cellars,  Vendale  led  her  by  the  hand;  when  she  sang  to 
him  in  the  liglited  room  at  night,  Vendale,  standing  by  her,  held 
her  relinquished  gloves,  and  would  have  bartered  against  them 
every  drop  of  the  forty-five  year  old,  though  it  had  been  forty-five 
times  forty-five  years  old,  and  its  nett  price  forty-five  times  forty- 
five  pounds  per  dozen.  And  still,  when  she  was  gone,  and  a  great 
gap  of  an  extinguisher  was  clapped  on  Cripple  Corner,  he  tormented 
himself  by  wonderinir.  Did  she  think  that  he  admired  her  !  Did 
kh.Q  think  that  he  adored  her  !     Did  she  suspect  that  she  had  won 
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him,  heart  and  soul !  Did  she  care  to  think  at  all  about  it !  And 
so,  Did  she  and  Didn't  she,  up  and  down  the  gamut,  and  above 
the  line  and  below  the  line,  dear,  dear !  Poor  restless  heart  of 
humanity!  To  tliink  tliat  the  men  who  were  mummies  thousands 
of  years  ago,  did  the  same,  and  ever  found  the  secret  how  to  be 
quiet  after  it ! 

'  What  do  you  think,  George,'  Wilding  asked  him  next  day, 
•of  Mr.  Obenreizer?  (I  won't  ask  you  what  you  think  of  Miss 
Obenreizer.)' 

'  I  don't  know,'  said  Vend  ale,  '  and  I  never  did  know,  what  to 
thiuk  of  him.' 

'  He  is  well  informed  and  clever,'  said  Wilding. 

'  Certainly  clever.' 

'  A  good  musician.'  (He  had  played  very  well,  and  sung  very 
well,  overnight.) 

'  Unquestionably  a  good  musician.' 

'  And  talks  well.' 

'  Yes,'  said  George  Vendale,  ruminating,  '  and  talks  well.  Do 
you  know.  Wilding,  it  oddly  occurs  to  me,  as  1  think  about  him, 
that  he  doesn't  keep  silence  well !' 

'  How  do  you  mean  ?     He  is  not  obtrusively  talkative.' 

*  Xo,  and  I  don't  mean  that.  But  when  he  is  silent,  you  can 
hardly  help  vaguely,  though  perhaps  most  unjustly,  mistrustii;g 
him.  Take  people  whom  you  know  and  like.  Take  any  one  you 
know  and  like.' 

*  Soon  done,  my  good  fellow,'  said  Wilding,    *  I  take  you.' 

'  I  didn't  bargain  for  that,  or  foresee  it,'  returned  Vendale. 
laughing.  '  However,  take  me.  Keflect  for  a  moment.  Is  your 
approving  knowledge  of  my  interesting  face  mainly  founded  (how- 
ever various  the  momentary  expressions  it  may  include)  on  my  face 
when  I  am  silent?' 

'  I  think  it  is,'  said  Wilding. 

'  I  think  so  too.  !Now,  you  see,  when  Obenreizer  speaks — in 
other  words,  when  he  is  allowed  to  explain  himself  away — he 
comes  out  right  enough ;  but  when  he  has  not  the  opportunity  of 
explaining  himself  away,  he  comes  out  rather  wrong.  Therefore 
it  is,  that  1  say  he  does  not  keep  silence  well.  And  passing  hastily 
in  review  such  faces  as  I  know,  and  don't  trust,  I  am  inclined  to 
think,  now  I  give  my  mind  to  it,  that  none  of  them  keep  silence 
well.' 

This  proposition  in  Physiognomy  being  new  to  Wilding,  he 
was  at  first  slow  to  admit  it,  until  asking  himself  the  question 
whether  Mrs.  Goldstraw  kept  silence  well,  and  remembering  tiiat 


484  NO  THOROUGHFARE. 

her  face  in  repose  decidedly  invited  trustfulness,  he  was  as  glad  as 
nien  usually  are  to  believe  what  they  desire  to  believe. 

But,  as  he  was  very  slow  to  regain  bis  spirits  or  his  health,  his 
partner,  as  another  means  of  setting  him  up — and  perhaps  also 
with  contingent  Obenreizer  views — reminded  him  of  those  musical 
schemes  of  his  in  connection  with  his  family,  and  how  a  singing- 
class  was  to  be  formed  in  the  house,  and  a  Choir  in  a  neighbouring 
church.  The  class  was  established  speedily,  and,  two  or  three  of 
the  people  having  already  some  musical  knowledge,  and  singing 
tolerably,  the  Clioir  soon  followed.  The  latter  was  led,  and  chiefly 
taught,  by  Wilding  himself :  who  had  hopes  of  converting  his  de- 
pendents into  so  many  Foundlings,  in  respect  of  their  capacity  to 
sing  sacred  choruses. 

Now,  the  Obenreizers  being  skilled  musicians  it  was  easily 
brought  to  pass  that  they  should  be  asked  to  join  these  musical 
unions.  Guardian  and  Ward  consenting,  or  Guardian  consenting 
for  both,  it  was  necessarily  brought  to  pass  that  Vendale's  life 
became  a  life  of  absolute  thraldom  and  enchantment.  For,  in  the 
mouldy  Christopher- Wren  church  on  Sundays,  with  its  dearly 
beloved  brethren  assembled  and  met  together,  flve-and-twenty 
strong,  was  not  that  Her  voice  that  shot  like  light  into  the  darkest 
places,  thrilling  the  walls  and  pillars  as  though  they  were  pieces 
of  his  heart !  What  time,  too,  Madame  Dor  in  a  corner  of  the 
high  pew,  turning  her  back  upon  everybody  and  everything,  could 
not  fail  to  be  Ritualistically  right  at  some  moment  of  the  service; 
lilce  the  man  whom  the  doctors  recommended  to  get  drunk  once  a 
month,  and  who,  that  he  might  not  overlook  it,  got  drunk  every 
day. 

But,  even  those  seraphic  Sundays  were  surpassed  by  the  Wed- 
nesday concerts  established  for  the  patriarchal  family.  At  those 
concerts  she  would  sit  down  to  the  piano  and  sing  them,  in  her 
own  tongue,  songs  of  her  own  land,  songs  calling  from  the  moun- 
tain-tops to  Vendale,  *  Else  above  the  grovelling  level  country  ; 
come  far  away  from  the  crowd ;  pursue  me  as  I  mount  higher, 
higher,  higher,  molting  into  the  azure  distance;  rise  to  ray  su- 
premest  height  of  all,  and  love  me  here  !'  Then  would  the  pretty 
bodice,  the  clocked  stocking,  and  the  silver-buckled  shoe  be,  like 
the  broad  forehead  and  the  bright  eyes,  fraught  with  the  spring  of 
a  very  chamois,  imtil  the  strain  was  over. 

Not  even  over  Vendale  himself  did  these  songs  of  hers  cast  a 
more  potent  spell  than  over  Joey  I^adle  in  his  different  way. 
Steadily  refusing  to  muddle  the  harmony  by  taking  any  share  in 
ii,  and  evincing  the  supremest  coutem])t  for  scales  and  such-like 
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rudiments  of  music — which,  indeed,  seldom  captivate  mere  list- 
eners— Jopy  did  at  first  give  up  the  whole  business  for  a  bad  job, 
and  the  whole  of  the  performers  for  a  set  of  howling  Dervishes. 
But,  descrying  traces  of  unmuddled  harmony  in  a  part-song  one 
day,  he  gave  his  two  under  cellarmen  faint  hopes  of  getting  on 
towards  something  in  course  of  time.  An  anthem  of  Handel's  led 
to  further  encouragement  from  him:  though  he  objected  that  that 
great  musician  must  have  been  down  in  some  of  them  foreign 
cellars  pretty  much,  for  to  go  and  say  the  same  thing  so  many 
times  over;  which,  took  it  in  how  you  might,  he  considered  a 
certain  sign  of  your  having  took  it  in  somehow.  On  a  third  occa- 
sion, the  public  appearance  of  Mr.  Jarvis  with  a  flute,  and  of  an 
odd  man  with  a  viohn,  and  the  performance  of  a  duet  by  the  two, 
did  so  astonish  him  that,  solely  of  his  own  impulse  and  motion,  he 
became  inspired  with  the  words,  'Ann  Koar  !'  repeatedly  pronoun- 
cing them  as  if  calling  in  a  familiar  manner  for  some  lady  who  had 
distinguished  herself  in  the  orchestra.  But  this  was  his  final  testi- 
mony to  the  merits  of  his  mates,  for,  the  instrumental  duet  being 
performed  at  the  first  Wednesday  concert,  and  being  presently  fol- 
lowed by  the  voice  of  Marguerite  Obenreizer,  he  sat  with  his  mouth 
wide  open,  entranced,  until  she  had  finished ;  when,  rising  in  his 
place  -with  much  solemnity,  and  prefacing  what  he  was  about  to 
fcay  with  a  bow  that  specially  included  Mr.  Wilding  in  it,  he  de- 
livered himself  of  the  gratifying  sentiment :  '  Arter  that,  ye  may 
all  on  ye  get  to  bed !'  And  ever  afterwards  declined  to  render 
homage  in  any  other  words  to  the  musical  powers  of  the  family. 

Thus  began  a  separate  personal  acquaintance  between  Margue- 
rite Obenreizer  and  Joey  Ladle.  She  laughed  so  heartily  at  his 
compUment,  and  yet  was  so  abashed  by  it,  that  Joey  made  bold 
to  say  to  her,  after  the  concert  was  over,  he  hoped  he  wasn't  so 
muddled  in  his  head  as  to  have  took  a  liberty  ?  She  made  him  a 
gracious  reply,  and  Joey  ducked  in  return. 

'  You'll  change  the  luck  time  about.  Miss,'  said  Joey,  ducking 
again.  *  It's  such  as  you  in  the  place  that  can  bring  round  the 
luck  of  the  place.' 

'  Can  I  ?  Round  the  luck  f  she  answered,  in  her  pretty 
English,  and  with  a  pretty  wonder.  '  I  fear  I  do  not  understand. 
I  am  so  stupid.' 

'  Young  Master  Wilding,  Miss,'  Joey  explained  confidentially, 
though  not  much  to  her  enlightenment,  '  changed  the  luck,  afore 
he  took  in  young  Master  George.  So  I  say,  and  so  they'll  find. 
Lord !  Only  come  into  the  place  and  sing  over  the  luck  a  few 
times  Miss,  and  it  won't  be  able  to  helo  itself !' 
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"With  this,  and  with  a  whole  brood  of  ducks,  Joey  backed  ont 
of  the  presence.  But  Joey  being  a  privileged  person,  and  even  an 
involuntary  conquest  being  pleasant  to  youth  and  beauty,  Margue- 
rite merrily  looked  out  for  him  next  time. 

'  Where  is  my  Mr.  Joey,  please  f  she  asked  of  Vendale. 

So  Joey  was  produced  and  shaken  hands  with,  and  that  became 
an  Institution. 

Another  Institution  arose  in  this  wi?e.  Joey  was  a  little  hard 
of  hearing.  He  himself  said  it  was  '  Wapours,'  and  perhaps  it 
might  have  been;  but  whatever  the  cause  of  the  effect,  there  the 
effect  was,  upon  him.  On  this  first  occasion  he  had  been  seen  to 
sidle  along  the  wall,  with  his  left  hand  to  his  left  ear,  until  he  had 
sidled  himself  into  a  seat  pretty  near  the  singer,  in  which  place  and 
position  he  had  remained,  until  addressing  to  his  friends  the  ama- 
teurs the  compliment  before  mentioned.  It  was  observed  on  the 
following  Wednesday  that  Joey's  action  as  a  Pecking  Machine  was 
impaired  at  dinner,  and  it  was  rumoured  about  the  table  that  this 
was  explainable  by  his  high-strung  expectations  of  Miss  Oben- 
reizer's  singing,  and  his  fears  of  not  getting  a  place  where  he  could 
hear  every  note  and  syllable.  The  rumour  reaching  Wilding's  ears, 
he  in  his  good  nature  called  Joey  to  the  front  at  night  before 
Marguerite  began.  Thus  tiie  Institution  came  into  being  that  on 
succeeding  nights,  Marguerite,  running  her  hands  over  the  keys 
before  singing,  always  said  to  Vendale,  'Where  is  my  Mr.  Joey, 
pleased'  and  that  Vendale  always  brought  him  forth,  and  stationed 
him  near  by.  That  he  should  then,  when  all  eyes  were  uiwn  him,  ex- 
press in  his  face  the  utmost  contem}:)t  for  the  exertions  of  his  friends 
and  confidence  in  INlarguerite  alone,  whom  he  wonld  stand  contem- 
plating, not  unlike  the  rhinoceros  out  of  the  spelling-book,  tamed 
and  on  his  hind  legs,  was  a  part  of  the  Institution.  Also  that  when 
he  I'cmained  after  the  singing  in  his  most  ecstatic  state,  some  bold 
spirit  from  the  back  should  say,  '  What  do  you  think  of  it,  Joey?' 
and  he  should  be  goaded  to  reply,  as  having  tbiat  instant  conceived 
the  retort,  '  Arter  that  ye  may  all  on  ye  get  to  bed  !'  These  were 
other  parts  of  the  Institution. 

But,  the  simple  pleasures  and  small  jests  of  Cripple  Corner 
were  not  destined  to  have  a  long  life.  Underlying  them  from  the 
first  was  a  serious  matter,  which  every  member  of  the  patriarchal 
family  knew  of,  but  which,  by  tacit  agreement,  all  forbore  to  speak 
of.     ]\fr.  Wilding's  health  was  in  a  bad  way. 

He  might  have  overcome  the  shock  he  had  sustained  in  the 
one  great  afl'ection  of  his  life,  or  he  might  have  overcome  his  con- 
sciousness of  being  in  the  enjoyment  of  another  man's  property  j 
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bnt  the  two  together  were  too  much  for  him.  A  man  haunted  by 
twin  ghosts,  he  became  deeply  depressed.  The  inseparable  spectres 
sat  at  the  board  with  him,  ate  from  his  platter,  drank  from  his 
cup,  and  stood  by  his  bedside  at  night.  When  he  recalled  his  sup- 
posed mother's  love,  he  felt  as  though  he  had  stolen  it.  When  he 
rallied  a  little  under  the  respect  and  attachment  of  his  dependents, 
he  felt  as  though  he  were  even  fraudulent  in  making  them  happy, 
for  that  should  have  been  the  unknown  man's  duty  and  gratification. 

Gradually,  under  the  pressure  of  his  brooding  mind,  his  body 
stooped,  his  step  lost  its  elasticity,  his  eyes  were  seldom  lifted 
from  the  ground.  He  knew  he  could  not  help  the  deplorable 
mistake  that  had  been  made,  but  he  knew  he  could  not  mend  it ; 
for  the  days  and  weeks  went  by,  and  no  one  claimed  his  name  or 
his  possessions.  And  now  there  began  to  creep  over  him  a  cloudy 
consciousness  of  often-recurring  confusion  in  his  head.  He  would 
unaccountably  lose,  sometimes  whole  hours,  sometimes  a  whole 
day  and  night.  Once,  his  remembrance  stopped  as  he  sat  at  the 
head  of  the  dinner-table,  and  was  blank  until  daybreak.  Another 
time,  it  stopped  as  he  was  beating  time  to  their  singing,  and  weut 
on  again  when  he  and  his  partner  were  walking  in  the  courtyard 
by  the  light  of  the  moon,  half  the  night  later.  He  asked  Vendale 
(always  full  of  consideration,  work,  and  help)  how  this  was? 
Vendale  only  replied,  '  You  have  not  been  quite  well;  that's  all.' 
He  looked  for  explanation  into  the  faces  of  his  people.  But  they 
would  put  it  off  with,  *  Glad  to  see  you  looking  so  much  better, 
sir ;'  or  '  Hope  you're  doing  nicely  now,  sir;'  in  which  was  no  hi- 
formation  at  all. 

At  length,  when  the  partnership  was  but  five  months  old, 
Walter  Wilding  took  to  his  bed,  and  his  housekeeper  became  his 
nurse. 

'  Lying  here,  perhaps  you  will  not  mind  my  calling  you  Sally, 
Mrs.  Goldstraw  ?'  said  the  poor  wine-merchant. 

*  It  sounds  more  natural  to  me,  sir,  than  any  other  name,  and 
I  like  it  better.' 

'  Thank  you,  Sally.  I  think,  Sally,  I  must  of  late  have  been 
subject  to  fits.     Is  that  so,  Sally  ?     Don't  mind  telling  me  now.' 

*  It  has  happened,  sir.' 

*  Ah  !  That  is  the  explanation  !'  he  quietly  remarked.  *  Mr. 
Obenreizer,  Sally,  talks  of  the  world  being  so  small  that  it  is  not 
etrange  how  often  the  same  people  come  together,  and  come  to- 
gether at  various  places,  and  in  various  stages  of  life.  But  it 
does  seem  strange,  Sally,  that  I  should,  as  I  may  say,  come  round 
to  the  Foundling  to  die.' 
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He  extended  his  hand  to  her,  and  she  gently  took  it 

*  You  are  not  going  to  die,  dear  Mr.  Wilding.' 

*  So  Mr.  Bintrey  said,  but  I  think  he  was  wrong.  The  old 
child-feeling  is  coming  back  upon  me,  Sally.  The  old  hush  and 
rest,  as  I  used  to  fall  asleep.' 

After  an  interval  he  said,  in  a  placid  voice,  '  Please  kiss  mp, 
Nurse,'  and,  it  was  evident,  believed  himself  to  be  lying  in  the  old 
Dormitory. 

As  she  had  been  used  to  bend  over  the  fatherless  and  mother- 
less children,  Sally  bent  over  the  fatlierlcss  and  motherless  man, 
and  put  her  lips  to  his  forehead,  murmuring  : 

'  God  bless  you  !' 

*  God  bless  you  !'  he  replied,  in  the  same  tone. 

After  another  interval,  he  opened  his  eyes  in  his  own  character, 
and  said  :  '  Don't  move  me,  Sally,  because  of  what  I  am  going  to 
say  ;  I  lie  quite  easily.  I  think  my  time  is  come.  I  don't  know 
how  it  may  appear  to  you,  Sally,  but — ' 

Insensibility  fell  upon  him  for  a  few  minutes;  he  emerged 
from  it  once  more. 

"  — I  don't  know  how  it  may  appear  to  you,  Sally,  but  so  it 
appears  to  me.' 

When  he  had  thus  conscientiously  finished  his  favourite  sen- 
teuce,  his  time  came,  and  he  died. 


Act  II. 


VENDALE  MAKES  LOVE. 

The  summer  and  the  autumn  had  passed.  Christmas  and  the 
New  Year  were  at  hand. 

x\s  executors  honestly  bent  on  performing  their  duty  towards 
the  dead,  Vendale  and  Bintrey  had  held  more  than  one  anxious 
consultation  on  the  subject  of  Wilding's  will.  The  lawyer  had 
declared,  from  the  first,  that  it  was  simply  impossible  to  take  any 
useful  action  in  the  matter  at  all.  The  only  obvious  inquiries  to 
make,  in  relation  to  the  lost  man,  had  been  n)ade  already  by 
AVilding  himself;  with  this  result,  that  time  and  death  together 
bud  not  left  a  trace  of  iiim  discoverable.  To  advertise  for  the 
claimant  to  the  property,  it  would  lie  necessary  to  mention  par- 
ticulars— a  course  of  proceeding  which  would  invite  half  the  ini- 
i-ostors  in  England  to  present  themselves  in  the  character  of  the 
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true  Walter  Wilding.  '  If  we  find  a  chance  of  tracing  the  lost 
man,  we  will  take  it.  If  we  don't,  let  us  meet  for  another  con- 
sultation on  the  first  anniversary  of  Wilding's  death.'  iSo  Bin- 
trey  advised.  And  so,  with  the  most  earnest  desire  to  fulfil  his 
dead  friend's  wishes,  Veudale  was  fain  to  let  the  matter  rest  for 
the  present. 

Turning  from  his  interest  in  the  past  to  his  interest  in  the 
future,  Vendale  still  found  himself  confronting  a  doubtful  pro- 
spect. MocUis  on  months  had  passed  since  his  first  visit  to  Soho- 
square — andthrough  all  that  time,  the  one  language  in  which  he  had 
t(dd  Marguerite  that  he  loved  her  was  the  language  of  the  eyes, 
assisted,  at  convenient  opportunities,  by  the  language  of  the  hand. 

What  was  the  obstacle  in  his  way  ?  The  one  immovable  ob- 
stacle which  had  been  in  his  way  from  the  first.  No  matter  how 
fairly  the  opportunities  looked,  Vendale's  efforts  to  speak  with 
Marguerite  alone,  ended  invariably  in  one  and  the  same  result. 
Under  the  most  accidental  circumstances,  in  the  most  innocent 
manner  possible,  Obenreizer  was  always  in  the  way. 

With  the  last  days  of  the  old  year  came  an  unexpected  chance 
of  spending  an  evening  with  Marguerite,  which  Vendale  resolved 
should  be  a  chance  of  speaking  privately  to  her  as  well.  A  cordial 
note  from  Obenreizer  invited  him,  on  New  Year's  Day,  to  a  little 
family  dinner  in  8oho-square.  '  We  shall  be  only  four,'  the  note 
said.  '  We  shall  be  only  two,'  Vendale  determined,  '  before  the 
evening  is  out !' 

New  Year's  Day,  among  the  English,  is  associated  with  the 
giving  and  receiving  of  dinners,  and  with  notliing  more.  New 
Year's  Day,  among  the  foreigners,  is  the  grand  opportunity  of  the 
year  for  the  giving  and  receiving  of  presents.  It  is  occasionally 
possible  to  acclimatise  a  foreign  custom.  In  this  instance  Ven- 
dale felt  no  hesitation  about  making  the  attempt.  His  one  diffi- 
culty was  to  decide  what  his  New  Year's  gift  to  Marguerite 
should  be.  The  defensive  pride  of  the  peasant's  daughter — mor- 
bidly sensitive  to  the  inequaUty  between  her  social  position  and  his 
— would  be  secretly  roused  against  liim  if  he  ventured  on  a  rich 
offering.  A  gift,  which  a  poor  man's  purse  might  purchase,  was 
the  one  gift  that  could  be  trusted  to  find  its  way  to  her  heart,  for 
the  giver's  sake.  Stoutly  resisting  temptation,  in  the  form  ot 
diamonds  and  rubies,  Vendale  bought  a  brooch  of  the  filagi-ee- 
work  of  Genoa — the  simjilest  and  most  unpretenduig  ornament 
that  he  could  find  in  the  jeweller's  shop. 

He  slipped  his  gift  into  Marguerite's  hand  as  she  held  it  out 
to  welcome  him  on  the  day  of  the  dinner. 
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*  This  is  your  first  New  Year's  Day  in  England,'  he  said. 
'Will  you  let  me  help  to  make  it  like  a  New  Year's  Day  at  home?* 

She  thanked  him,  a  little  constrainedly,  as  she  looked  at  the 
jeweller's  box,  uncertain  what  it  might  contain.  Opening  the 
box,  and  discovering  the  studiously  simple  form  under  which 
Vendale's  little  keepsake  oflered  itself  to  her,  she  penetrated  his 
motive  on  the  spot.  Her  face  turned  on  him  brightly,  with  a  look 
which  said,  '  I  own  you  have  pleased  and  flattered  me.'  Never 
had  she  been  so  charming,  in  Vendale's  eyes,  as  she  was  at  that 
moment.  Her  winter  dress — a  petticoat  of  dark  silk,  with  a 
bodice  of  black  velvet  rising  to  her  neck,  and  enclosing  it  softly  in 
a  little  circle  of  swansdown — heightened,  by  all  the  force  of  con- 
trast, the  dazzling  fairness  of  her  hair  and  her  complexion.  It 
was  only  when  she  turned  aside  from  him  to  the  glass,  and,  taking 
out  the  brooch  that  she  wore,  put  his  New  Year's  gift  in  its  place, 
that  Vendale's  attention  wandered  far  enough  away  from  her  to 
discover  the  presence  of  other  persons  in  the  room.  He  now  be- 
came conscious  that  the  hands  of  Obenreizer  were  affectionately 
in  possession  of  his  elbows,  lie  now  heard  the  voice  of  Oben- 
reizer thanking  him  for  his  attention  to  Marguerite,  with  the 
faintest  possible  ring  of  mockery  in  its  tone.  ('  Such  a  simple 
present,  dear  sir !  and  showing  such  nice  tact  !')  He  now  dis- 
covered, for  the  first  time,  that  there  was  one  other  guest,  and  but 
one,  besides  himself,  whom  Obenreizer  presented  as  a  compatriot 
and  friend.  The  friend's  face  was  mouldy,  and  the  friend's  figure 
was  fat.  His  age  was  suggestive  of  the  autumnal  period  of 
human  life.  In  the  course  of  the  evening  he  developed  two  ex- 
traordinary capacities.  One  was  a  capacity  for  silence  ;  the  other 
was  a  capacity  for  emptying  bottles. 

Madame  Dor  was  not  in  the  room.  Neither  was  there  any 
visible  place  reserved  for  her  when  they  sat  down  to  table.  Oben- 
reizer explained  that  it  was  'the  good  Dor's  simple  habit  to  dine 
always  in  the  middle  of  the  day.  She  would  make  her  excuses 
later  in  the  evening.'  Vendale  wondered  whethei  the  good  Dor 
had,  on  this  occasion,  varied  her  domestic  employment  from  clean- 
ing Obenreizer's  gloves  to  cooldng  Obenreizer's  dinner.  This  at 
least  was  certain — the  dishes  served  were,  one  and  all,  as  achieve- 
ments in  cookery,  high  above  the  reach  of  the  rude  elementary  art 
of  England.  The  dinner  was  unobtrusively  perfect.  As  for  the 
wine,  the  eyes  of  the  speechless  friend  rolled  over  it,  as  in  solemn 
ecstasy.  Sometimes  he  said  *  Good  1'  when  a  bottle  came  in  full ; 
and  sometimes  he  said  *  Ah  !'  when  a  bottle  went  out  empty — and 
tiiere  his  contributions  to  the  gaiety  of  the  evening  ended. 
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Silence  is  occasionally  infectious.  Oppressed  by  private  anx- 
ieties of  their  own,  Marguerite  and  Vendale  appeared  to  feel  the 
influence  of  the  speechless  friend.  The  whole  responsibility  of 
keeping  the  talk  going  rested  on  Obenreizer's  shoulders,  and  man- 
fully did  Obeureizer  sustain  it.  He  opened  his  heart  in  the 
character  of  an  enlightened  foreigner,  and  sang  the  praises  of 
England.  When  other  topics  ran  dry,  he  returned  to  this  inex- 
haustible source,  and  always  set  the  stream  running  again  as 
copiously  as  ever.  Obenreizer  would  have  given  an  arm,  an  eye, 
or  a  leg  to  have  been  born  an  Englishman.  Out  of  England  there 
was  np  such  institution  as  a  home,  no  such  thing  as  a  fireside,  no 
such  object  as  a  beautiful  woman.  His  dear  Miss  Marguerite 
would  excuse  him,  if  he  accounted  for  her  attractions  on  the  theory 
that  English  blood  must  have  mixed  at  some  former  time  with 
their  obscure  and  unknown  ancestry.  Survey  this  English  nation, 
and  behold  a  tall,  clean,  plump,  and  solid  people  !  Look  at  their 
cities  !  What  magnificence  in  their  public  buildings  !  What  ad- 
mirable order  and  propriety  in  their  streets  !  Admire  their  laws, 
combining  the  eternal  principle  of  justice  with  the  other  eternal 
principle  of  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence  ;  and  applying  the  pro- 
duct to  all  civil  injuries,  from  an  injury  to  a  man's  honour,  to  an 
injury  to  a  man's  nose !  You  have  ruined  my  daughter — pounds, 
shillings,  and  pence  !  You  have  knocked  me  down  with  a  blow 
in  my  face — pounds,  shillings,  and  pence  !  Where  was  the 
material  prosperity  of  such  a  country  as  that  to  stop  ?  Obenreizer, 
projecting  himself  into  the  future,  failed  to  see  the  end  of  it. 
Obenreizer's  enthusiasm  entreated  permission  to  exhale  itself, 
English  fashion,  in  a  toast.  Here  is  our  modest  little  dinner  over, 
here  is  our  frugal  dessert  on  the  table,  and  here  is  the  admirer  of 
England  conforming  to  national  customs,  and  making  a  speech  ! 
A  toast  to  your  white  cliffs  of  Albion,  Mr.  Vendale  !  to  your  na- 
tional virtues,  your  charming  climate,  and  your  fascinating  wo- 
men !  to  your  Hearths,  to  your  Homes,  to  your  Habeas  Corpus, 
and  to  all  your  other  institutions  !  In  one  word— to  England  ! 
Heep-heep-heep  !  hooray ! 

Obenreizer's  voice  had  barely  chanted  the  last  note  of  the 
English  cheer,  the  speechless  friend  had  barely  drained  the  last 
dro})  out  of  his  glass,  when  the  festive  proceedings  were  inter- 
rupted by  a  modest  tap  at  the  door.  A  woman-servant  came  in, 
and  approached  her  master  with  a  little  note  in  her  hand.  Oben- 
reizer opened  the  note  with  a  frown ;  and,  after  reading  it  with 
an  expression  of  genuine  annoyance,  passed  it  on  to  his  compatriot 
and  friend.     Vendale's  spirits  rose  as  he  watched  these  proceed- 
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ings.  Had  he  found  an  ally  in  the  annoying  little  note  ?  Was 
the  long-looked-for  chance  actually  coming  at  last? 

'  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  help  for  it  V  said  Obenreizer,  address- 
ing his  fellow-countryman.     '  I  am  afraid  we  must  go.' 

The  speechless  friend  handed  back  the  letter,  shrugged  his 
heavy  shoulders,  and  poured  himself  out  a  last  glass  of  wine. 
His  iat  fingers  lingered  fondly  round  the  neck  of  the  bottle.  They 
pressed  it  with  a  little  amatory  squeeze  at  parting.  His  globular 
eyes  looked  dimly,  as  through  an  intervening  haze,  at  Vendale 
and  Marguerite.  His  heavy  articulation  laboured,  and  brought 
f(n-th  a  whole  sentence  at  a  birth.  *  I  think,'  he  said,  '  I  should 
have  liked  a  little  more  wine.'  His  breath  failed  him  after  that 
effort ;  he  gasped,  and  walked  to  the  door. 

Obenreizer  addressed  himself  to  Vendale  with  an  appearance 
of  the  deepest  distress. 

'  I  am  so  shocked,  so  confused,  so  distressed,'  he  began.  '  A 
misfortune  has  happened  to  one  of  my  compatriots.  He  is  alone, 
he  is  ignorant  of  your  language — I  and  my  good  friend,  here,  have 
no  choice  but  to  go  and  help  him.  What  can  I  say  in  my  excuse  1 
How  can  I  describe  my  affliction  at  depriving  myself  in  this  way 
of  the  honour  of  your  company  V 

He  paused,  evidently  expecting  to  see  Vendale  take  up  his 
hat  and  retire.  Discerning  his  opportunity  at  last,  Vendale  de- 
termined to  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  He  met  Obenreizer  dex- 
terously, with  Obenreizer's  own  weapons. 

'  Pray  don't  distress  yourself,'  he  said.  '  I'll  wait  here  with 
the  greatest  pleasure  till  you  come  back.' 

Marguerite  blushed  deeply,  and  turned  away  to  her  embroi- 
dery-frame in  a  corner  by  the  window.  The  film  showed  itself 
in  Obenreizer's  eyes,  and  the  smile  came  something  sourly  to 
Obenreizer's  lips.  To  have  told  Vendale  that  there  was  no  lea- 
sonable  prospect  of  liis  coming  back  in  good  time,  would  have 
been  to  risk  offending  a  man  whose  favourable  opinion  was  of 
solid  commercial  importance  to  him.  Accepting  his  defeat  with 
the  best  possible  grace,  he  declared  himself  to  be  equally  honoured 
and  delighted  by  Vendale's  proposal.  '  So  frank,  so  friendly,  so 
English !'  He  bustled  about,  apparently  looking  for  something 
lie  wanted,  disappeared  for  a  moment  through  the  folding-doors 
communicating  with  the  next  room,  came  back  with  his  hat  and 
coat,  and  protesting  that  he  wonld  return  at  the  earliest  possible 
moment,  embraced  Vendale's  elbows,  and  vanished  from  the  scene 
in  company  with  the  speechless  friend. 

Vendale  turned  to  the  corner  by  the  window,  in  which  Mar- 
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gnerite  had  placed  herself  with  her  Avork.  There,  as  if  she  had 
dropped  from  the  ceiling,  or  come  tip  through  the  floor — there,  in 
the  old  attitude,  •with  her  face  to  the  stove — sat  an  Obstacle  that 
had  not  been  foreseen,  in  the  person  of  Madame  Dor  !  She  half 
got  up,  half  looked  over  her  broad  shoulder  at  Vendale,  and 
plumped  down  again.  Was  she  at  workl  Yes,  Cleaning  Oben- 
reizer's  gloves,  as  before?     No;  darning  Obenreizer's  stockings. 

The  case  was  now  desperate.  Two  serious  considerations  pre- 
sented themselves  to  Vendale.  Was  it  possible  to  put  Madame 
Dor  into  the  stove  ?  The  stove  wouldn't  hold  her.  Was  it  pos- 
sible to  treat  Madame  Dor,  not  as  a  living  woman,  but  as  an 
article  of  furniture  1  Could  the  mind  be  brought  to  contemplate 
this  respectable  matron  purely  in  the  light  of  a  chest  of  drawers, 
with  a  black  gauze  head-dress  accidentally  left  on  the  top  of  it  1 
Yes,  the  mind  could  be  brought  to  do  that.  With  a  compara- 
tively trifling  effort,  Vendale's  mind  did  it.  As  he  took  his  place 
on  the  old-fashioned  wmdow-seat,  close  by  Marguerite  and  her 
embroidery,  a  slight  movement  appeared  in  the  chest  of  drawers, 
but  no  remark  issued  from  it.  Let  it  be  remembered  that  solid 
furniture  is  not  easy  to  move,  and  that  it  has  this  advantage  in 
consequence — there  is  no  fear  of  upsetting  it. 

Unusually  silent  and  unusually  constrained — with  the  bright 
colour  fast  fading  from  her  face,  with  a  feverish  energy  possessing 
her  fingers — the  pretty  Marguerite  bent  over  her  embroidery,  and 
worked  as  if  her  life  depended  on  it.  Hardly  less  agitated  him- 
self, Vendale  felt  the  importance  of  leading  her  very  gently  to  the 
avowal  which  he  was  eager  to  make — to  the  other  sweeter  avowal 
still,  which  he  was  longing  to  hear.  A  woman's  love  is  never  to 
be  taken  by  storm ;  it  yields  insensibly  to  a  system  of  gradual 
approach.  It  ventures  by  the  roundabout  way,  and  listens  to  the 
low  voice.  Vendale  led  her  memory  back  to  their  past  meetings 
when  they  were  travelling  together  in  Switzerland.  They  revived 
the  impressions,  they  recalled  the  events,  of  the  happy  bygone 
time.  Little  by  little,  Marguerite's  constraint  vanished.  She 
smiled,  she  was  interested,  she  looked  at  Vendale,  she  grew  idle 
with  her  needle,  she  made  false  stitches  in  her  work.  Their  voices 
sank  lower  and  lower ;  their  faces  bent  nearer  and  nearer  to  each 
other  as  they  spoke.  And  Madame  Dor?  Madame  Dor  behaved 
like  an  angel.  She  never  looked  round ;  she  never  said  a  word ; 
she  went  on  with  Obenreizer's  stockings.  Pulling  each  stocking 
up  tight  over  her  left  arm,  and  holding  that  arm  aloft  from  time 
to  time,  to  catch  the  light  on  her  work,  there  were  moments  — 
delicate  and  indescribable  moments — when  Madame  Dor  appeared 
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to  be  Bitting  upside  down,  and  contemplatins:  one  of  her  own  re- 
spectable legs  elevated  in  the  air.  As  the  minutes  wore  on,  these 
elevations  followed  each  other  at  longer  and  longer  intervals. 
Now  and  again,  the  black  gauze  head-dress  nodded,  dropped  for- 
ward, recovered  it-self.  A  little  heap  of  stockings  slid  softly  from 
Madame  Dor's  lap,  and  remained  unnoticed  on  the  floor.  A  pro- 
digious ball  of  worsted  followed  the  stockings,  and  rolled  lazily 
under  the  table.  The  black  gauze  head-dress  nodded,  dropped 
forward,  recovered  itself,  nodded  again,  dropped  forward  again, 
and  recovered  itself  no  more.  A  composite  sound,  partly  as  of 
the  purring  of  an  immense  cat,  partly  as  of  the  planing  of  a  soft 
board,  rose  over  the  hushed  voices  of  the  lovers,  and  hummed  at 
regular  intervals  through  the  room.  Nature  and  Madame  Dor 
had  combined  together  in  Vendale's  interests.  The  best  of  women 
was  asleep. 

j\Iarguerite  rose  to  stop — not  the  snoring — let  us  say,  the 
audible  repose 'of  Madame  Dor.  Vendale  laid  his  hand  on  her 
arm,  and  pressed  her  back  gently  into  her  chair. 

'Don't  disturb  her,'  he  whispered.  'I  have  been  waiting  to 
tell  you  a  secret.     Let  me  tell  it  now.' 

Marguerite  resumed  her  seat.  She  tried  to  resume  her  needle. 
It  was  useless;  her  eyes  failed  her;  her  hand  failed  her;  she 
could  find  nothing. 

'  We  have  been  talking,'  said  Vendale,  '  of  the  happy  time 
when  we  first  met,  and  first  travelled  together.  I  have  a  confes- 
sion to  make.  I  have  been  concealing  something.  When  we 
spoke  of  my  first  visit  to  Switzerland,  I  told  you  of  all  the  im- 
pressions I  had  brought  back  with  me  to  England  —  except  one. 
Can  you  guess  what  that  one  is  ?' 

Her  eyes  looked  steadfastly  at  the  embroidery,  and  her  face 
turned  a  little  away  from  him.  Signs  of  disturbance  began  to 
R[.pear  in  her  nont  velvet  bodice,  round  the  region  of  the  brooch. 
She  made  no  reply.     Vendale  pressed  the  question  without  mercy. 

*  Can  you  guess  what  the  one  Swiss  impression  is,  which  I  have 
not  told  you  yet?' 

Her  i'ace  turned  back  towards  him,  and  a  faint  smile  trembled 
on  her  lips. 

'An  impression  of  the  mountains,  perhaps?'  she  said  slyly. 

*  No;   a  much  more  precious  iuipresbiou  than  that.' 
'Of  the  lakes?' 

*  No.  The  lakes  have  not  grown  dearer  and  dearer  in  remem- 
brance to  me  every  riav.  The  lakes  are  not  a^isuciated  wilh  my 
happiuess  in  the  present,  and  my  hopes  in  the  future.     Margue- 
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vU' !  all  that  makes  life  worth  having  hangs,  for  me,  on  a  won] 
from  3'our  lips.     Marguerite  !   I  love  you  \' 

Her  head  drooped  as  he  took  her  hand.  He  drew  her  to  him, 
and  looked  at  her.  The  tears  escaped  from  her  downcast  eyes, 
aud  fell  slowly  over  her  cheeks. 

'  O,  Mr.  Vendale,'  she  said  sadly,  '  it  would  have  been  kinder 
to  have  kept  y(jur  secret.  Have  you  forgotten  the  distance  be- 
tween us  ?     It  can  never,  never  be  !' 

'  There  can  be  but  one  distance  between  us,  ]\Iarguerite — a 
distance  of  your  making.  My  love,  my  darling,  there  is  no  higher 
rank  in  goodness,  there  is  no  higher  rank  in  beauty,  than  yours ! 
Come !  whisper  the  one  little  word  which  tells  me  you  will  be  my 
wife !' 

She  sighed  bitterly.  '  Think  of  your  family,'  she  murmured  ; 
*  and  think  of  mine  !' 

Vendale  drew  her  a  little  nearer  to  him. 

'  If  you  dwell  on  such  an  obstacle  as  that,'  he  said,  '  I  shall 
think  but  one  thought — I  shall  think  I  have  ofiended  you.' 

iShe  started,  and  looked  up.  '  O,  no !'  she  exclaimed  in- 
nocently. The  instant  the  words  passed  her  Ups,  she  saw  the 
construction  that  might  be  placed  on  them.  Her  confession  had 
escaped  her  in  spite  of  herself.  A  lovely  flush  of  colour  over- 
spread her  face.  She  made  a  momentary  effort  to  disengage 
herself  from  her  lover's  embrace.  She  looked  up  at  him  entreat- 
ingly.  She  tried  to  speak.  The  words  died  on  htr  lips  in  the 
ki-s  that  Vendale  pres.sed  on  them.  '  Let  me  go,  Mr.  A'^eudale  I' 
she  said  faintly. 

'  Call  me  George.' 

Sbe  laid  her  head  on  his  bosom.  All  her  heart  went  out  to 
him  at  last.     '  George  !'  she  whispered. 

'  Say  you  love  me  !' 

Her  arms  twined  themselves  gently  round  his  neck.  Her  lips, 
timidly  touching  his  cheek,  murmured  the  delicious  words  —  'I 
love  you !' 

In  the  moment  of  silence  that  followed,  the  sound  of  the  open- 
ing and  closing  of  the  hou.se-door  came  clear  to  them  through  the 
wintry  stillness  of  the  street. 

Marguerite  started  to  her  feet. 

'  Let  me  go  !'  she  said.     '  He  has  come  back  !' 

She  hurried  from  the  room,  and  touched  Madame  Dor's  shoul- 
der in  passing,  iladame  Dor  woke  up  with  a  loud  snort,  looked 
first  over  one  shoulder  and  then  over  the  other,  peei'ed  down  into 
htr  lap,  and  discovered  neither  stockings,  worsted,  nor  ilurning- 
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needle  in  it.  At  the  same  moment,  footsteps  became  audible 
ascending  the  stairs.  *  Mon  Dieu  !'  said  ]\Iadame  Dor,  addressing 
herself  to  the  stove,  and  trembling  violently.  Vendale  picked  np 
the  stockings  and  the  ball,  and  huddled  them  all  back  in  a  heap 
over  her  shoulder.  '  Mon  Dieu  !'  said  Madame  Dm*,  for  the  se- 
cond time,  as  the  avalanche  of  worsted  poured  into  her  capacious 
lap. 

The  door  opened,  and  Obenreizer  came  in.  His  first  glance 
round  the  room  showed  him  that  Marguerite  was  absent. 

'  What !'  he  exclaimed,  '  my  niece  is  away?  My  niece  is  not 
here  to  entertain  you  in  my  absence?  This  is  unpardonable.  I 
shall  brhig  her  back  instantly.' 

Vendale  stopped  him. 

'  I  beg  you  will  not  disturb  Miss  Obenreizer,'  he  said.  '  You 
have  returned,  I  see,  without  your  friend?' 

'  My  friend  remains,  and  consoles  our  afflicted  compatriot. 
A  heart-rending  scene,  Mr.  Vendale  !  The  household  gods  at  the 
pawnbroker's — the  family  immersed  in  tears.  We  all  embraced 
in  silence.  My  admirable  friend  alone  possessed  his  composure, 
lie  sent  out,  on  the  spot,  for  a  bottle  of  wine.' 

'  Can  I  say  a  word  to  you  in  private,  Mr.  Obenreizer?' 

*  Assuredly.'  He  turned  to  Madame  Dor.  '  My  good  crea- 
ture, you  are  sinking  for  want  of  repose.  Mr.  Vendale  will 
excuse  you.' 

Madame  Dor  rose,  and  set  forth  sideways  on  her  journey  from 
the  stove  to  bed.  She  dropped  a  stocking.  Vendale  picked  it 
up  for  her,  and  opened  one  of  the  folding-doors.  iShe  advanced  a 
step,  and  dropped  three  more  stockings.  Vendale,  stooping  to 
recover  them  as  before,  Obenreizer  interfered  wilh  profuse  apolo- 
gies, and  with  a  warning  look  at  Jladame  Dor.  Madame  Doi 
acknowledged  the  look  by  dropping  the  whole  of  the  stockings  in 
a  heap,  and  then  shuflling  away  panic-stricken  from  the  scene  of 
disaster.  Obenreizer  swept  up  the  complete  eoUoction  fiercely  in 
both  hands.  '  Go  !'  he  cried,  giving  his  [>rodigious  handful  a  pre- 
paratory swing  in  the  air.  ]\Iadame  Dor  said,  '  ]Mon  l)ieu,'  and 
vanished  into  the  next  room,  pursued  by  a  shower  of  stockings. 

'  What  must  you  think,  ]\Ir.  Vendale,'  said  Obenreizer,  closing 
the  door,  '  of  this  deplorable  intrusion  of  domestic  details  ?  For 
myself,  I  blush  at  it.  We  are  beginning  the  ^ew  Year  as  badly 
as  possible;  everything  has  gone  wrong  to-night,  lie  seated, 
pray — and  say,  what  may  I  olTer  you?  Shall  we  pa}  our  best 
resjiects  to  another  of  your  noble  English  institutions?  It  is  mj 
study  to  be,  what  you  call,  jolly.      I  propose  a  grog.' 
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Vendale  declined  the  grog  with  all  needful  respect  for  that 
noble  institution. 

'  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  on  a  subject  in  which  I  am  deeply  in- 
terested,' he  said.  '  You  must  have  observed,  Mr.  Obenreizcr, 
that  I  have,  from  the  first,  felt  no  ordinary  admiration  for  your 
charming  niece  ?' 

'  You  are  very  good.     In  my  niece's  name,  I  tliank  yon.' 

'  Perhaps  you  may  have  noticed,  latterly,  that  my  admiration 
for  Miss  Obenreizcr  has  grown  into  a  tenderer  and  deeper  feel- 
ing-?' 

'  Shall  we  say  friendship,  Mr.  Vendale  ]' 

'  Say  love — and  we  shall  be  nearer  to  the  truth.' 

Obenreizcr  started  out  of  his  chair.  The  faintly  discernible 
heat,  which  was  his  nearest  approach  to  a  change  of  colour,  showed 
itself  suddenly  in  his  cheeks. 

'  You  are  Miss  Obenreizer's  guardian,'  pursued  Vendale.  '  I 
ask  you  to  confer  upon  me  the  greatest  of  all  favours — I  ask  you 
to  give  me  her  hand  in  marriage.' 

Obenreizcr  dropped  back  into  his  chair.  '  Mr.  Vendale,'  he 
said,  '  you  petrify  me.' 

'  I  will  wait,'  rejoined  Vendale,  *  until  you  have  recovered 
yourself,' 

'  One  word  before  I  recover  myself.  You  have  said  nothing 
about  this  to  my  niece  f 

'  I  have  opened  my  whole  heart  to  your  niece.  And  I  have 
reason  to  hope — ' 

'  What !'  interposed  Obenreizcr.  '  You  have  made  a  proposal 
to  my  niece,  without  first  asking  for  my  authority  to  pay  your 
addresses  to  her?'  He  struck  his  hand  on  the  table,  and  lost  his 
hold  over  himself  for  the  first  time  in  Vendale's  experience  of 
him.  '  Sir  1'  he  exclaimed,  indignantly,  '  what  sort  of  conduct  is 
this  ?  As  a  man  of  honour,  speaking  to  a  man  of  honour,  how 
can  you  justify  it  ?' 

'  I  can  only  justify  it  as  one  of  our  English  institutions,'  said 
Vendale  quietly.  *  You  admire  our  Engli.sh  institutions.  I  can't 
honestly  tell  you,  Mr,  Obenreizcr,  that  I  regret  what  I  have  done. 
1  can  only  assure  you  that  I  have  not  acted  in  the  matter  with  any 
ii.tentional  disrespect  towards  yourself.  This  said,  may  I  ask  you 
to  tell  me  plainly  what  objection  you  see  to  favouring  my  suit?' 

'  I  see  this  immense  objection,'  answered  Obenreizcr,  '  that  my 
niece  and  you  are  not  on  a  social  equality  together.  My  niece  is 
tiie  daughter  of  a  poor  peasant:  and  you  are  the  son  of  a  gentle- 
man.     You  do  us  an  honour,'  he  added,  lowering  liiinsclf  a;-ain 
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gradually  to  his  customary  polite  level,  '  which  deserve?,  and  has, 
our  most  grateful  acknowledgments.  But  the  inequality  is  too 
glaring ;  the  sacrifice  is  too  great.  You  English  are  a  proud 
])eopIe,  Mr.  Vendale.  I  have  observed  enough  of  this  country  to 
fcee  that  such  a  marriage  as  you  propose  would  be  a  scandal  here. 
Not  a  hand  would  be  held  out  to  your  peasant-wife;  and  all  your 
best  friends  would  desert  you.' 

'  One  moment,'  said  Vendale,  interposing  on  his  side.  *  I  may 
claim,  without  any  great  arrogance,  to  know  more  of  my  country- 
people  in  general,  and  of  my  own  friends  in  particular,  than  you 
do.  In  the  estimation  of  everybody  whose  opinion  is  worth 
having,  my  wife  herself  would  be  the  one  sufficient  justification  of 
my  marriage.  If  I  did  not  feel  certain — observe,  1  say  certain — 
that  I  am  offering  her  a  position  which  she  can  accept  without  so 
nuich  as  the  shadow  of  a  humiliation — I  would  never  (cost  me 
what  it  might)  have  asked  her  to  be  my  wife.  Is  there  any  other 
obstacle  that  you  see?     Have  you  any  personal  objection  to  me?' 

Obenreizer  spread  out  both  his  hands  in  courteous  protest. 
'  Personal  objection  !'  he  exclaimed.  '  Dear  sir,  the  bare  question 
is  painful  to  me.' 

'  We  are  both  men  of  business,'  pursued  Vendale,  '  and  you 
naturally  expect  me  to  satisfy  you  that  I  have  the  means  of  sup- 
porting a  wife.  1  can  explain  my  pecuniary  position  in  two  words. 
1  inherit  from  my  parents  a  fortune  of  twenty  thousand  pounds. 
In  half  of  that  sum  I  have  only  a  life-interest,  to  which,  if  I  die, 
leaving  a  widow,  my  widow  succeeds.  If  I  die,  leaving  cliildren, 
tlie  money  itself  is  divided  among  them,  as  they  come  of  age. 
The  other  half  of  my  fortune  is  at  my  own  disposal,  and  is  in- 
vested in  the  wine-business.  I  see  my  way  to  greatly  improving 
that  business.  As  it  stands  at  present,  I  cannot  state  my  return 
from  my  capital  "embarked  at  more  than  twelve  hundred  a  year. 
Add  the  yearly  value  of  my  life-interest — and  the  total  reaches  a 
present  annual  income  of  fifteen  hundred  pounds.  I  have  the 
fairest  prospect  of  soon  making  it  more.  In  the  mean  time,  do 
you  object  to  me  on  pecuniary  grounds  V 

Driven  back  to  his  last  entrenchment,  Obenreizer  rose,  and 
took  a  turn  backwards  and  forwards  in  the  room.  For  the  mo- 
ment, he  was  plainly  at  a  loss  what  to  say  or  do  next. 

'  Before  1  answer  that  last  question,'  he  said,  after  a  little 
close  consideration  with  himself,  '  I  beg  leave  to  revert  for  a  mo- 
ment to  Miss  Marguerite.  You  said  something  just  now  whi:!h 
seemed  to  imply  that  she  returns  the  sentiment  with  which  you  are 
pleased  to  regard  her  ?' 
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*  I  have  the  inestimable  happiness,'  said  Vendale,  'of  knowing 
that  she  loves  me.' 

Obenreizer  stood  silent  for  a  moment,  with  the  film  over  his 
eyes,  and  the  faintly  perceptible  beat  becoming  visible  again  in  his 
cheeks. 

'  If  you  will  excuse  me  for  a  few  minutes,'  he  said,  with  cere- 
monious politeness,  '  I  should  like  to  have  the  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  my  niece.'  With  those  words,  he  bowed,  and  quitted 
the  room. 

Left  by  himself,  Vendale's  thoughts  (as  a  necessary  result  of 
the  interview,  thus  far)  turned  instinctively  to  the  consideration  of 
Obenreizer's  motives.  He  had  put  obstacles  in  the  way  of  the 
courtship;  he  was  now  putting  obstacles  in  the  way  of  the  mar- 
riage— a  marriage  offering  advantages  which  even  his  ingenuity 
could  not  dispute.  On  the  face  of  it,  his  conduct  was  incompre- 
hensible.    What  did  it  mean  1 

Seeking,  iinder  the  surface,  for  the  answer  to  that  question — - 
and  remembering  that  Obenreizer  was  a  man  of  about  his  own 
age;  also,  that  Marguerite  was,  strictly  speaking,  his  half-niece 
only — Vendale  asked  himself,  with  a  lover's  ready  jealousy, 
whether  he  had  a  rival  to  fear,  as  well  as  a  guardian  to  concilia! s>. 
The  thought  just  crossed  his  mind,  and  no  more.  The  sense  of 
Marguerite's  kiss  still  lingering  on  his  cheek  reminded  him  gently 
that  even  the  jealousy  of  a  moment  was  now  a  treason  to  he7\ 

On  reflection,  it  seemed  most  likely  that  a  personal  motive  of 
another  kind  might  suggest  the  true  explanation  of  Obenreizer's 
conduct.  Marguerite's  grace  and  beauty  were  precious  ornaments 
in  that  little  household.  They  gave  it  a  special  social  attraction 
and  a  special  social  importance.  They  armed  Obenreizer  with  a 
certain  influence  in  reserve,  which  he  could  always  depend  upon  to 
make  his  house  attractive,  and  which  he  might  always  bring  more 
or  less  to  bear  on  the  forwarding  of  his  own  private  ends.  Was  he 
the  sort  of  man  to  resign  such  advantages  as  were  here  implied, 
without  obtaining  the  fullest  possible  compensation  for  the  loss  ? 
A  connection  by  marriage  with  Vendale  offered  him  solid  advan- 
tages, beyond  all  doubt.  But  there  were  hundreds  of  men  in 
London  with  far  greater  power  and  far  wider  influence  than  Ven- 
dale possessed.  Was  it  possible  that  this  man's  ambition  secretly 
looked  higher  than  the  highest  prospects  that  could  be  offered  to 
him  by  the  alliance  now  proposed  for  his  niece"?  As  the  question 
passed  through  Vendale's  mind,  the  man  himself  reappeared — to 
answer  it,  or  not  to  answer  it,  as  the  event  might  prove. 

A  marked  chancre  was  visible  in  Obenreizer  when  he  resumed 
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his  place.  His  manner  was  less  assured,  and  there  were  plain 
traces  about  his  mouth  of  recent  agitation  which  had  not  been  suc- 
cessfully composed.  Had  he  said  something,  referring  either  to 
Vendale  or  to  himself,  which  had  raised  Marguerite's  spirit,  and 
which  had  placed  him,  for  the  first  time,  face  to  face  with  a  reso- 
lute assertion  of  his  niece's  will?  It  might  or  might  not  be.  This 
only  was  certain — he  looked  like  a  man  who  had  met  with  a 
repulse. 

'  I  have  spoken  to  my  niece,'  he  began.  '  I  find,  Mr.  Vendale, 
that  even  your  influence  has  not  entirely  blinded  her  to  the  social 
objections  to  your  proposal.' 

*  ]\[ay  I  ask,'  returned  Vendale,  '  if  that  is  the  only  result  of 
your  interview  with  Miss  Obenreizer  V 

A  momentary  flash  leapt  out  through  the  Obenreizer  film. 

'  You  are  master  of  the  situation,'  he  answered,  in  a  tone  of 
sardonic  submission.  '  If  you  insist  on  my  admitting  it,  I  do  admit 
it  in  those  words.  My  niece's  will  and  mine  used  to  be  one,  Mr. 
Vendale.  You  have  come  between  us,  and  her  will  is  now  yours. 
In  my  country,  we  know  when  we  are  beaten,  and  we  submit  with 
our  best  grace.  I  submit,  with  my  best  grace,  on  certain  condi- 
tions. Let  us  revert  to  the  statement  of  your  pecuniary  posi- 
tion. I  have  an  objection  to  you,  my  dear  sir — a  most  amazing, 
a  most  audacious  objection,  from  a  man  in  my  position  to  a  man 
in  yours.' 

'What  is  it?' 

*  You  have  honoured  me  by  making  a  proposal  for  my  niece's 
hand.  For  the  present  (with  best  thanks  and  respects),  1  beg  to 
decline  it.' 

*  Whyr 

*  Because  you  are  not  rich  enongh.' 

The  objection,  as  the  speaker  had  foreseen,  took  Vendale  com- 
pletely by  surprise.     For  the  moment  he  was  speechless. 

'  Your  income  is  fifteen  hundred  a  year,'  pursued  Obenreizer. 
'  In  my  miserable  country  I  should  fall  on  my  knees  before  your 
income,  and  say,  "  What  a  princely  fortune  !"  In  wealthy  Eng- 
land, I  sit  as  I  am,  and  say,  "  A  modest  independence,  dear  sir ; 
nothing  more.  Enough,  perhaps,  for  a  wife  in  your  own  rank  of 
life,  who  has  no  social  prejudices  to  conquer.  Not  more  than 
half  enough  for  a  wife  who  is  a  meanly  born  foreigner,  and  who 
has  all  your  social  prejudices  against  her."  Sir !  if  my  niece  is 
ever  to  marry  you,  she  will  have  what  you  call  uphill  work  of  it  in 
taking  her  place  at  starting.  Yes,  yrs;  this  is  not  your  view 
but  it  remains,  immovably  remains  my  view  for  all  that.    For  my 
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niece's  sake,  I  claim  that  this  uphill  work  shall  be  made  as  smooth 
as  possible.  Whatever  material  advantages  she  can  have  to  help 
her,  ought,  in  common  justice,  to  be  hers.  Now,  tell  me,  Mr. 
Vendale,  on  your  fifteen  hundred  a  year  can  your  wife  have  a  house 
in  a  fashionable  quarter,  a  footman  to  open  her  door,  a  butler  to 
wait  at  her  table,  and  a  carriage  and  horses  to  drive  about  in  ?  I 
see  the  answer  in  your  face — your  face  says,  No.  Very  good. 
Tell  me  one  more  thing,  and  I  have  done.  Take  the  mass  of  your 
educated,  accomplished,  and  lovely  countrywomen,  is  it,  or  is  it 
not,  the  fact  that  a  lady  who  has  a  house  in  a  fashionable  quarter, 
a  footman  to  open  her  door,  a  butler  to  wait  at  her  table,  and  a 
carriage  and  horses  to  drive  about  in,  is  a  lady  who  has  gaiued 
four  steps,  in  female  estimation,  at  starting  ?  Yes  1  or  No  f 

'  Come  to  the  point,'  said  Veudale.  '  You  view  this  question 
as  a  question  of  terms.     What  are  your  terms  V 

'The  lowest  terms,  dear  sir,  on  which  you  can  provide  your 
wife  with  those  four  steps  at  starting.  Double  your  present  in- 
come— the  most  rigid  economy  cannot  do  it  in  England  on  less. 
You  said  just  now  that  you  expected  greatly  to  increase  the 
value  of  your  business.  To  work — and  increase  it  1  I  am  a  good 
devil  after  all !  On  the  day  when  you  satisfy  me,  by  plain 
proofs,  that  your  income  has  risen  to  three  thousand  a  year,  ask 
me  for  my  niece's  hand,  and  it  is  yours.' 

'  May  I  inquire  if  you  have  mentioned  this  arrangement  to 
Miss  Obenreizer  V 

'  Certainly.  She  has  a  last  Httle  morsel  of  regard  still  left 
for  me,  Mr.  Vendale,  which  is  not  yours  yet ;  and  she  accepts 
my  terms.  In  other  words,  she  submits  to  be  guided  by  her 
guardian's  regard  for  her  welfare,  and  by  her  guardian's  superior 
knowledge  of  the  world.'  He  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
in  firm  reliance  on  his  position,  and  in  full  possession  of  his  ex- 
cellent temper. 

Any  open  assertion  of  his  own  interests,  in  the  situation  in 
which  Vendale  was  now  placed,  seemed  to  be  (for  the  present 
at  least)  hopeless.  He  found  himself  literally  left  with  no  ground 
to  stand  on.  Whether  Obenreizer's  objections  were  the  genuine 
product  of  Obenreizer  6  own  view  of  the  case,  or  whether  he  was 
simply  delaying  the  marriage  in  the  hope  of  ultimately  breaking 
it  off  altogetlier — in  either  of  these  events,  any  present  resistance 
on  Vendale's  part  would  be  equally  useless.  There  was  no  help 
for  it  but  to  yield,  making  the  best  terms  that  he  could  on  his 
own  side. 

'  I  protest  against  the  conditions  you  impose  on  me,'  he  began. 
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*  Naturally,'  said  Obenrcizer ;  '  I  dare  say  I  should  protest, 
myself,  in  your  place.' 

'  Say,  however,'  pursued  Vendale,  '  that  I  accept  your  terin<. 
In  that  case,  I  must  be  permitted  to  make  two  stipulations  on  my 
part.  In  the  first  place,  I  shall  expect  to  be  allowed  to  see  your 
niece.' 

'  Aha !  to  see  my  niece  ?  and  to  make  her  in  as  great  a 
hurry  to  be  married  as  you  are  yourself?  Suppose  I  say,  No?  you 
would  see  her  perhaps  without  my  permission  T 

'  Decidedly  !' 

*  How'  deli.c^htfully  frank  !  How  exquisitely  Engli•^h  !  You 
shall  see  her,  Mr.  Vendale,  on  certain  days,  which  we  will  appoint 
together.     What  next  f 

*  Your  objection  to  my  income,'  proceeded  Vendale,  '  has 
taken  me  completely  by  surprise.  I  wisli  to  be  assured  again^t 
any  repetition  of  that  surprise.  Your  yjresent  views  of  my  quali- 
fication for  marriage  require  me  to  have  an  income  of  three  thou- 
sand a  year.  Can  I  be  certain,  in  the  future,  as  your  experience 
of  England  enlarges,  that  your  estimate  will  rise  no  higher  ?' 

'  In  plain  English,'  said  Obenreizer,  'you  doubt  my  word?' 

'  Do  you  purpose  to  take  ???//  word  for  it  when  I  inform  you 
that  I  have  doubled  my  income  ?'  asked  Vendale.  '  If  my  memory 
(k)es  not  deceive  me,  you  stipulated,  a  minute  since,  for  plain 
proofs  V 

'  "Well  played,  Mr.  Vendale  !  You  combine  the  foreign  quick- 
ness with  the  English  solidity.  Accept  my  best  congratulations. 
Accept,  also,  my  written  guarantee.' 

He  rose;  seated  himself  at  a  writing-desk  at  a  side-table, 
wrote  a  few  lines,  and  presented  them  to  Vendale  with  a  low  bow. 
Tiie  engagement  was  perfectly  explicit,  and  was  signed  and  dated 
with  scrupulous  care. 

*  Are  you  satisfied  with  your  guarantee  ?' 
'  I  am  satisfied.' 

'Cliarmed  to  hear  it,  I  am  sure.  We  have  had  our  little 
skirmish — we  have  really  been  wonderfully  clever  on  both  sides. 
For  the  present  our  affairs  are  settled.  I  bear  no  malice.  You 
bear  no  malice.  Come,  Mr.  Vendale,  a  good  English  shake 
liands.' 

Vendale  gave  his  hand,  a  little  bewildered  by  Obenreizer's 
sudden  transitions  from  one  humour  to  another. 

*  When  may  I  expect  to  see  !Miss  Obenreizer  again  Y  he 
asked,  as  he  rose  to  go. 

'Honour  me  with  a  visit  to-morrow,'  said  Obenreizer,  'and 
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we  -will  settle  it  then.  Do  have  a  grog  before  you  go !  No  1 
Well !  well !  we  will  reserve  the  grog  till  you  have  your  three 
thousand  a  year,  and  are  ready  to  be  married.  Aha !  When  will 
that  l>e  V 

'  I  made  an  estimate,  some  months  since,  of  the  capacities  of 
uiy  business/  said  Vendale.  '  If  that  estimate  is  correct,  I  shall 
double  my  present  income ' 

'  And  be  married  !'  added  Obenreizer. 

'  And  be  married,'  repeated  Vendale,  '  within  a  year  from  this 
time.     Good  night.' 

VENDALE  MAKES  MISCHIEF. 

When  Vendale  entered  his  office  the  next  morning,  the  dull 
commercial  routine  at  Cripple  Corner  met  him  with  a  new  face. 
Marguerite  had  an  interest  in  it  now  !  The  whole  machinery 
which  Wilding's  death  had  set  in  motion,  to  realise  the  value  of 
the  business — the  balancing  of  ledgers,  the  estimating  of  debts, 
the  taking  of  stock,  and  the  rest  of  it — was  now  transformed  into 
machinery  which  indicated  the  chances  for  and  against  a  speedy 
marriage.  After  looking  over  results,  as  presented  by  his  account- 
ant, and  checking  additions  and  subtractions,  as  rendered  by  the 
<:lerks,  Vendale  turned  his  attention  to  the  stock-taking  depart- 
ment next,  and  sent  a  message  to  the  cellars,  desiring  to  see  the 
report. 

The  Cellarraan's  appearance,  the  moment  he  put  his  head  in 
at  the  door  of  his  master's  private  room,  suggested  that  some- 
thing very  extraordinary  must  have  happened  that  morning. 
There  was  an  approach  to  alacrity  in  Joey  Ladle's  movements  I 
There  was  something  which  actually  simulated  cheerfulness  in 
Joey  Ladle's  face  ! 

'  What's  the  matter  ?'  asked  Vendale.     '  Anything  wrong  ?' 

*  I  should  wish  to  mention  one  thing,'  answered  Joey.  '  Young 
Mr.  Vendale,  I  have  never  set  myself  up  for  a  prophet.' 

'  Who  ever  said  you  did  V 

*  No  prophet,  as  far  as  I've  heard  tell  of  that  profession,'  pro- 
ceeded Joey,  'ever  lived  principally  underground.  No  prophet, 
whatever  else  he  might  take  in  at  the  pores,  ever  took  in  wnne 
from  morning  to  night,  for  a  number  of  years  together.  When  I 
Raid  to  young  IMaster  Wilding,  respecting  his  changing  th.e  name 
of  the  firm,  that  one  of  tliese  days  he  might  find  he'd  changed 
the  luck  of  the  firm — did  I  put  myself  forward  as  a  prophet  ? 
No,  1  didn't.     Has  what  I  said  to  him  come  true?     Yes,  it  has. 
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In  the  time  of  Pebbleson  Nephew,  Young  ]\Ir.  Vendale,  no  sacli 
thing  was  ever  known  as  a  mistake  made  in  a  consignment 
ilehvered  at  these  doors.  There's  a  mistake  been  made  now. 
Please  to  remark  that  it  happened  before  Miss  Margaret  came 
here.  For  which  reason  it  tion'l  go  against  what  I've  said  re- 
specting Miss  Margaret  singing  romid  the  hick.  Read  that,  sir,' 
conchided  Joey,  pointing  attention  to  a  special  passage  in  the  re- 
port, with  a  forefinger  which  appeared  to  be  in  process  of  taking 
in  through  the  pores  nothing  more  remarkable  than  dirt.  '  It's 
foreign  to  my  nature  to  crow  over  the  house  I  serve,  but  I  feel  it 
a  kind  of  a  solemn  duty  to  ask  you  to  read  that.' 

Vendale  read  as  follows: — '  Note,  respecting  the  Swiss  cham- 
pagne. An  irregularity  has  been  discovered  in  the  last  consign- 
ment received  from  the  firm  of  Defresnier  and  Co.'  Vendale 
stopped,  and  referred  to  a  wiemorandum-book  by  his  side.  '  That 
was  in  Mr.  Wilding's  time,'  he  said.  '  The  vintage  was  a  particu- 
larly good  one,  and  he  took  the  whole  of  it.  The  Swiss  cham- 
pagne has  done  very  well,  hasn't  it  ?' 

'  I  don't  say  it's  done  badly,'  answered  the  Cellarman.  '  It 
may  have  got  sick  in  our  customers'  bins,  or  it  may  have  bust  in 
our  customers'  hands.  But  I  don't  say  it's  done  badly  with 
vs.' 

Vendale  resumed  the  reading  of  the  note :  '  We  find  the 
number  of  the  cases  to  be  quite  correct  by  the  books.  But  six  of 
them,  which  present  a  slight  difference  from  the  rest  in  the  brand, 
have  been  opened,  and  have  been  found  to  contain  a  red  wine  in- 
stead of  champagne.  The  similarity  in  the  brands,  we  suppose, 
caused  a  mistake  to  be  made  in  sending  the  consignment  from 
Neuchatel.  The  error  has  not  been  found  to  extend  beyond  six 
cases.' 

'  Is  that  all  !'  exclaimed  Vendale,  tossing  the  note  away  from 
him. 

Joey  Ladle's  eye  followed  the  flying  morsel  of  paper  drearily. 

'  I'm  glad  to  see  you  take  it  easy,  sir,'  he  said.  '  Whatever 
happens,  it  will  be  always  a  comfort  to  you  to  remember  that  you 
took  it  easy  at  first.  Sometimes  one  mistake  leads  to  another. 
A  man  drops  a  bit  of  orange-peel  on  the  pavement  by  mistake, 
and  another  man  treads  on  it  by  mistake,  and  there's  a  job  at  the 
hospital,  and  a  party  crippled  for  life.  I'm  glad  you  take  it  easy, 
sir.  In  Pebl)leson  Nephew's  time  we  shouldn't  have  taken  it 
easy  till  we  had  seen  the  end  of  it.  Without  desiring  to  crow 
over  the  house.  Young  ]\Ir.  Vendale,  I  wish  you  well  through  it. 
No  oflence,  sir,'  said  tlie  Cellarman,  opening  the  door  to  go  out, 
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and  looking  in  again  ominously  before  he  shut  it.  '  I'm  muddled 
and  molloncolly,  I  grant  you.  But  I'm  an  old  servant  of  Pebble- 
Kon  Xephew,  and  I  wish  you  well  through  them  six  cases  of  red 
wine.' 

Left  by  himself,  Vendale  laughed,  and  took  up  his  pen.  '  I 
may  as  well  send  a  line  to  Defresnier  and  Company,'  he  thought, 
'  before  I  forget  it.'     He  wrote  at  once  in  these  terms : 

*  Dear  Sirs.  We  are  taking  stock,  and  a  trifling  mistake  has 
been  discovered  in  the  last  consignment  of  champagne  sent  by 
your  house  to  ours.  Six  of  the  cases  contain  red  wine — Avhich 
we  hereby  return  to  you.  The  matter  can  easily  be  set  right, 
either  by  your  sending  us  six  cases  of  the  champagne,  if  they 
can  be  produced,  or,  if  not,  by  your  crediting  us  with  the  value 
of  six  cases  on  the  amount  last  paid  (five  hundred  pounds)  by 
our  firm  to  yours.     Your  faithful  servants, 

'  Wilding  and  Co.' 

This  letter  despatched  to  the  post,  the  subject  dropped  at 
once  out  of  Vendale's  mind.  He  had  other  and  far  more  in- 
teresting matters  to  think  of.  Later  in  the  day  he  paid  the 
visit  to  Obenreizer  which  had  been  agreed  on  between  them. 
Certain  evenings  in  the  week  were  set  apart  which  he  was  privi- 
leged to  spend  with  Marguerite — always,  however,  in  the  presence 
of  a  third  person.  On  this  stipulation  Obenreizer  politely  but 
positively  insisted.  The  one  concession  he  made  was  to  give 
Vendale  his  choice  of  who  the  third  person  should  be.  Confiding 
ill  past  experience,  1  is  choice  fell  unhesitatingly  upon  the  excellent 
woman  who  mended  Obenreizer's  stockings.  On  hearing  of  the 
responsibility  entrusted  to  her,  Madame  Dor's  intellectual  nature 
burst  suddenly  into  a  new  stage  of  development.  She  waited  till 
Obenreizer's  eye  was  off  her — and  then  she  looked  at  Vendale, 
and  dimly  winked. 

The  time  passed — the  happy  evenings  with  Marguerite  came 
and  went.  It  was  the  tenth  morning  since  Vendale  had  written 
to  the  Swiss  firm,  when  the  answer  appeared  on  his  desk,  with 
the  other  letters  of  the  day  : 

*  Dear  Sirs.  We  beg  to  offer  our  excuses  for  the  little  mis- 
take which  has  happened.  At  the  same  time,  we  regret  to  add 
that  the  statement  of  our  error,  with  which  you  have  favoured  us, 
has  led  to  a  very  unexpected  discovery.  The  affair  is  a  most 
Berious  one  for  you  and  for  us.     The  particulars  are  as  follows  : 
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*  Having  no  more  champagne  of  the  vuitage  last  sent  to  you, 
we  made  arrangements  to  credit  your  firm  with  the  vahie  of  the 
six  cases,  as  suggested  by  yourself.  On  taking  this  step,  certain 
forms  observed  in  our  mode  of  doing  business  necessitated  a  re- 
ference to  our  bankers'  book,  as  well  as  to  our  ledger.  Tlie  result 
is  a  moral  certainty  that  no  such  remittance  as  you  mention  can 
liave  reached  our  house,  and  a  literal  certainty  that  no  such  remit- 
tance has  been  paid  to  our  account  at  the  bank. 

*  It  is  needless,  at  this  stage  of  the  proceedings,  to  trouble  you 
with  details.  The  money  has  imquestionably  been  stolen  in  the 
course  of  its  transit  from  you  to  us.  Certain  peculiarities  which 
we  observe,  relating  to  the  manner  in  which  the  fraud  has  been 
perpetrated,  lead  us  to  conclude  that  the  thief  may  have  calculated 
on  being  able  to  pay  the  mi?sing  sum  to  our  bankers,  before  an  in- 
evitable discovery  followed  the  annual  striking  of  our  balance. 
This  would  not  have  happened,  in  the  usual  course,  for  another 
three  months.  During  that  period,  but  for  your  letter,  we  might 
have  remained  perfectly  unconscious  of  the  robbery  that  has  been 
committed. 

'  We  mention  this  last  circumstance,  as  it  may  help  to  show 
you  that  we  have  to  do,  in  this  case,  with  no  ordinary  thief.  Thus 
far  we  have  not  even  a  suspicion  of  who  that  thief  is.  But  we 
believe  you  will  assist  us  in  making  some  advance  towards  dis- 
covery, by  examining  the  receipt  (forged,  of  course)  which  has  no 
doubt  purported  to  come  to  you  from  our  house.  Be  pleased  to 
look  and  see  whether  it  is  a  receipt  entirely  in  manuscript,  or 
whether  it  is  a  numbered  and  printed  form  which  merely  requires 
the  filling  in  of  the  amount.  The  settlement  of  this  apparently 
trivial  question  is,  we  assure  you,  a  matter  of  vital  importance. 
Anxiously  awaiting  your  reply,  we  remain,  with  high  esteem  and 
consideration,  DErp.ESNiEU  &  C'".' 

Vendale  had  the  letter  on  his  desk,  and  waited  a  moment  to 
pteady  his  mind  under  the  shock  that  had  fallen  on  it.  At  the 
time  of  all  others  when  it  was  most  important  to  him  to  increase 
the  value  of  his  business,  that  business  was  threatened  with  a  loss 
of  five  hundred  pounds.  lie  thought  of  ^larguerite,  as  he  took 
the  key  from  his  pocket  and  opened  the  iron  chamber  in  the  wall 
in  which  the  books  and  papers  of  the  firm  were  kept. 

He  was  still  in  the  cliamber,  searching  for  the  forged  receipt, 
when  he  was  startled  by  a  voice  speaking  close  behind  him. 

'  A  thousand  pardons,'  said  the  voice  ;  '  I  am  afraid  I  disturb 
you.' 
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He  turned,  and  found  himself  face  to  face  with  Marguerite's 
guardian. 

'  1  have  called,'  pursued  Obenreizer,  '  to  know  if  I  can  be  of 
any  use.  Business  of  my  own  takes  me  away  for  some  days  to 
Manchester  and  Liverpool.  Can  I  combine  any  business  of  yours 
with  it  ?  I  am  entirely  at  your  disposal,  in  the  character  of  com- 
mercial traveller  for  the  firm  of  Wilding  and  Co.' 

'  Excuse  me  for  one  moment,'  said  Vendale  ;  '  I  will  speak  to 
you  directly.'  He  turned  round  again,  and  continued  his  search 
among  the  papers.  '  You  come  at  a  time  when  friendly  offers  are 
more  than  usually  precious  to  me,'  he  resumed.  '  J  have  had  very 
bad  news  this  morning  from  Neuchatel.' 

'  Bad  news,'  exclaimed  Obenreizer.  '  From  Defresnier  and 
Company  ?' 

'Yes.  A  remittance  we  sent  to  them  has  been  stolen.  I  am 
threatened  with  a  loss  of  five  hundred  pounds.     What's  that  V 

Turning  sharply,  and  looking  into  the  room  for  the  second 
time,  Vendale  discovered  his  envelope  case  overthrown  on  the  floor, 
and  Obenreizer  on  his  knees  }>icking  up  the  contents. 

'  All  my  awkwardness  !'  said  Obenreizer.  '  This  dreadful  news 
of  yours  startled  me ;  I  stepped  back — '  He  became  too  deeply 
interested  in  collecting  the  scattered  envelopes  to  finish  the  sen- 
tence. 

'  Don't  trouble  yourself,'  said  Vendale.  '  Tbe  clerk  will  pick 
the  things  up.' 

'  This  dreadful  news  !'  repeated  Obenreizer,  persisting  in  col- 
lecting the  envelopes.    'This  dreadful  news  !' 

'  If  you  will  read  the  letter,'  said  Vendale,  '  you  will  find  I 
have  exaggerated  nothing.    There  it  is,  open  on  my  desk.' 

He  resumed  his  search,  and  in  a  moment  more  discovered  the 
forged  receipt.  It  was  on  the  numbered  and  printed  form,  de- 
scribed by  the  Swiss  firm.  Vendale  made  a  memorandum  of  the 
number  and  the  date.  Having  replaced  the  receipt  and  locked  up 
the  iron  chamber,  he  had  leisure  to  notice  Obenreizer,  reading  the 
letter  in  the  recess  of  a  window  at  the  far  end  of  the  room, 

'  Come  to  the  fire,'  said  Vendale.  '  You  look  perished  with 
the  cold  out  there.    I  will  ring  for  some  more  coals,' 

Obenreizer  rose,  and  came  slowly  back  to  the  desk.  '  Mar- 
guerite will  be  as  sorry  to  hear  of  this  as  I  am,'  he  saiu,  kindly. 
'  What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?' 

'  I  am  in  the  hands  of  Defresnier  and  Company,'  answered 
Vendale.  '  In  my  total  ignorance  of  the  circumstances,  I  can  only 
do  what  they  recommend.     The  receipt  which  I  have  just  found, 
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turns  out  to  be  the  numbered  and  printed  form.  They  seem  to 
attach  some  special  importance  to  its  discovery.  You  have  had 
experience,  when  you  were  in  the  Swiss  house,  of  their  way  of 
doing  business.     Can  you  guess  what  object  they  have  in  view  f 

Obcnreizer  offered  a  suggestion. 

'  Suppose  I  examine  the  receipt  ?'  he  said. 

*  Are  you  ill  ?'  asked  Vendale,  startled  by  the  change  in  his 
face,  which  now  showed  itself  plainly  for  the  first  time.  '  Pray  go 
to  the  fire.  You  seem  to  be  shivering — I  hope  you  are  not  going 
to  be  ill  V 

*■  Not  I !'  said  Obenreizer.  '  Perhaps  I  have  caught  cold. 
Your  English  climate  might  have  spared  an  admirer  of  your  Eng- 
lish institutions.     Let  me  look  at  the  receipt.' 

Vendale  opened  the  iron  chamber.  Obenreizer  took  a  chair, 
and  drew  it  close  to  the  fire.  He  held  both  hands  over  the  flames. 
'  Let  me  look  at  the  receipt,'  he  repeated,  eagerly,  as  Vendale  re- 
appeared with  the  paper  in  his  hand.  At  the  same  moment  a 
porter  entered  the  room  with  a  fresh  supply  of  coals.  Vendale 
told  him  to  make  a  good  fire.  The  man  obeyed  the  order  with  a 
disastrous  alacrity.  As  he  stepped  forward  and  raised  the  scuttle, 
his  foot  caught  in  a  fold  of  the  rug,  and  he  discharged  his  entire 
cargo  of  coals  into  the  grate.  The  result  was  an  instant  smother- 
ing of  the  flame,  and  the  production  of  a  stream  of  yellow  smoke, 
without  a  visible  morsel  of  fire  to  accoimt  for  it. 

'  Imbecile  !'  whispered  Obenreizer  to  himself,  with  a  look  at  the 
man  which  the  man  remembered  for  many  a  long  day  afterwards. 

*  Will  you  come  into  the  clerks'  roomT  asked  Vendale.  'They 
have  a  stove  there.' 

'  No,  no.     No  matter.' 

Vendale  handed  him  the  receipt.  Obenreizer's  interest  in  ex- 
amining it  appeared  to  have  been  quenched  as  suddenly  and  as 
effectually  as  the  fire  itself.  He  just  glanced  over  tlie  document, 
and  said,  '  No  ;  I  don't  understand  it !  I  am  sorry  to  be  of  no  use.' 

'  I  will  write  to  Neuchatel  by  to-night's  p.ost,'  said  Vendale, 
putting  away  the  recei[it  for  the  second  time.  '  We  must  wait, 
and  see  what  comes  of  it.' 

'  \\j  to-night's  post,'  repeated  Obenreizer.  '  Let  me  see.  You 
will  get  the  answer  in  eight  or  nine  days'  time.  1  shall  be  back 
before  that.  If  I  can  be  of  any  service,  as  conmiercial  traveller, 
perhaps  you  will  let  me  know  between  this  and  then.  You  will 
Hend  me  written  instructions  1  jMy  best  thaiflvs.  I  shall  be  most 
anxious  for  your  answer  from  Neuchatel.  "Who  knows?  It  may 
be  a  mistake,  my  dear    friend,  after   all.     Courage !    courage  I 
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courage  !'  He  had  ettered  the  room  with  no  appearance  of  being 
pressed  for  time.  He  now  snatched  np  his  hat,  and  took  his  leave 
with  the  air  of  a  man  who  had  not  another  moment  to  lose. 

Left  by  himself,  Vendale  took  a  turn  thoughtfully  in  the  room. 
His  previous  iaipression  of  Obenreizer  was  shaken  by  what  he 
had  heard  and  seen  at  the  interview  which  had  just  taken  place. 
He  was  disposed,  for  the  first  time,  to  doubt  whether,  in  this  case, 
he  had  not  been  a  little  hasty  and  hard  in  his  judgment  on  an- 
other man.  Obenreizer's  surprise  and  regret,  on  hearing  the  news 
from  Neuchatel,  bore  the  plainest  marks  of  being  honestly  felt — 
not  politely  assumed  for  the  occasion.  With  troubles  of  his  own 
to  encounter,  suffering,  to  all  appearance,  from  the  first  insidious 
attack  of  a  serious  ilhiess,  he  had  looked  and  spoken  like  a  man 
who  really  deplored  the  disaster  that  had  fallen  on  his  friend. 
Hitherto  Vendale  had  tried  vainly  to  alter  his  first  opinion  of 
INlarguerite's  guardian,  for  Marguerite's  sake.  All  the  generous 
instincts  in  his  nature  now  combined  together  and  shook  the  evi- 
dence which  had  seemed  unanswerable  up  to  this  time.  '  Wlio 
knows  V  he  thought,  '  I  may  have  read  that  man's  face  wrongly, 
after  all.' 

The  time  passed — the  happy  evenings  with  Marguerite  came 
and  went.  It  was  again  the  tenth  nujruing  since  Vendale  had 
written  to  the  Swiss  firm ;  and  again  the  answer  appeared  on  his 
desk  with  the  other  letters  of  the  day  : 

*  Dear  Sir.  My  senior  partner,  M.  Defresnier,  has  been  called 
away,  by  urgent  business,  to  ]\Iilan.  In  his  absence  (and  with 
his  full  concurrence  and  authority),  I  now  write  to  you  again  on 
the  subject  of  the  missing  five  hundred  pounds. 

*  Your  discovery  that  the  forged  receipt  is  executed  upon  one 
of  our  numbered  and  printed  forms  has  caused  inexpressible  sur- 
prise and  distress  to  my  partner  and  to  myself.  At  the  time  when 
your  remittance  was  stolen,  but  three  keys  were  in  existence  open- 
ing the  strong-box  in  which  our  recei{)t-fbrnis  are  invariably  kept. 
My  partner  had  one  key  ;  I  had  the  other.  The  third  was  in  the 
possession  of  a  gentleman  who,  at  that  })eriod,  occupied  a  position 
of  trust  in  our  house.  We  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  sus- 
pecting one  of  ourselves  as  of  suspecting  this  person.  Suspicion 
now  points  at  him,  nevertheless.  I  cannot  prevail  on  myself  to 
inform  you  who  the  person  is,  so  long  as  there  is  the  shadow  of  a 
chance  that  he  may  come  innocently  out  of  the  inquiry  which  must 
now  be  instituted.     Forgive  my  silence;  the  motive  of  it  is  good. 
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'  The  form  our  investigation  must  now  take  is  simple  enough. 
The  handwriting  on  your  receipt  must  be  compared,  by  competent 
persons  whom  we  have  at  our  disposal,  with  certain  specimens  of 
handwriting  in  our  possession.  1  cannot  send  you  the  specimens 
for  business  reasons,  wliich,  when  you  hear  the7n,  you  are  sure  to 
approve.  1  must  beg  you  to  send  me  the  receipt  to  Neuchatel — 
and,  in  making  this  request,  I  must  accompany  it  by  a  word  of 
necessary  warning. 

'  If  the  person,  at  whom  suspicion  now  points,  really  proves  to 
be  the  person  who  has  committed  this  forgery  and  theft,  I  have 
reason  to  fear  that  circumstances  may  have  already  put  him  on  his 
guard.  The  only  evidence  against  him  is  the  evidence  in  your 
hands,  and  he  will  move  heaven  and  earth  to  obtain  and  destroy 
it.  I  strongly  urge  you  not  to  trust  the  receipt  to  the  post.  Send 
it  to  me,  without  loss  of  time,  by  a  private  hand,  and  choose  no- 
body for  your  messenger  but  a  person  long  established  in  your 
own  employment,  accustomed  to  travelling,  capable  of  speaking 
Fj-ench  ;  a  man  of  courage,  a  man  of  honesty,  and,  above  all  things, 
a  man  who  can  be  trusted  to  let  no  stranger  scrape  acquaintance 
with  him  on  the  route.  Tell  no  one — absolutely  no  one — but  your 
messenger  of  the  turn  this  matter  has  now  taken.  The  safe  tran-it 
of  the  receipt  may  depend  on  your  interpreting  literal/)/  the  advice 
which  I  give  you  at  the  end  of  this  letter. 

'  I  have  only  to  add  that  every  possible  saving  of  time  is  now 
of  the  last  impoi-tance.  JMore  than  one  of  our  receipt-forms  is 
missing — and  it  is  impossible  to  say  what  new  frauds  may  not  be 
committed,  if  we  fail  to  lay  our  hands  on  the  thief. 

'  Your  faithful  servant,  Holland, 

'  (Signing  for  Detresuier  and  C'*.)' 

Who  was  the  suspected  man  ?  In  Vendale's  position,  it  seemed 
useless  to  inquire. 

Who  was  to  be  sent  to  iN^euchatel  with  the  receipt?  i\Ien  of 
courage  and  men  of  honesty  were  to  be  had  at  Cripple  Corner  for 
the  asking.  But  where  was  the  man  who  was  accustomed  to 
iV)reign  travelling,  who  could  speak  the  French  language,  and  wlio 
could  be  really  relied  on  to  let  no  stranger  scrape  acquaintance 
with  him  on  his  route  ]  There  was  but  one  man  at  hand  who  com- 
bined all  those  requisites  in  his  own  person,  and  that  man  was 
Vendale  himself. 

It  was  a  sacrifice  to  leave  his  business  ;  it  was  a  greater  sacri- 
fice to  leave  Marguerite.  But  a  matter  of  five  hundred  pounds 
was  involved  in  the  j)ending  inquiry;   and  a  literal  interpretation 
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of  i\I.  Eolland's  advice  was  insisted  on  in  terms  whicTi  there  was  no 
trifling  with.  The  more  Vendale  thought  of  it,  the  more  plainly 
the  necessity  faced  hiiu,  and  said,  '  Go  !' 

As  he  locked  up  the  letter  with  the  receipt,  the  association  of 
ideas  reminded  him  of  Obenreizer.  A  guess  at  the  identity  of  the 
suspected  man  looked  more  possible  now.     Obenreizer  might  know. 

The  thought  had  barely  passed  through  his  mind,  when  the 
door  opened,  and  Obenreizer  entered  the  room. 

'  They  told  me  at  Soho-square  you  were  expected  hack  last 
night,'  said  Vendale,  greeting  him,  '  Have  you  done  well  in  the 
country]     Ai-e  you  better?' 

A  thousand  thanks.  Obenreizer  had  done  admirahly  well ; 
Obenreizer  was  infinitely  better.  And  now,  what  news?  Any 
lutter  from  Neuchatel? 

'A  very  strange  letter,'  answered  Vendale,  *  The  matter  has 
taken  a  new  turn,  and  the  letter  insists — without  excepting  any- 
budy — on  my  keeping  our  next  proceedings  a  profound  secret.' 

'Without  exceptir.g  anybody?'  repeated  Obenreizer.  As  he 
said  the  words,  he  walked  away  again,  thoughtfully,  to  the  window 
at  the  other  end  of  the  room,  looked  out  for  a  moment,  and  sud- 
(leidy  came  back  to  Vendale.  '  Surely  they  must  have  forgotten?' 
he  resumed,  '  or  they  would  have  excepted  me  V 

'  It  is  Monsieur  Eolland  who  writes,'  said  Vendale.  '  And,  as 
you  say,  he  must  certainly  have  forgotten.  That  view  of  the 
matter  quite  escaped  me.  I  was  just  wishing  I  had  you  to  con- 
sult, when  you  came  into  the  room.  And  here  I  am  tied  by  a 
formal  prohibition,  which  cannot  possibly  have  been  intended  to 
include  you.     How  very  annoying  !' 

Obenreizer's  filmy  eyes  fixed  on  Vendale  attentively. 

'  Perhaps  it  is  more  than  annoying!'  he  said.  'I  came  this 
morning  not  only  to  hear  the  news,  bnt  to  offer  myself  as  mes- 
senger, negotiator — what  you  will.  Would  you  believe  it?  I 
have  letters  which  oblige  me  to  go  to  Switzerland  immediately. 
Messages,  documents,  anything — I  could  have  taken  them  all  to 
Defresnier  and  Holland  lor  you.' 

'  You  are  the  very  man  I  wanted,'  returned  Vendale.  *  I  had 
d(?cided,  most  unwiUingly,  on  going  to  Nenchutel  myself,  not  five 
mmutes  since,  because  I  could  find  no  one  here  capable  of  taking 
my  place.     Let  me  look  at  the  letter  again.' 

He  opened  the  strong  room  to  get  at  the  letter.  Obenreizer, 
after  first  glancing  round  him  to  make  sure  that  they  were  alone, 
followed  a  step  or  two  and  waited,  measuring  Vendale  with  his 
eye.    Vendale  was  the  tallest  man,  and  unmistakably  the  strongest 
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man  also  of  the  two.     Obenreizer  turned  away,  and  warmed  him- 
self at  the  fire. 

Meanwhile,  Vendale  read  the  last  paragraph  in  the  letter  for 
the  third  time.  Tliere  was  tlie  plain  warning — there  was  the 
closing  sentence,  which  insisted  on  a  literal  interpretation  of  it. 
The  hand,  which  was  leading  Vendale  in  the  dark,  led  him  on  that 
condition  only.  A  la^ge  sum  was  at  stake :  a  terrible  suspicion 
remained  to  be  verified.  If  he  acted  on  his  own  responsibility, 
and  if  anything  happened  to  defeat  the  object  in  view,  who  would 
be  blamed  ]  Asa  man  of  business,  Vendale  had  but  one  course 
to  follow.     He  locked  the  letter  up  again. 

*  It  is  most  annoying,'  he  said  to  Obenreizer — '  it  is  a  piece  of 
forgetfulness  on  ]\Ionsieur  Rolland's  part  which  puts  me  to  serious 
inconvenience,  and  places  me  in  an  absurdly  false  position  towards 
you.  What  am  I  to  do  ?  I  am  acting  in  a  very  serious  mattt'r, 
and  acting  entirely  in  the  dark.  I  have  no  choice  but  to  be  guided, 
not  by  the  spirit,  but  by  the  letter  of  my  instructions.  You  un- 
derstand me,  I  am  sure  1  You  know,  if  1  had  not  been  fettered  in 
this  way,  how  gladly  I  should  have  accepted  your  services  V 

'  Say  no  more  !'  returned  Obenreizer.  '  In  your  place  I  should 
have  done  the  same.  My  good  friend,  I  take  no  offence.  I  thank 
you  for  your  compliment.  We  shall  be  travelling  companions,  at 
any  rate,'  added  Obenreizer.     '  You  go,  as  I  go,  at  once  V 

'  At  once.     I  must  speak  to  IMargnerite  first,  of  course  !' 

*  Surely  !  surely  !  Speak  to  her  this  evening.  Come,  and  pick 
me  up  on  the  way  to  the  station.  AYe  go  together  by  the  mail 
train  to-night '?' 

'  By  the  mail  train  to-night.' 

It  was  later  than  Vendale  had  anticipated  when  he  drove  up  to 
the  house  in  Soho-square.  Business  difficulties,  occasioned  by  his 
sudden  departure,  had  presented  themselves  by  dozens.  A  cruelly 
large  share  of  the  time  which  he  had  hoped  to  devote  to  Margue- 
rite had  been  claimed  by  duties  at  his  office  which  it  was  impos- 
sible to  neglect. 

To  his  surprise  and  delight,  she  was  alone  in  the  drawing-room 
when  he  entereil  it. 

'We  have  only  a  few  minutes,  George,'  she  said.  'But  Ma- 
dame Dor  has  been  gnod  to  me — and  we  can  liave  those  few 
minutes  alone.'  She  tlirew  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  whis- 
pered eagerly,  '  Have  you  done  anything  to  offend  Mr.  Oben- 
reizer f 

'  I !'  exclaimed  Vendale,  in  amazement. 
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*  Hush  r  she  said,  '  I  want  to  whisper  it.  You  know  the 
little  photograph  I  have  got  of  you.  This  afternoon  it  happened 
to  be  on  the  chimney-piece.  He  took  it  up  and  looked  at  it — and 
I  saw  his  face  in  the  glass.  I  know  you  have  offended  him  !  He 
is  merciless ;  he  is  revengeful ;  he  is  as  secret  as  the  grave.  Don't 
go  with  him,  George — don't  go  with  him  !' 

'  My  own  love,'  returned  Vendale,  '  you  are  letting  your  fancy 
frighten  you  !  Obenreizer  and  I  were  never  better  friends  than 
we  are  at  this  moment.' 

Before  a  word  more  could  be  said,  the  sudden  movement  of 
some  ponderous  body  shook  the  floor  of  the  next  room.  The  shock 
was  followed  by  the  appearance  of  Madame  Dor.  '  Obenreizer  !' 
exclaimed  this  excellent  person  in  a  whisper,  and  plumped  down 
instantly  in  her  regular  place  by  the  stove. 

Obenreizer  came  in  with  a  courier's  bag  strapped  over  his 
shoulder. 

'  Are  you  ready  f  he  asked,  addressing  Vendale.  '  Can  I  take 
anything  for  youl  You  have  no  travelling-bag.  I  have  got  one. 
Here  is  the  compartment  for  papers,  open  at  your  service.' 

'  Thank  you,'  said  Vendale.  '  I  have  only  one  paper  of  im- 
portance with  me ;  and  that  paper  I  am  bound  to  take  charge  of 
myself.  Here  it  is,'  he  added,  touching  the  breast-pocket  of  his 
coat,  '  and  here  it  must  remain  till  we  get  to  Neuchatel.' 

As  he  said  those  words,  Marguerite's  hand  caught  his,  and 
pressed  it  significantly.  She  was  looking  towards  Obenreizer. 
Before  Vendale  could  look,  in  his  turn,  Obenreizer  had  wheeled 
round,  and  was  taking  leave  of  Madame  Dor. 

*  Adieu,  my  charming  niece !'  he  said,  turning  to  iNFargnerite 
next.  '  En  route,  my  friend,  for  Xeuchatel !'  He  tapped  Ven- 
dale lightly  over  the  breast-pocket  of  his  coat,  and  led  the  way  to 
the  door. 

Vendale's  last  look  was  for  Marguerite.  Marguerite's  las^ 
words  to  him  were,  '  Don't  go  !' 


Act  hi. 

in  the  valley. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  the  month  of  February  when  Ven- 
dale and  Obenreizer  set  forth  on  their  expedition.  The  winter 
being  a  hard  one,  the  time  was  bad  for  travellers.     So  bad  was  it 

II 
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that  these  two  travellers,  coming  to  Strasbourg,  fonnd  its  great 
inns  almost  empty.  And  even  the  few  people  they  did  encounter 
in  that  city,  who  had  started  from  England  or  from  Paris  on  busi- 
ness journeys  towards  the  interior  of  Switzerland,  were  turning  back. 

Many  of  the  railroads  in  Switzerland  that  tourists  pass  easily 
enough  now,  were  almost  or  quite  impracticable  then.  Some  were 
not  begun ;  more  were  not  completed.  On  such  as  were  open, 
there  were  still  large  gaps  of  old  road  where  communication  in  the 
winter  season  was  often  stopped ;  on  others,  there  were  weak  points 
where  the  new  work  was  not  safe,  either  under  conditions  of  severe 
frost,  or  of  rapid  thaw.  The  running  of  trains  on  this  last  class  was 
not  to  be  counted  on  in  the  worst  time  of  the  year,  was  contingent 
upon  weather,  or  was  wholly  abandoned  through  the  months  con- 
sidered the  most  dangerous. 

At  Strasbourg  there  were  more  travellers'  stories  afloat,  re- 
specting the  difficulties  of  the  way  further  on,  than  there  were 
travellers  to  relate  them.  jNIany  of  these  tales  were  as  wild  as 
usual ;  but  the  more  modestly  marvellous  did  derive  some  colour 
from  the  circumstance  that  people  were  indisputably  turning  back. 
However,  as  the  road  to  Basle  was  open,  Vendale's  resolution  to 
push  on  was  in  no  wise  disturbed.  Obenreizer's  resolution  was 
necessarily  Vendale's,  seeing  that  he  stood  at  bay  thus  desperately  : 
He  must  be  ruined,  or  must  destroy  the  evidence  that  Vendale 
carried  about  him,  even  if  he  destroyed  Vendale  with  it. 

The  state  of  mind  of  each  of  these  two  fellow-travellers  to- 
wards the  other  was  this.  Obenreizer,  encircled  by  impending  ruin 
through  Vendale's  quickness  of  action,  and  seeing  the  circle  nar- 
rowed every  hour  by  Vendale's  energy,  hated  him  with  the  ani- 
mosity of  a  fierce  cunning  lower  animal.  He  had  always  had  in- 
stinctive movements  in  his  breast  against  him ;  perhaps,  because 
of  that  old  sore  of  gentleman  and  peasant;  perhaps,  because  of  the 
openness  of  his  nature  ;  pi'rhaps,  because  of  his  better  looks  ;  per- 
haps, because  of  his  success  with  Marguerite  ;  perhaps,  on  all  those 
grounds,  the  two  last  not  the  least.  And  now  he  saw  in  him,  be- 
sides, the  hunter  who  was  tracking  him  down.  Vendale,  on  the 
other  hand,  always  contending  generously  against  his  first  vague 
mistrust,  now  felt  bound  to  cont^-Tid  against  it  more  than  ever : 
reminding  himself,  '  He  is  Marguerite's  guardian.  We  are  on  per- 
fectly friendly  terms;  he  is  my  companion  of  his  own  projiosal, 
and  can  have  no  interested  motive  in  sharing  this  undet-uable 
journey.'  To  which  pleas  in  behalf  of  Obenreizer,  chance  added 
one  consideration  more,  when  they  came  to  Basle  auer  u  jo umej 
of  moie  than  twice  the  average  duration. 
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They  had  had  a  late  dinner,  and  were  alone  in  an  inn  room 
there,  overhanging  the  Rliine :  at  that  place  rapid  and  deep, 
swollen  and  loud.  Vendale  lounged  upon  a  couch,  and  Obenreizer 
walked  to  and  fro :  now,  stopping  at  the  window,  looking  at  the 
crooked  reflections  of  the  town  lights  in  the  dark  water  (and  per- 
adventure  thinking,  '  If  I  could  fling  him  into  it !') ;  now,  resuming 
liis  walk  with  his  eyes  upon  the  floor. 

'  Where  shall  I  rob  him,  if  I  can  ?  "Where  shall  I  muHer 
him,  if  I  must  V  Ho,  as  he  paced  the  room,  ran  the  river,  ran  the 
river,  ran  the  river. 

The  burden  seemed  to  him,  at  last,  to  be  growing  so  plain  that 
he  stopyied;  thinking  it  as  well  to  suggest  another  burden  to  his 
companion. 

'  The  Rhine  sounds  to-night,'  he  said  with  a  smile,  '  like  the 
old  waterfall  at  home.  That  waterfall  which  my  mother  showed 
to  travellers  (I  told  you  of  it  once).  The  sound  of  it  changed  with 
the  weather,  as  does  the  sound  of  all  falling  waters  and  flowing 
waters.  When  I  was  pupil  of  the  watchmaker,  I  remembered  it 
as  sometimes  saying  to  me  for  whole  days,  "  Who  are  you,  my 
little  wretch?  Who  are  you,  my  little  wretch?"  T  remembered 
it  as  saying,  other  times,  when  its  sound  was  hollow,  and  storm 
was  coming  up  the  Pass  :  "  Boom,  boom,  boom.  Beat  him,  beat 
him,  beat  him."  Like  my  mother  enraged — if  she  was  my  mo- 
ther.' 

*  If  she  was]'  said  Vendale,  gradually  changing  his  attitude 
to  a  sitting  one.     *  If  she  was  1     Wliy  do  you  say  "  if"  V 

'  Wliat  do  I  know  ?'  replied  the  other  negligently,  throwing  up 
his  hands  and  letting  them  fall  as  they  would.  '  What  would  you 
have  ?  I  am  so  obscurely  born,  that  how  can  I  say  ?  I  was  very 
young,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  family  were  men  and  women,  and  my 
so-called  parents  were  old.    Anything  is  possible  of  a  case  like  that.' 

'  Did  you  ever  doubt — ¥ 

*  I  told  you  once,  I  doubt  the  marriage  of  those  two,'  he  replied, 
throwing  up  his  hands  again,  as  if  he  were  throwing  the  unprofit- 
able subject  away.  '  But  here  I  am  in  Creation.  /  come  of  no  tine 
family.     What  does  it  matter?' 

'  At  least  you  are  Swiss,'  said  Vendale,  after  following  him 
with  his  eyes  to  and  fro. 

'How  do  I  know?'  he  retorted  abruptly,  and  stopping  to  look 
back  over  his  shoulder.  '  I  say  to  you,  at  least  you  are  English. 
How  do  you  know  ?' 

*  By  what  I  have  been  told  from  infancy.' 

*  Ah  1     I  know  of  myself  that  way.' 
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'And,'  added  Vendale,  piirsning  the  thought  that  he  conld  not 
drive  back,  '  by  my  earliest  recollections.' 

*  I  also.     I  know  of  myself  that  way — if  that  way  satisfies.' 
'  Does  it  not  satisfy  you  ?' 

*  It  must.  There  is  nothing  like  "it  must"  in  this  little  world. 
It  must.  Two  short  words  those,  but  stronger  than  long  proof  or 
reasoning.' 

'  You  and  poor  Wilding  were  born  in  the  same  year.  You 
were  nearly  of  an  age,'  said  Vendale,  again  thoughtfully  looking 
after  him  as  he  resumed  his  pacing  up  and  down. 

'Yes.     Very  nearly.' 

Could  Obenreizer  be  the  missing  man  ?  In  the  unknown  as- 
sociations of  things,  was  there  a  subtler  meaning  than  he  himself 
thought,  in  that  tiieory  so  often  on  his  lips  about  the  smallness  of 
the  world.  Had  the  Swiss  letter  presenting  him  followed  so  close 
on  Mrs.  Goldstraw's  revelation  concerning  the  infant  who  had  been 
taken  away  to  Switzerland,  because  he  was  that  infant  grown  a 
man  1  In  a  world  where  so  many  depths  lie  unsounded,  it  might 
be.  The  chances,  or  the  laws — call  them  either — that  had  wrought 
out  the  revival  of  Vendale's  own  acquaintance  with  Obenreizer,  and 
had  ripened  it  into  intimacy,  and  had  brought  them  here  together 
this  present  winter  night,  were  hardly  less  curious;  while  read  by 
such  a  light,  they  were  seen  to  cohere  towards  the  furtherance  of 
a  continuous  and  an  intelligible  purpose. 

Vendale's  awakened  thoughts  ran  high  while  his  eyes  musingly 
followed  Obenreizer  pacing  up  and  down  the  room,  the  river  ever 
running  to  the  tune:  '  Where  shall  I  rob  him,  if  I  can?  Where 
shall  I  murder  him,  if  I  nmst  f  The  secret  of  his  dead  friend  was 
in  no  hazard  from  Vendale's  lips ;  but  just  as  his  friend  had  died 
of  its  weight,  so  did  he  in  his  lighter  succession  feel  the  burden  of 
the  trust,  and  the  obligation  to  follow  any  clue,  however  obscure. 
He  rapidly  asked  himself,  would  he  like  this  man  to  be  the  real 
Wilding?  No.  Argue  down  his  mistrust  as  he  might,  he  was' 
unwilling  to  put  such  a  substitute  in  the  place  of  his  late  guileless, 
outspoken,  childlike  partner.  He  rapidly  asked  himself,  would  he 
like  this  man  to  be  rich  1  No.  He  had  more  power  than  enough 
over  IVIarguorite  as  it  was,  and  wealth  might  invest  him  with  more. 
Would  he  like  this  man  to  be  IMarguerite's  Guardian,  and  yet 
proved  to  staml  in  no  degree  of  relationship  towards  her,  however 
disconnected  and  distant  ?  No.  But  these  were  not  considerations 
to  come  between  him  and  fidelity  to  the  dead.  Let  him  see  to  it 
that  they  passed  him  with  no  other  notice  than  the  knowledge 
that  they  had  passed  him,  and  left  him  bent  on  the  discharge  of  a 
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Bolemn  daty.  And  he  did  see  to  it,  so  soon  that  he  followed  his 
companion  with  ungrudging  eyes,  while  he  still  paced  the  room  ; 
that  companion,  whom  he  supposed  to  be  moodily  reflecting  on 
his  own  birth,  and  not  on  another  man's — least  of  all  what  mau's 
— violent  Death. 

The  road  in  advance  from  Basle  to  Xeuchatel  was  better  than 
had  been  represented.  The  latest  weather  had  done  it  gooii. 
Drivers,  both  of  horses  and  mules,  had  come  in  that  evening  after 
dark,  and  had  reported  nothing  more  difficult  to  be  overcome  than 
trials  of  patience,  harness,  wheels,  axles,  and  whipcord.  A  bar- 
gain was  soon  struck  for  a  carriage  and  horses,  to  take  them  on  in 
the  morning,  and  to  start  before  daylight. 

*  Do  you  lock  your  door  at  night  when  travelling  ?'  asked 
Obenreizer,  standing  warming  his  hands  by  the  wood  tire  in  Ven- 
dale's  chamber,  before  going  to  his  own. 

'  Not  I.     I  sleep  too  soundly.' 

*  You  are  so  sound  a  sleeper?'  he  retorted,  with  an  admiring 
look.     '  What  a  blessing  !' 

*  Anything  but  a  blessing  to  the  rest  of  the  house,'  rejoined 
Vendale,  '  if  I  had  to  be  knocked  up  in  the  morning  from  the  out- 
side of  my  bedroom  door.' 

'  I,  too,'  said  Obenreizer, '  leave  open  my  room.  But  let  me  ad- 
vise you,  as  a  Swiss  who  knows :  always,  when  you  travel  in  my 
country,  put  your  papers — and,  of  course,  your  money — imder  your 
pillow.      Always  the  same  place.', 

'  You  are  not  complimentary  to  your  countrymen,'  laughed 
Vendale. 

'  My  countrymen,'  said  Obenreizer,  with  that  light  touch  of 
his  friend's  elbows  by  way  of  Good  Night  and  benediction,  '  I  sup- 
pose, are  like  the  majority  of  men.  And  the  majority  of  men  will 
take  what  they  can  get.     Adieu  !     At  four  in  the  mornmg.' 

'  Adieu  !     At  four.' 

Left  to  himself,  Vendale  raked  the  logs  together,  sprinkled 
over  them  the  white  wood-ashes  lying  on  the  hearth,  and  sat  down 
to  compose  his  thoughts.  But  they  still  ran  high  on  their  latest 
theme,  and  the  running  of  the  river  tended  to  agitate  rather  thim 
to  quiet  them.  As  he  sat  thinking,  what  little  disposition  he  had 
had  to  sleep  departed.  He  felt  it  hopeless  to  lie  down  yet,  and 
sat  dressed  by  the  fire.  Marguerite,  Wilding,  Obenreizer,  tJie 
business  he  was  then  upon,  and  a  thousand  hopes  and  doubts  that 
had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  occupied  his  mind  at  once.  Everything 
seemed  to  have  power  over  him  but  slumber.  The  departed  dis- 
position to  sleep  kept  far  away. 
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He  had  sat  for  a  long  time  thinking,  on  the  hearth,  when  l)is 
candle  burned  down  and  its  light  went  out.  It  was  of  little  mo- 
nieut;  there  was  light  enough  in  the  fire.  He  changed  his  atti- 
tude, and,  leaning  his  arm  ou  the  chair-back,  and  his  chin  upon 
that  hand,  sat  thinking  still. 

But  he  sat  between  the  fire  and  the  bed,  and,  as  the  fire 
rlirkered  in  the  play  of  air  from  the  fast- flowing  river,  his  eu- 
hirged  shadow  fluttered  on  the  white  wall  by  the  bedside.  His 
auiiude  gave  it  an  air,  half  of  mourning  and  half  of  bending  over 
tiie  bed  imploring.  His  eyes  were  observant  of  it,  when  he  be- 
came troubled  by  the  disagreeable  fancy  that  it  was  like  Wilding's 
shadow,  and  not  his  own. 

A  slight  change  of  place  would  cause  it  to  disappear.  He 
made  the  change,  and  the  apparition  of  his  disturbed  faucy  van- 
ished. He  now  sat  in  the  shade  of  a  little  nook  beside  the  fire, 
and  the  door  of  the  room  was  before  him. 

It  had  a  long  cumbrous  iron  latch.  He  saw  the  latch  slowly 
and  softly  rise.  The  door  opened  a  very  little,  and  came  to  again, 
as  though  only  the  air  had  moved  it.  But  he  saw  that  the  latch 
was  out  of  the  hasp. 

The  door  opened  again  very  slowly,  until  it  opened  wide 
enough  to  admit  some  one.  It  afterwards  remained  still  for  a 
while,  as  though  cautiously  held  open  on  the  other  side.  The 
figure  of  a  man  then  entered,  with  its  face  turned  towards  the  bed, 
and  stood  quiet  just  within  the  door.  Until  it  said,  in  a  low  half- 
whisper,  at  the  same  time  taking  one  step  forward  :  '  Veudale  !' 

'  What  now  ?'  he  answered,  springing  from  his  seat ;  '  who 
is  it  V 

It  was  Obenreizer,  and  he  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise  as  Vendale 
came  upon  him  from  tiiat  unexpected  direction.  '2s^)t  in  bed?* 
he  said,  catching  him  by  both  shoulders  with  an  instinctive  ten- 
dency to  a  struggle,  '  Then  something  ?,v  wrong  !' 

'  What  do  you  mean  ?'  said  Vendale,  releasing  himself. 

*■  First  tell  me;  you  are  not  ill?' 

Mil?     No.' 

'  I  liave  had  a  bad  dream  about  you.  How  is  it  that  I  see  you 
up  and  dressed  ?' 

'  ^ly  good  fellow,  I  may  as  well  ask  you  how  is  it  that  I  see 
7/')u  up  and  undressed  V 

*  I  ha.ve  told  you  why.  I  liave  had  a  bad  dream  about  you. 
I  tried  to  rest  after  it,  but  it  was  impossible.  I  could  not  make 
u[»  my  mind  to  stay  where  I  was  without  knowing  you  were  safe : 
and  yet  I  could  nbt  make  up  my  mind  to  come  in  here.     1  have 


NO  THOROUGHFARE.  519 

been  minutes  hesitating  at  the  door.     It  is  so  easy  to  \ax^^\\  at  a 
dream  that  you  have  not  dreamed.     Where  is  your  caudle  V 
'  Burnt  out.' 

*  I  have  a  whole  one  in  my  room.     Shall  I  fetch  it  ?' 
'  Do  so.' 

His  room  was  very  near,  and  he  was  absent  for  but  a  few 
seconds.  Coming  back  with  the  candle  in  his  hand,  he  kneeled 
down  on  the  hearth  and  lighted  it.  As  he  blew  with  his  breath  a 
charred  billet  into  flame  for  the  purpose,  Vendale,  looking  down 
at  him,  saw  that  his  lips  were  white  and  not  easy  of  control. 

'  Yes  !'  said  Obenreizer,  setting  the  lighted  candle  on  the 
table,  '  it  was  a  bad  dream.     Only  look  at  me  !' 

His  feet  were  bare  ;  his  red-flannel  shirt  was  thrown  back  at 
the  throat,  and  its  sleeves  were  rolled  above  the  elbows ;  his  only 
otlier  garment,  a  pair  of  under  pantaloons  or  drawers,  reaching  to 
the  ankles,  fitted  him  close  and  tight.  A  certain  lithe  and  savage 
appearance  was  on  his  figure,  and  his  eyes  were  very  bright. 

'  If  there  had  been  a  wrestle  with  a  robber,  as  I  dreamed,'  said 
Obenreizer,  '  you  see,  I  was  stripped  for  it.' 

*  And  armed,  too,'  said  Vendale,  glancing  at  his  girdle. 

'  A  traveller's  dagger,  that  I  always  carry  on  the  road,'  he 
answered  carelessly,  half  drawing  it  from  its  sheath  with  his  left 
hand,  and  putting  it  back  again.     '  Do  you  carry  no  such  thing  V 

'  2^othing  of  the  kind.' 

*  No  pistols  V  said  Obenreizer,  glancing  at  the  table,  and  from 
it  to  the  untouched  pillow. 

'  Nothing  of  the  sort.' 

*  You  Englishmen  are  so  confident !     Y^ou  wish  to  sleep  V 
'  I  have  wished  to  sleep  this  long  time,  but  I  can't  do  it.' 

*  I  neither,  after  the  bad  dream.  My  fire  has  gone  the  way 
of  your  candle.  May  I  come  and  sit  by  yours  ?  Two  o'clock  ! 
It  will  so  soon  be  four,  that  it  is  not  worth  the  trouble  to  go  to 
bed  again.' 

'  I  shall  not  take  the  trouble  to  go  to  bed  at  all,  now,'  said 
Vendale ;   '  sit  here  and  keep  me  company,  and  welcome.' 

Going  back  to  his  room  to  arrange  his  dress,  Obenreizer  soon 
returned  in  a  loose  cloak  and  slippers,  and  they  sat  down  on  oppo- 
site sides  of  the  hearth.  In  the  interval  Vendale  had  replenisned 
the  fire  from  the  wood-basket  in  his  room,  and  Obenre'zer  had  put 
upon  the  table  a  flask  and  cup  from  his. 

'  Common  cabaret  brandy,  I  am  afraid,'  he  said,  pouring  out ; 
*  bought  upon  the  road,  and  not  like  yours  from  Crijijde  Corner. 
But  yours  is  ejchausted ;  so  much  the  worse,    A  cold  night,  a  cold 
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time  of  mght,  a  cold  country,  and  a  cold  house.     ITiis  may  bs 
better  than  nothing ;   try  it.' 

Vendale  took  the  cup,  and  did  so. 

*  How  do  you  find  it  V 

*  It  has  a  coarse  after-flavour,'  said  Vendale,  giving  back  the 
cup  with  a  slight  shudder,  '  and  I  don't  like  it.' 

'  You  are  right,'  said  Obenreizer,  tasting,  and  smacking  his 
lips ;  '  it  has  a  coarse  after-flavour,  and  /  don't  like  it.  Booh  ! 
it  burns,  though  !'  He  had  flung  what  remained  in  the  cup  upon 
the  fire. 

Each  of  them  leaned  an  elbow  on  the  table,  reclined  his  head 
upon  his  hand,  and  sat  looking  at  the  flaring  logs.  Obenreizer 
remained  watchful  and  still ;  but  Vendale,  after  certain  nervous 
twitches  and  starts,  in  one  of  which  he  rose  to  his  feet  and  looked 
wildly  about  him,  fell  into  the  strangest  confusion  of  dreams.  He 
carried  his  papers  in  a  leather  case  or  pocket-book,  in  an  inner 
breast-pocket  of  his  buttoned  travelling-coat ;  and  whatever  he 
dreamed  of,  in  the  lethargy  that  got  possession  of  him,  something 
importunate  in  these  papers  called  him  out  of  that  dream,  though 
he  could  not  wake  from  it.  He  was  belated  on  the  steppes  of 
Russia  (some  shadowy  person  gave  that  name  to  the  place)  with 
Marguerite ;  and  yet  the  sensation  of  a  hand  at  his  breast,  softly 
feeling  the  outline  of  the  pocket-book  as  he  lay  asleep  before  the 
fire,  was  present  to  him.  He  was  shipwrecked  in  an  open  boat  at 
sea,  and  having  lost  his  clothes,  had  no  other  covering  than  an 
old  sail ;  and  yet  a  creeping  hand,  tracing  outside  all  the  other 
pockets  of  the  dress  he  actually  wore,  for  papers,  and  finding  none 
answer  its  touch,  warned  him  to  rouse  himself.  He  was  in  the 
ancient  vault  at  Cripple  Corner,  to  which  was  transferred  the  very 
bed  substantial  and  present  in  that  very  room  at  Basle ;  and 
Wilding  (not  dead,  as  he  had  supposed,  and  yet  he  did  not  wonder 
much)  shook  him,  and  whispered,  '  Look  at  that  man  !  Don't  you 
see  he  has  risen,  and  is  turning  the  pillow  ?  Why  should  he  turn 
tlie  pillow,  if  not  to  seek  those  papers  that  are  in  your  breast  1 
Awake  !'     And  yet  he  slept,  and  wandered  oft'  into  other  dreams. 

Watchful  and  still,  with  his  elbow  on  the  table  and  his  head 
upon  that  hand,  his  companion  at  length  said  :  '  Vendale  !  We 
are  called.  Past  Four  !'  Then,  opening  his  eyes,  he  saw,  turned 
sideways  on  him,  the  filmy  face  of  Obenreizer. 

'  You  have  been  in  a  heavy  sleep,'  he  said.  '  The  fatigue  of 
constant  travelling  and  the  cold  !' 

'  I  am  broad  awake  now,'  cried  Vendale,  springing  up,  but 
with  an  unsteady  footing.     '  Haven't  you  slept  at  all  V 
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*  I  may  have  dozed,  but  I  seem  to  have  been  patiently  looking 
at  the  fire.  Whether  or  no,  we  must  wash,  and  brealifast,  and 
turn  out.     Past  four,  Vendale  ;  past  four  !' 

It  was  said  in  a  tone  to  rouse  him,  for  already  he  was  half 
asleep  again.  In  his  preparation  for  the  day,  too,  and  at  his 
breakfast,  he  was  often  virtually  asleep  while  in  mechanical  action. 
It  was  not  until  the  cold  dark  day  was  closing  in,  that  he  had  any 
distincter  impressions  of  the  ride  than  jingling  bells,  bitter  weather, 
sUpping  horses,  frowning  hill-sides,  bleak  woods,  and  a  stoppage 
at  some  wayside  house  of  entertainment,  where  they  had  passed 
through  a  cowhouse  to  reach  the  travellers'  room  above.  He  had 
been  conscious  of  little  more,  except  of  Obenreizer  sitting  thought- 
ful at  his  side  all  day,  and  eying  him  much. 

But  when  he  shook  off  his  stupor,  Obenreizer  was  not  at  his 
side.  The  carriage  was  stopping  to  bait  at  another  wayside  house ; 
and  a  line  of  long  narrow  carts,  laden  with  casks  of  wine,  and 
drawn  by  horses  with  a  quantity  of  blue  collar  and  head-gear, 
were  baiting  too.  These  came  from  the  direction  in  which  the 
travellers  were  going,  and  Obenreizer  (not  thoughtful  now,  but 
cheerful  and  alert)  was  talking  with  the  foremost  driver.  As 
Vendale  stretched  his  limbs,  circulated  his  blood,  and  cleared  off 
the  lees  of  his  lethargy,  with  a  sharp  run  to  and  fro  in  the  bracing 
air,  the  line  of  carts  moved  on :  the  drivers  all  saluting  Obenreizer 
as  they  passed  him. 

'  Who  are  those  V  asked  Vendale. 

'  They  are  our  carriers — Defresnier  and  Company's,'  replied 
Obenreizer.  '  Those  are  our  casks  of  wine.'  He  was  singing  to 
himself,  and  lighting  a  cigar. 

'  I  have  been  drearily  dull  company  to-day,'  said  Vendale. 
'  I  don't  know  what  has  been  the  matter  with  me.' 

'  You  had  no  sleep  last  night;  and  a  kind  of  brain-congestion  fre- 
quently comes,  at  first,  of  such  cold,'  said  Obenreizer.  '  I  have  seen 
it  often.   After  all,  we  shall  have  our  journey  for  nothing,  it  seems.' 

'  How  for  nothing  ?' 

'  The  House  is  at  ]Milan.  You  know,  we  are  a  "Wine  House 
at  Xeuchatel,  and  a  Silk  House  at  Milan  ]  Well,  Silk  happen- 
ing to  press  of  a  sudden,  more  than  Wine,  Defresnier  was  sum- 
moned to  Milan.  Eolland,  the  other  partner,  has  been  taken  ill 
since  his  departure,  and  the  doctors  will  allow  him  to  see  no  one. 
A  letter  awaits  yon  at  Neuchatel  to  tell  you  so.  I  have  it  from 
our  chief  carrier  whom  you  saw  me  talking  with.  He  was  sur- 
prised to  see  me,  and  said  he  had  that  word  for  you  if  he  met 
you.     What  do  you  do  1     Go  back  V 
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*  Go  on,'  said  Vendale. 

*  On  V 

*  On  1    Yes.     Across  the  Alps,  and  down  to  Milan.' 
Obenreizer  stopped  in  his  smoking  to  look  at  Vendale,  and 

then  smoked  heavily,  looked  up  the  road,  looked  down  the  road, 
looked  down  at  the  stones  in  the  road  at  his  feet. 

*  I  have  a  very  serious  matter  in  charge,'  said  Vendale;  *  more 
of  these  missing  forms  may  be  turned  to  as  bad  account,  or  worse ; 
I  am  urged  to  lose  no  time  in  helping  the  House  to  take  the  thief ; 
and  nothing  shall  turn  me  back.' 

'  No  V  cried  Obenreizer,  taking  out  his  cigar  to  smile,  and 
giving  his  hand  to  his  fellow-traveller.  '  Then  nothing  shall  turn 
jne  back.  Ho,  driver  1  Despatch.  Quick  there  !  Let  us  push 
ou!' 

They  travelled  through  the  night.  There  had  been  snow,  and 
there  was  a  partial  thaw,  and  they  mostly  travelled  at  a  foot-pace, 
and  always  with  many  stoppages  to  breathe  the  splashed  and 
floundering  horses.  After  an  hour's  broad  daylight,  they  drew 
rein  at  the  inn-door  at  Neuchatel,  having  been  some  eight-and- 
twenty  hours  in  conquering  some  eighty  English  miles. 

When  they  had  hurriedly  refreshed  and  changed,  they  went 
together  to  the  house  of  business  of  Defresnier  and  Company. 
There  they  found  the  letter  which  the  wine-carrier  had  described, 
enclosing  the  tests  and  comparisons  of  hand-writing  essential  to 
the  discovery  of  the  Forger.  Vendale's  determination  to  press 
forward,  without  resting,  being  already  taken,  the  only  question  to 
delay  them  was  by  what  Pass  could  they  cross  the  Alps  ?  Re- 
specting the  state  of  the  two  Passes  of  the  St.  Gotthard  and  the 
Simplon,  the  guides  and  mule-drivers  diftcred  greatly ;  and  both 
passes  were  still  far  enough  off,  to  prevent  the  travellers  from 
having  the  benefit  of  any  recent  experience  of  either.  Besides 
which,  they  well  knew  that  a  fall  of  snow  might  altogether  change 
the  described  conditions  in  a  single  hour,  even  if  they  were  cor- 
rectly stated.  But,  on  the  whole,  the  Simplon  appearing  to  be 
the  hopefuller  route,  Vendale  decided  to  take  it.  Obenreizer  bore 
little  or  no  part  in  the  discussion,  and  scarcely  spoke. 

To  Geneva,  to  Lausanne,  along  the  level  margin  of  the  lake  to 
Vevay,  so  into  the  winding  valley  between  the  spurs  of  the  moun- 
tains, and  into  the  valley  of  the  Rhone.  The  sound  of  the  car- 
riage-wheels, as  they  rattled  on,  through  the  day,  through  tlie 
night,  became  as  the  wheels  of  a  great  clock,  recording  the  hours. 
No  change  of  weather  varied  the  journey,  after  it  had  hardened 
into  a  sullen  frost.    In  a  sombre-yellow  sky,  they  saw  the  Alpiiw 
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ranges ;  and  they  saw  enough  of  snow  on  nearer  and  mnch  lower 
hill-tops  and  hill-sides,  to  sully,  by  contrast,  the  purity  of  lake, 
torrent,  and  waterfall,  and  make  the  villages  look  discoloured  and 
dirty.  But  no  snow  fell,  nor  was  there  any  snow-drift  on  the 
road.  The  stalking  along  the  valley  of  more  or  less  of  white  mist, 
changing  on  their  hair  and  dress  into  icicles,  was  the  only  variety 
between  them  and  the  gloomy  sky.  And  still  by  day,  and  still  by 
night,  the  wheels.  And  still  they  rolled,  in  the  hearing  of  one  of 
them,  to  the  burden,  altered  from  the  burden  of  the  Rhine :  '  The 
time  is  gone  for  robbing  him  alive,  and  I  must  murder  him.' 

They  came,  at  length,  to  the  poor  little  town  of  Brieg,  at  the 
foot  of  the  Simplon.  They  came  there  after  dark,  but  yet  could 
see  how  dwarfed  men's  works  and  men  became  with  the  immense 
mountains  towering  over  them.  Here  they  must  lie  for  the  night; 
and  here  was  warmth  of  fire,  and  lamp,  and  dinner,  and  wine,  and 
after- conference  resounding,  with  guides  and  drivers.  No  human 
creature  had  come  across  the  Pass  for  four  days.  The  snow  above 
the  snow-line  was  too  soft  for  wheeled  carriage,  and  not  hard 
enough  for  sledge.  There  was  snow  in  the  sky.  There  had  been 
snow  in  the  sky  for  days  past,  and  the  marvel  was  that  it  had  not 
fallen,  and  the  certainty  was  that  it  must  fall.  No  vehicle  could 
cross.  The  journey  might  be  tried  on  mules,  or  it  might  be  tried 
on  foot ;  but  the  best  guides  must  be  paid  danger-price  in  either 
case,  and  that,  too,  whether  they  succeeded  in  taking  the  two  tra- 
vellers across,  or  turned  for  safety  and  brought  them  back. 

In  this  discussion,  Obenreizer  bore  no  part  whatever.  He  sat 
silently  smoking  by  the  tire  until  the  room  was  cleared  and  Ven- 
dale  referred  to  him. 

*  Bah  !  I  am  weary  of  these  poor  devils  and  their  trade,'  he 
said,  in  reply.  '  Always  the  same  story.  It  is  the  story  of  their 
trade  to-day,  as  it  was  the  story  of  their  trade  when  I  was  a 
ragged  boy.  What  do  you  and  I  want  ?  We  want  a  knapsack 
each,  and  a  mountain-staff  each.  We  want  no  guide  ;  we  should 
guide  him  ;  he  would  not  guide  us.  We  leave  our  portmanteaus 
here,  and  we  cross  together.  We  have  been  on  the  mountains  to- 
gether before  now,  and  I  am  mountain-born,  and  I  know  this  Pass 
— Pass  ! — rather  H'gh  Road  ! — by  heart.  We  will  leave  these 
poor  devils,  in  pity,  to  trade  with  others;  but  they  must  not  delay 
us  to  make  a  pretence  of  earning  money.  Which  is  all  they 
mean.' 

Vendale,  glad  to  be  quit  of  the  dispute,  and  to  cut  the  knot : 
active,  adventurous,  bent  on  getting  lorvvard,  and  thereiore  very 
susceptible  to  the  last  hint :  readily  assented.    Within  two  hours, 
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they  had  purchased  what  they  wanted  for  the  expedition,  had 
packed  their  knapsacks,  and  lay  down  to  sleep. 

At  break  of  day,  they  found  half  the  town  collected  in  the  nar- 
row street  to  see  them  depart.  The  people  talked  together  in 
groups ;  the  guides  aiad  drivers  whispered  apart,  and  looked  u^) 
at  the  sky ;  no  one  wished  them  a  good  journey. 

As  they  began  the  ascent,  a  gleam  of  sun  shone  from  the 
otherwise  unaltered  sky,  and  for  a  moment  turned  the  tin  spires 
of  the  town  to  silver. 

'  A  good  omen  I'  said  Vendale  (though  it  died  out  while  he 
spoke).     '  Perhaps  our  example  will  open  the  Pass  on  this  side.' 

'No;  we  shall  not  be  followed,'  returned  Obenrei/er,  looking 
up  at  the  sky  and  back  at  the  valley.  '  We  shall  be  alone  up 
yonder,' 

ON  THE  MOUNTAIN, 

The  road  was  fair  enough  for  stout  walkers,  and  the  air  grew 
lighter  and  easier  to  breathe  as  the  two  ascended.  But  the  settled 
gloom  remained  as  it  had  remained  for  days  back.  Nature  seemed 
to  have  come  to  a  pause.  The  sense  of  hearing,  no  less  than  the 
sense  of  sight,  was  troubled  by  having  to  wait  so  long  for  the 
change,  whatever  it  might  be,  that  impended.  The  silence  was  as 
palpable  and  heavy  as  the  lowering  clouds — or  rather  cloud,  for 
there  seemed  to  be  but  one  in  all  the  sky,  and  that  one  covering 
the  whole  of  it. 

Althougli  the  light  was  thus  dismally  shrouded,  the  prospect 
was  not  obscured.  Down  in  the  valley  of  the  Rlione  behind  them, 
the  stream  could  be  traced  through  all  its  many  windings,  oppres- 
sively sombre  and  solemn  in  its  one  leaden  hue,  a  colourless  waste. 
Far  and  high  above  them,  glaciers  and  suspended  avalanches  over- 
hung the  spots  where  they  must  pass,  by  and  by;  deep  and  dark 
below  them  on  their  right,  were  awful  precipice  and  roai'ing  tor- 
rent; tremendous  mountains  arose  in  every  vista.  The  gigantic 
landscape,  uncheered  by  a  touch  of  changing  light  or  a  solitary 
ray  of  sun,  was  yet  terribly  distinct  in  its  ferocity.  The  hearts  of 
two  lonely  men  might  shrink  a  little,  if  they  had  to  win  their  way 
for  miles  and  hours  among  a  legion  of  silent  and  motionless  men 
— mere  men  like  themselves — all  looking  at  thern  with  fixed  and 
frowning  front.  But  how  nuioh  more,  when  the  legion  is  of 
Nature's  mightiest  works,  ami  the  frown  may  turn  to  lury  in  an 
instant ! 

As  they  ascended,  the  road  became  gradually  more  mgged 
and  difficult.    But  the  spirits  of  Vendale  rose  as  they  momited 
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Ligher,  leaving  so  much  more  of  the  road  behind  them  conquered. 
Obenreizer  spoke  little,  and  held  on  with  a  determined  purpose. 
Both,  in  respect  of  agility  and  endurance,  were  well  qualified  for 
the  expedition.  Whatever  the  born  mountaineer  read  in  the 
weather-tokens  that  was  illegible  to  the  other,  he  kept  to  him- 
self. 

*  Shall  we  get  across  to-day  V  asked  Vendale. 

*  No,'  replied  the  other.  *  You  see  how  much  deeper  the 
enow  lies  here  than  it  lay  half  a  league  lower.  The  higher  we 
mount,  the  deeper  the  snow  will  lie.  Walking  is  half  wading 
even  now.  And  the  days  are  so  short  I  If  we  get  as  high  as 
the  fifth  Refuge,  and  lie  to-night  at  the  Hospice,  we  shall  do 
weU.' 

'  Is  there  no  danger  of  the  weather  rising  in  the  night,'  asked 
Vendale,  anxiously,  '  and  snowing  us  up  V 

'  There  is  danger  enough  about  us,'  said  Obenreizer,  with  a 
cautious  glance  onward  and  upward,  '  to  render  silence  our  best 
policy.     You  have  heard  of  the  Bridge  of  the  Ganther  ]' 

'  I  have  crossed  it  once.' 

'  In  the  summer?' 

'  Yes;  in  the  travelling  season.' 

*  Yes;  but  it  is  another  thing  at  this  season  ;'  with  a  sneer, 
as  though  he  were  out  of  temper.  '  This  is  not  a  time  of  year, 
or  a  state  of  things,  on  an  Alpine  Pass,  that  you  gentlemen  holi- 
day-travellers know  much  about.' 

'You  are  my  Guide,'  said  Vendale,  good  humouredly.  'I 
trust  to  you.' 

'  I  am  your  Guide,'  said  Obenreizer,  '  and  I  will  guide  you  to 
your  journey's  end.     There  is  the  Bridge  before  us.' 

They  had  made  a  turn  into  a  desolate  and  dismal  ravine, 
where  the  snow  lay  deep  belf)W  them,  deep  above  them,  deep  on 
every  side.  While  speaking,  Obenreizer  stood  pointing  at  the 
Bridge,  and  observing  Vendale's  face,  with  a  very  singular  ex- 
pression on  his  own. 

'  If  I,  as  Guide,  had  sent  you  over  there,  in  advance,  and 
encouraged  you  to  give  a  shout  or  two,  you  might  have  brought 
down  upon  yourself  tons  and  tons  and  tons  of  snow,  that  would 
not  only  have  struck  you  dead,  but  buried  you  deep,  at  a  blow.' 

'  No  doubt,'  said  Vendale. 

'  No  doubt.  But  that  is  not  what  T  have  to  do,  as  Guide. 
So  pass  silently.  Or,  going  as  we  go,  our  indiscretion  might  *^lse 
crush  and  bury  me.     Let  us  get  on  !' 

There  was  a  great  accumulation  of  snow  on  the  Bridge  :  and 
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snch  enormous  accnmnlations  of  snow  overhung  them  from  pro- 
jecting masses  of  rock,  that  they  might  have  been  making  their 
way  through  a  stormy  sky  of  wliite  chjuds.  Using  iiis  staff 
skilfully,  sounding  as  he  went,  and  looking  upward,  with  bent 
shoulders,  as  it  were  to  resist  the  mere  idea  of  a  fall  from  above, 
Obenreizer  softly  led.  Vendale  closely  followed.  They  were  yet 
in  the  midst  of  their  dangerous  way,  when  there  came  a  mighty 
rush,  followed  by  a  sound  as  of  thunder.  Obenreizer  clapped  his 
hand  on  Vendale's  mouth  and  pointed  to  the  track  behind  them. 
Its  aspect  had  been  wholly  changed  in  a  moment.  An  avalanche 
had  swept  over  it,  and  plunged  into  the  torrent  at  the  bottom  of 
the  gulf  below. 

Their  appearance  at  the  solitary  Inn  not  far  beyond  this  terri- 
ble Bridge,  elicited  many  expressions  of  astonishment  from  the 
people  shut  up  in  the  house.  '  We  stay  bat  to  rest,'  said  Oben- 
reizer, shaking  the  snow  from  his  dress  at  the  fire.  '  This  gen- 
tleman has  very  pressing  occasion  to  get  across ;  tell  them,  Ven- 
dale.' 

'  Assuredly,  I  have  very  pressing  occasion.     I  must  cross.' 

*  You  hear,  all  of  you.  My  friend  has  very  pressing  occasion 
to  get  across,  and  we  want  no  advice  and  no  help.  I  am  as  good 
a  guide,  my  fellow-countrymen,  as  any  of  you.  Now,  give  us  to 
eat  and  driijk.' 

In  exactly  the  same  way,  and  in  nearly  the  same  words,  when 
it  was  coming  on  dark  and  they  had  struggled  through  the  greatly 
increased  difficulties  of  the  road,  and  had  at  last  reached  their 
destination  for  the  night,  Obenreizer  said  to  the  astonished  people 
of  the  Hospice,  gathering  aiiout  them  at  the  fire,  while  they  were 
yet  in  the  act  of  getting  their  wet  shoes  off,  and  shaldug  the  snow 
from  their  clothes : 

'  It  is  well  to  understand  one  another,  friends  all.  This  gen- 
tleman  ' 

'  — Has,'  said  Vendale,  readily  taking  him  up  with  a  smile, 
*  very  pressing  occasion  to  get  across.     Must  cross.' 

'  You  hear] — has  very  pressing  occasion  to  get  across,  must 
cross.  We  want  no  advice  and  no  help.  I  am  mountain-born, 
and  act  as  Guide.  Do  not  worry  us  by  talking  abuut  it,  but  let 
us  have  supper,  and  wine,  and  bed.' 

All  through  the  intense  culd  of  the  night,  the  same  awful 
stillness.  Again  at  sunrise,  no  sunny  tinge  to  gild  or  redden  the 
suow.  The  simie  interminable  waste  of  deathly  white  ;  the  same 
immovable  air;   the  same  monotonous  gloom  in  the  «>ky. 

'  Travellers  !'  a  friendly  voice  called  to  them  from  the  door, 
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after  they  were  afoot,  knapsack  on  back  and  staff  in  hand,  as  yes- 
terday ;  '  recollect !  There  are  five  places  of  shelter,  near  toge- 
ther, on  the  dangerous  road  before  you ;  and  there  is  the  wooden 
Cross,  and  there  is  the  next  Hospice.  Do  not  stray  from  the 
track.     If  the  Tonrmente  comes  on,  take  shelter  instantly  !' 

'  The  trade  of  these  poor  devils !'  said  Obenreizer  to  his 
friend,  with  a  contemptuous  backward  wave  of  his  hand  towards 
the  voice.  '  How  they  stick  to  their  trade !  You  Englishmen 
say  we  Swiss  are  mercenary.     Truly,  it  does  look  like  it.' 

They  had  divided  between  the  two  knapsacks  such  refresh- 
ments as  they  had  been  able  to  obtain  that  morning,  and  as  they 
deemed  it  prudent  to  take.  Obenreizer  carried  the  wine  as  his 
share  of  the  burden ;  Veudale,  the  bread  and  meat  and  cheese, 
and  the  flask  of  brandy. 

They  had  for  some  time  laboured  upward  and  onward  through 
the  snow — which  was  now  above  their  knees  in  the  track,  and  of 
unknown  depth  elsewhere — and  they  were  still  labouring  upward 
and  onward  through  the  most  frightful  part  of  that  tremendous 
desolation,  when  snow  began  to  fall.  At  first,  but  a  few  flakes 
descended  slowly  and  steauiiy.  After  a  little  while  the  fall  grew 
much  denser,  and  suddenly  it  began  without  apparent  cause  to 
whirl  itself  into  spiral  .shapes.  Instantly  ensuing  upon  this  last 
change,  an  icy  blast  came  roaring  at  them,  and  every  sound  and 
force  imprisoned  until  now  was  let  loose. 

One  of  the  dismal  galleries  through  which  the  road  is  carried 
at  that  perilous  point,  a  cave  eked  out  by  arches  of  great  strength. 
was  near  at  hand.  They  struggled  into  it,  and  the  storm  raged 
wildly.  The  noise  of  the  wind,  the  noise  of  the  water,  the  thun- 
dering down  of  displaced  masses  of  rock  and  snow,  the  awful 
voices  with  which  not  only  that  gorge  but  every  gorge  in  the 
whole  monstrous  range  seemed  to  be  suddeidy  endowed,  the  dark- 
ness as  of  night,  the  violent  revolving  of  the  snow  which  beat  and 
broke  it  into  spray  and  blinded  them,  the  madness  of  everything 
around  insatiate  for  destruction,  the  rapid  substitution  of  furious 
violence  for  unnatural  calm,  and  hosts  of  appalling  sounds  for 
silence :  these  were  things,  on  the  edge  of  a  deep  abyss,  to  chill 
the  blood,  though  the  fierce  wind,  made  actually  solid  by  ice  and 
snow,  had  failed  to  chill  it. 

Obenreizer,  walking  to  and  fro  in  the  gallery  withoiit  ceasing, 
signed  to  Vendale  to  help  him  unbuckle  his  knapsack.  They 
could  see  each  r)tlier,  but  could  not  have  heard  each  other  speak. 
Vendalr  niiiiplying,  Obenreizer  produced  his  bottle  of  wine,  and 
poured  fecnue  out,  motioning  Vendale  to  take  that  for  warmth's 


528  NO  THOROUGHFARE. 

Bake,  and  not  brandy.  Vendale  again  complying,  Obenreizer 
seemed  to  drink  after  him,  and  the  two  walked  backwards  and 
forwards  side  by  side ;  both  well  knowing  that  to  rest  or  sleep 
would  be  to  die. 

The  snow  came  driving  heavily  into  the  gallery  by  the  upper 
end  at  which  they  would  pass  out  of  it,  if  they  ever  passed  out ; 
for  greater  dangers  lay  on  the  road  behind  them  than  before. 
The  snow  soon  began  to  choke  the  arch.  An  hour  more,  and  it 
lay  so  high  as  to  block  out  half  of  the  returning  daylight.  But 
it  froze  hard  i)OW,  as  it  fell,  and  could  be  clambered  through  or 
over.  The  violence  of  the  mountain  storm  was  gradually  yielding 
to  a  steady  snowfall.  The  wind  still  raged  at  intervals,  but  not 
incessantly ;  and  when  it  paused,  the  snow  fell  in  heavy  flakes. 

They  might  have  been  two  hours  in  their  frightful  prison, 
when  Obenreizer,  now  crunching  into  the  mound,  now  creeping 
over  it  with  his  head  bowed  down  and  his  body  touching  the  top 
of  the  arch,  made  his  way  out.  Vendale  followed  close  upon  him, 
but  followed  without  clear  motive  or  calculation.  For  the  lethargy 
of  Basle  was  creeping  over  him  again,  and  mastering  his  senses. 

How  far  he  had  followed  out  of  the  gallery,  or  with  what 
obstacles  he  had  since  contended,  he  knew  not.  He  became 
roused  to  the  knowledge  that  Obenreizer  had  set  upon  him,  and 
that  they  were  struggling  desperately  in  the  snow.  He  became 
roused  to  the  remembrance  of  what  his  assailant  carried  in  a 
girdle.  He  felt  for  it,  drew  it,  struck  at  him,  struggled  again, 
struck  at  him  again,  cast  him  otf,  and  stood  face  to  face  with  him. 

'  I  promised  to  guide  you  to  your  journey's  end,'  said  Oben- 
reizer, '  and  I  have  kept  my  promise.  The  journey  of  your 
life  ends  here.  Nothing  can  prolong  it.  You  are  sleeping  as 
you  stand.' 

'  You  are  a  villain.    What  have  you  done  to  me  ?' 

'  You  are  a  fool.  I  have  drugged  you.  You  are  doubly  a 
fool,  for  I  drugged  you  once  before  upon  the  journey,  to  try 
you.  You  are  trebly  a  fool,  for  I  am  the  thief  and  forger,  and 
in  a  few  moments  I  shall  take  those  proofs  against  the  thief 
and  forger  from  your  insensible  body.' 

The  entrapped  man  tried  to  throw  off  the  lethargy,  but  its 
fatal  hold  upon  him  was  so  sure  that,  even  while  he  heard 
those  words,  he  stupidly  wondered  which  of  them  had  been 
wounded,  and  whose  blood  it  was  that  he  saw  sprinkled  on  the 

6U0W. 

'  What  have  I  done  to  you,'  he  asked,  heavily  and  thickly, 
*  that  you  should  be — so  base — a  murderer  V 
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'Done  to  me?  You  would  have  destroyed  me,  but  that  yovi 
have  come  to  your  journey's  end.  Your  cursed  activity  inter- 
posed between  nie,  and  the  time  I  had  counted  on  in  which  I 
might  have  replaced  the  money.  Done  to  me  ?  You  liave  come 
in  my  way — not  once,  not  twice,  but  again  and  again  and  again. 
Did  I  try  to  shake  you  otf  in  the  beginning,  or  no  1  You  were 
not  to  be  shaken  oft'.     Therefore  you  die  here.' 

Vendale  tried  to  think  coherently,  tried  to  speak  coherently, 
tried  to  pick  up  the  iron-shod  stall"  he  had  let  fall ;  failing  to 
touch  it,  tried  to  stagger  on  without  its  aid.  All  in  vain,  all  in 
vain  !  He  stumbled,  and  fell  heavily  forward  on  the  brink  of  the 
deep  chasm. 

Stupetied,  dozing,  unable  to  stand  upon  his  feet,  a  veil  before 
his  eyes,  his  sense  of  hearing  deadened,  he  made  such  a  vigorous 
rally  that,  supporting  himself  on  his  hands,  he  saw  his  enemy 
standing  calmly  over  him,  and  heard  him  speak. 

'  You  call  me  murderer,'  said  Obenreizer,  with  a  grim  laugh. 
'  The  name  matters  very  little.  But  at  least  I  have  set  my  life 
against  yours,  for  I  am  surrounded  by  dangers,  and  njay  never 
make  my  way  out  of  this  place.  The  Tourmente  is  rising  again. 
The  snow  is  on  the  whirl.  I  must  have  the  papers  now.  Every 
moment  has  my  life  in  it.' 

'  Stop  !'  cried  Vendale,  in  a  terrible  voice,  staggering  up  with 
a  last  flash  of  fire  breaking  out  of  him,  and  clutching  the  thievish 
hands  at  his  breast,  in  both  of  his.  '  Stop !  Stand  away  from 
me !  God  bless  my  Marguerite  !  Happily  she  will  never  know 
how  I  died.  Stand  off"  from  me,  and  let  me  look  at  your  mur- 
derous face.     Let  it  remind  me — of  something — left  to  say.' 

The  sight  of  him  fighting  so  hard  for  his  senses,  and  the  doubt 
whether  he  might  not  for  the  instant  be  possessed  by  the  strength 
of  a  dozen  men,  kept  his  opponent  still.  Wildly  glaring  at  him, 
Vendale  faltered  out  the  broken  words: 

'  It  shall  not  be — tlie  trust — of  the  dead — betrayed  by  me — 
reputed  parents — misinherited  fortune — see  to  it !' 

As  his  head  dropped  on  his  breast,  and  he  stumbled  on  the 
brink  of  the  chasm  as  before,  the  thievish  hands  went  once  more, 
(juick  and  busy,  to  his  breast.  He  made  a  convulsive  attempt  to 
cry  '  No  !'  desperately  rolled  himself  c)ver  into  the  gulf;  and  f-aiik 
away  from  his  enemy's  touch,  like  a  phantom  in  a  dreadful  dreuni 

The  mountain  storm  raged  again,  and  passed  again.  The 
awful  mountain-voices  died  away,  the  moon  rose,  and  the  soft  and 
silent  snow  fell. 

mm 
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Two  men  and  two  large  doars  came  out  at  the  door  of  the  Hos- 
pice. The  men  looked  carefully  around  them,  and  up  at  the  sky. 
The  dogs  rolled  in  the  snow,  and  took  it  into  their  mouths,  and 
cast  it  up  with  their  paws. 

One  of  the  men  said  to  the  other :  '  We  may  venture  now. 
We  may  find  them  in  one  of  the  five  Refuges.'  Each  fastened  on 
his  back  a  basket;  v?ach  took  in  his  hand  a  strong  spiked  pole; 
each  girded  under  his  arms  a  looped  end  of  a  stout  rope,  so  that 
they  were  tied  together. 

Suddenly  the  dogs  desisted  from  their  gambols  in  the  snow, 
stood  looking  down  the  ascent,  put  their  noses  up,  put  their  noses 
down,  became  greatly  excited,  and  broke  into  a  deep  loud  bay 
together. 

The  two  men  looked  in  the  faces  of  the  two  dogs.  The  two 
dogs  looked,  with  at  least  equal  intelligence,  in  the  faces  of  the 
two  men. 

'  Au  secours,  then  1  Help  !  To  the  rescue  !'  cried  the  two 
men.  The  two  dogs,  with  a  glad,  deep,  generous  bark,  bounded 
away. 

'  Two  more  mad  ones  !'  said  the  men,  stricken  motionless,  and 
looking  away  in  the  moonhght.  '  Is  it  possible  in  such  weather  I 
And  one  of  them  a  woman  !' 

Each  of  the  dogs  had  the  corner  of  a  woman's  dress  in  its 
mouth,  and  drew  her  along.  She  fondled  their  heads  as  she  came 
U[),  and  she  came  up  through  the  snow  with  an  accustomed  tread, 
^ot  so  the  large  man  with  her,  who  was  spent  and  winded. 

'  Dear  guides,  dear  friends  of  travellers  !  1  am  <>f  your  country. 
We  seek  two  gentlemen  crossing  the  Pass,  who  sliould  have  reached 
the  Hospice  this  evening.' 

'  They  have  reached  it,  ma'anT^elle.' 

'  Thank  Heaven  !     O  thank  Heaven  1' 

'  But,  unhappily,  they  have  gone  on  again.  We  are  setting 
forth  to  seek  them  even  now.  We  had  to  wait  until  the  Tour- 
iiitnte  passed.     It  has  been  fearful  up  here.' 

'  Dear  guides,  dear  friends  of  travellers  I  Let  me  go  with  you. 
Let  me  go  with  you  for  the  love  of  God  !  One  of  those  gentlemen 
i>  to  be  my  husband.  I  love  him,  O,  so  dearly.  O  so  dearly  ! 
^Ou  see  I  am  not  faint,  you  see  I  am  not  tired.  I  am  born  a 
peasant  girl.  I  will  show  you  that  I  know  well  how  to  fasten  my- 
8clf  to  your  ropes.  I  will  do  it  with  my  own  hands.  I  will  swear 
to  be  brave  and  good.  But  let  me  go  with  you,  let  me  go  with 
you  I  If  any  mischance  should  have  befallen  him,  my  love  would 
lind  him,  when  nothing  else  could.     On  my  knees,  dear  iiiends 
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of  travelers !      By  the   love  your  dear  mothers   had  for  your 
fathers  !' 

The  good  rough  fellows  were  moved.  '  After  all,'  they  mur- 
mured to  one  anoiher,  '  she  speaks  but  tlie  truth.  She  knows  the 
ways  of  the  mountains.  See  how  marvellously  she  has  come  here. 
But  as  to  Monsieur  there,  ma'amselle  V 

'  Dear  Mr.  Joey,'  said  Marguerite,  addressing  him  in  his  own 
tongue,  'you  wiU  remain  at  the  house,  and  wait  for  me;  will  you 
not  ?' 

*  If  I  know'd  which  o'  you  two  recommended  it,'  growled  Joey 
Ladle,  eying  the  two  men  with  great  indignation,  '  I'd  fight  you 
for  sixpence,  and  give  you  half-a-crown  tov\'ards  your  expenses. 
No,  Miss.  I'll  stick  by  you  as  long  as  there's  any  sticking  left  in 
me,  and  I'll  die  for  you  when  I  can't  do  better.' 

The  state  of  the  moon  rendering  it  highly  important  that  no 
time  should  be  lost,  and  the  dogs  showing  signs  of  great  uneasi- 
ness, the  two  men  quickly  took  their  resolution.  The  rope  that 
yoked  them  together  was  exchanged  for  a  longer  one;  the  party 
were  secured,  Marguerite  second,  and  the  Cellaruian  last;  and  tliey 
set  out  for  the  Kefuges.  The  actual  distance  of  those  places  was 
nothing;  the  whole  five  and  the  next  Hospice  to  boot,  being  within 
two  miles;  but  the  ghastly  way  was  whitened  out  and  sheeted 
over. 

They  made  no  miss  in  reaching  the  Gallery  where  the  two  had 
taken  shelter.  The  second  storm  of  wind  and  snow  had  so  wildly 
swept  over  it  since,  that  their  tracks  were  gone.  Bat  the  dogs 
went  to  and  fro  with  their  noses  down,  and  were  confident.  The 
party  stopping,  however,  at  the  farther  arch,  where  the  second 
storm  had  been  especially  furious,  and  where  the  d"ift  was  deep, 
the  dogs  became  troubled,  and  went  about  and  about,  in  quest  of 
a  lost  purpose. 

The  great  abyss  being  known  to  lie  on  the  right,  they  wan 
dered  too  much  to  the  left,  and  had  to  regain  the  way  with  in- 
finite labour  througli  a  deep  field  of  snow.  The  leader  of  the  line 
had  stopped  it,  and  was  taking  note  of  the  landmarks,  when  one 
of  the  dogs  fell  to  tearing  up  the  snow  a  little  before  them.  Ad- 
vancing and  stooping  to  look  at  it,  thinking  that  some  one  might 
be  overwhelmed  there,  they  saw  that  it  was  stained,  and  that  the 
stain  was  red. 

The  other  dog  was  now  seen  to  look  over  the  brink  of  the  gulf, 
with  his  tore  legs  straightened  out,  lest  he  should  fall  into  it,  and 
to  tremble  in  every  limb.  Then  the  dog  who  had  found  the  stained 
enow  ioined  him.  and  then  they  ran  to  and  fro,  distressed  and 
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•whining.  Finally,  they  both  stopped  on  the  brink  together,  and 
setting  up  their  heads,  howled  dolefully. 

'  There  is  some  one  lying  below,'  said  Marguerite. 

'  I  think  so,'  said  the  foremost  man.  '  Stand  well  inward,  the 
two  last,  and  let  us  look  over.' 

The  last  man  kindled  two  torches  from  his  basket,  and  handed 
them  forward.  The  leader  taking  one,  and  Marguerite  the  other, 
they  looked  down :  now  shading  the  torches,  now  moving  them  to 
the  right  or  left,  now  raising  them,  now  depressing  them,  as  moon- 
light far  below  contended  with  black  shadows.  A  piercing  cry 
from  Marguerite  broke  a  long  silence. 

'  My  God  !  On  a  projecting  point,  where  a  wall  of  ice  stretches 
forward  over  the  torrent,  I  see  a  human  form  V 

'  Where,  ma'amselle,  where  f 

'  See,  there !     On  the  shelf  of  ice  below  the  dogs  !' 

The  leader,  with  a  sickened  aspect,  drew  inward,  and  they  were 
all  silent.  Ikit  they  were  not  all  inactive,  for  Marguerite,  with 
swift  and  skilful  fingers,  had  detached  both  herself  and  him  from 
the  rope  in  a  few  seconds.    . 

'  Show  me  the  baskets.     These  two  are  the  only  ropes  V 

'  The  only  ropes  here,  ma'amselle ;  but  at  the  Hospice — ' 

'  If  he  is  alive — I  know  it  is  my  lover — he  will  be  dead  before 
you  can  return.  Dear  Guides !  Blessed  friends  of  travellers ! 
Look  at  me.  "Watch  my  hands.  If  they  falter  or  go  wrong, 
make  me  your  prisoner  by  force.  If  they  are  steady  and  go  right, 
help  me  to  save  him  !' 

She  girded  herself  with  a  cord  under  the  breast  and  arms,  she 
formed  it  into  a  kind  of  jacket,  she  drew  it  into  knots,  she  laid  its 
end  side  by  side  with  the  end  of  the  other  cord,  she  twisted  and 
twined  the  two  together,  slie  knotted  them  together,  she  set  her 
loot  upon  the  knots,  she  strained  them,  she  held  them  for  the  two 
men  to  strain  at. 

*  She  is  inspired,'  they  said  to  one  another. 

'  By  the  Almighty's  mercy!'  she  exclaimed.  *  You  both  know 
that  I  a.n  by  far  the  lightest  here.  Give  me  the  brandy  and  the 
wine,  and  lower  me  down  to  him.  Then  go  for  assistance  and  a 
stronger  rope.  You  see  tliat  when  it  is  lowered  to  me — look  at 
this  about  me  now — I  can  make  it  fast  and  safe  to  his  body. 
Alive  or  dead,  I  will  bring  him  up,  or  die  with  him.  I  love  him 
passionately.     Can  I  say  nK)re  ?' 

They  turned  to  her  companion,  but  he  was  lying  senseless  on 
the  snow. 

*  Lower  mc  down  to  him,'  she  said,  taking  two  little  kega  they 
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had  brought,  and  hanging  them  about  her,  *  or  I  will  dash  myself 
to  pieces  !  I  am  a  peasant,  and  I  know  no  giddiness  or  fear ;  and 
this  is  nothing  to  me,  and  I  passionately  love  him.  Lower  me 
down  !' 

'  Ma'amselle,  ma'amselle,  he  must  be  dying  or  dead.' 

'  Dying  or  dead,  my  husband's  head  shall  lie  upon  my  breast, 
or  I  will  dash  myself  to  pieces.' 

They  yielded,  overborne.  "With  such  precautions  as  their 
skill  and  the  circumstances  admitted,  they  let  her  slip  from  the 
summit,  guiding  herself  down  the  precipitous  icy  wall  with  her 
hand,  and  they  lowered  down,  and  lowered  down,  and  lowered 
down,  until  the  cry  came  up  :   '  Enough  !' 

*  Is  it  really  he,  and  is  he  dead  V  they  called  down,  looking 
over. 

The  cry  came  up  :  'He  is  insensible ;  but  his  heart  beats.  It 
beats  against  mine.' 

'  How  does  he  lie  V 

The  cry  came  up  :  '  Upon  a  ledge  of  ice.  It  has  thawed  be- 
neath him,  and  it  will  thaw  beneath  me.  Hasten.  If  we  die,  I 
am  content.' 

One  of  the  two  men  hurried  off  with  the  dogs  at  such  topmost 
speed  as  he  could  make ;  the  other  set  up  the  lighted  torches  in 
the  snow,  and  applied  himself  to  recovering  the  Englishman. 
Much  snow-chafing  and  some  brandy  got  him  on  his  legs,  but  de- 
lirious and  quite  unconscious  where  he  was. 

The  watch  remained  upon  the  brink,  and  his  cry  went  down 
continually  :  '  Courage  !  They  will  soon  be  here.  How  goes  itf 
And  the  cry  came  up  :  '  His  heart  still  beats  against  mine.  I  warm 
him  in  my  arm«.  I  have  cast  off  the  rope,  for  the  ice  melts  under 
us,  and  the  rope  would  separate  me  from  him;  but  I  am  not 
afraid.' 

The  moon  went  down  behind  the  mountain  tops,  and  all  the 
abyss  lay  in  darkness.  The  cry  went  down:  '  How  goes  it?'  The 
cry  came  up  :  '  We  are  sinking  lower,  but  his  heart  still  beats 
against  mine.' 

At  length  the  eager  barking  of  the  dogs,  and  a  flare  of  light 
upon  the  snow,  proclaimed  that  help  was  coming  on.  Twenty  or 
thirty  men,  lamps,  torches,  litters,  ropes,  blankets,  wood  to  kindle 
a  great  fire,  restoratives  and  stimulants,  came  in  fast.  The  dogs 
ran  from  one  man  to  another,  and  from  this  thing  to  that,  and  ran 
to  tlie  edge  of  the  abyss,  dumbly  entreating  Speed,  speed,  speed  ! 

The  cry  went  down :  *  Thanks  to  God,  all  is  ready.  How 
goes  it  V 


534  NO  THOROUGHFARE. 

The  cry  came  Tip :  *  We  are  sinking  still,  and  we  are  deadly 
cold.  His  heart  no  longer  beats  against  mine.  Let  no  one  come 
down,  to  add  to  our  weight.     Lower  the  rope  only.' 

The  fire  was  kindled  high,  a  great  glare  of  torches  lighted  the 
sides  of  the  precipice,  lamps  were  lowered,  a  strong  rope  was 
lowered.  She  could  be  seen  passing  it  round  him,  and  making  it 
secure. 

The  cry  came  up  into  a  deathly  silence  :  *  Raise !  Softly  !' 
They  could  see  her  diminished  figure  shrink,  as  he  was  swung  into 
the  air. 

They  gave  no  shout  when  some  of  them  laid  him  on  a  litter, 
and  others  lowered  another  strong  rope.  The  cry  again  came  up 
into  a  deathly  silence  :  '  Raise  !  Softly  !'  But  when  they  caught 
her  at  the  brink,  then  they  shouted,  then  they  wept,  then  they 
gave  thanks  to  Heaven,  then  they  kissed  her  feet,  then  they  kissed 
her  dress,  then  the  dogs  caressed  her,  licked  her  icy  hands,  and 
with  their  honest  faces  warmed  her  frozen  bosom ! 

She  broke  from  them  all,  and  sank  over  him  on  his  litter,  with 
both  her  loving  hands  upon  the  heart  that  stood  still. 


Act  IV. 

THE  CLOCK-LOCK. 

The  pleasant  scene  was  Neuchatel ;  the  pleasant  month  was 
April;  the  pleasant  place  was  a  notary's  office;  the  pleasant  per- 
son in  it  was  the  notary  :  a  rosy,  hearty,  handsome  old  man,  chief 
notary  of  Neuchatel,  known  far  and  wide  in  the  canton  as  Maitre 
Voigt.  Professionally  and  personally,  the  notary  was  a  popular 
citizen.  His  iniumierable  kindnesses  and  his  innumerable  oddities 
had  for  years  made  him  one  of  the  recognised  public  characters  of 
the  pleasant  Swiss  town.  His  long  brown  frock-coat  and  his 
black  skull-cap  were  among  the  institutions  of  the  place ;  and  he 
carried  a  snuff- box  which,  in  point  of  size,  was  popularly  believed  to 
be  without  a  parallel  in  Europe. 

There  was  another  person  in  the  notary's  office,  not  so  pleasant 
as  the  notary.     This  was  Obenreizer, 

An  oddly  pastoral  kind  of  office  it  was,  and  one  that  would 
never  have  answered  in  England.  It  stood  in  a  neat  back  yard, 
fenced  off  from  a  pretty  fiower-garden.  Goats  browsed  in  the 
doorway,  and  a  cow  was  within  haU-a-dozen  feet  ol  keeping  com- 
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pany  with  tlie  clerk.  Maitre  Voigt's  mora  was  a  bright  and  var- 
uished  little  ruum,  with  panelled  walls,  like  a  loy-chamber. 
According  to  the  seasons  of  the  year,  roses,  sunflowers,  hollyhocks, 
peeped  in  at  tlie  windows.  ^Maitre  Voigt's  bees  hummed  through 
the  office  all  the  suujmer,  in  at  tliis  window  and  out  at  that,  taking 
it  frequently  in  their  day's  work,  as  if  honey  were  to  be  made 
from  Maitre  Voigt's  sweet  disposition.  A  large  musical  box  on 
the  chimney-piece  often  trilled  away  at  the  Overture  to  Fra  Dia- 
volo,  or  a  Selection  from  William  Tell,  with  a  chirruping  liveliness 
that  had  to  be  stopped  by  force  on  the  entrance  of  a  client,  and 
irrepressibly  broke  out  again  the  moment  his  back  was  turned. 

'  Courage,  courage,  my  good  fellow !'  said  Maitre  Voigt,  pat- 
ting Obenreizer  on  the  knee,  in  a  fatherly  and  comforting  way. 
'  You  will  begin  a  new  life  to-morrow  morning  in  my  office  here.' 

Obenreizer — dressed  in  mourning,  and  subdued  in  manner — 
lifted  his  hand,  with  a  white  handkerchief  in  it,  to  the  region  of 
his  heart.  '  The  gratitude  is  here,'  he  said.  '  But  the  words  to 
express  it  are  not  here.' 

'  Ta-ta-ta !  Don't  talk  to  me  about  gratitude  !'  said  Maitre 
Voigt.  '  I  hate  to  see  a  m&n  oppressed.  I  see  you  oppressed, 
and  I  hold  out  my  hand  to  you  by  instinct.  Besides,  1  am  not 
too  old  yet,  to  remember  my  young  days.  Your  father  sent  me 
my  first  cHent.  (It  was  on  a  question  of  half  an  acre  of  vineyard 
that  seldom  bore  any  grapes.)  Do  I  owe  nothing  to  your  father's 
son?  I  owe  him  a  debt  of  friendly  obligation,  and  I  pay  it  to  you. 
That's  rather  neatly  expressed,  1  think,'  added  Maitre  Voigt,  in 
high  good  humour  with  himself.  '  Permit  me  to  reward  my  own 
merit  with  a  pinch  of  snufF !' 

Obenreizer  dropped  his  eyes  to  the  ground,  us  though  he  were 
not  even  worthy  to  see  the  notary  take  snuft". 

'  Do  me  one  last  favour,  sir,'  he  said,  when  he  raised  his  eyes. 
'  Do  not  act  on  impulse.  Thus  far,  you  have  only  a  general  know- 
ledge of  my  position.  Hear  the  case  for  and  against  me,  in  its 
details,  before  you  take  me  into  your  office.  Let  my  claim  on  your 
benevolence  be  recognised  by  your  sound  reason  as  well  as  by  your 
excellent  heart.  In  that  case,  I  may  hold  up  my  head  against  the 
bitterest  of  my  enemies,  and  build  myself  a  new  reputation  on  the 
ruins  of  the  character  I  have  lost.' 

'  As  you  will,'  said  Mattre  Voigt.  *  You  cpeak  well,  my  son. 
You  will  be  a  fine  lawyer  one  of  these  days.' 

'  The  details  are  not  many,'  pursued  Obenreizer.  *  My  tr<)ii!)les 
begin  with  the  accidental  death  of  my  late  travelling  compamon, 
iLiy  lost  dear  iriend,  Mr.  Veudale.' 
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*  Mr.  Vendale,'  repeated  the  notary.  '  Just  so.  I  have  heard 
and  road  of  the  name,  several  times  within  these  two  montlis.  The 
name  of  the  nnfurtunate  EngUsh  gentleman  who  was  killed  on  the 
Simplon.     When  you  got  that  scar  upon  your  cheek  and  neck.' 

' — From  my  own  knife,'  said  Obenreizer,  touching  what  must 
have  been  an  ugly  gash  at  the  time  of  its  infliction. 

'  From  your  own  knife,'  assented  the  notary,  '  and  in  trying  to 
save  him.  Good,  good,  good.  That  was  very  good.  Vendale. 
Yes.  I  have  several  times,  lately,  thought  it  droll  that  I  should 
once  have  had  a  client  of  that  name.' 

*  But  the  world,  sir,'  returned  Obenreizer,  '  is  so  small  !'  Ne- 
vertheless he  made  a  mental  note  that  the  notary  had  once  had  a 
client  of  that  name. 

'  As  I  was  saying,  sir,  the  death  of  that  dear  travelling  com- 
rade begins  my  troubles.  What  follows  ?  I  save  myself.  I  go 
down  to  ]Milan.  I  am  received  with  coldness  by  Defresnier  and 
Company.  [Shortly  afterwards,  I  am  discharged  by  Defresnier 
and  Company.  Why  1  They  give  no  reason  why.  I  ask,  do 
they  assail  n)y  honour?  No  answer.  I  ask,  what  is  the  imputa- 
tion against  me?  No  answer.  I  ask,  where  are  their  proofs 
against  me?  No  answer.  I  ask,  what  am  I  to  think?  The 
reply  is,  "  M.  Obenreizer  is  free  to  think  what  he  will.  Wliat  M, 
Obenreizer  thinks,  is  of  no  importance  to  Defresnier  and  Com- 
pany."    And  that  is  all.' 

'  Perfectly.  That  is  all,'  assented  the  notary,  taking  a  large 
pinch  of  snuff. 

'  But  is  that  enough,  sir  ?' 

'  That  is  not  enough,'  said  ]\Iaitre  Voigt.  '  The  House  of 
Defresnier  are  my  fellow-townsmen — much  respected,  much  es- 
teemed— but  the  House  of  Defresnier  must  not  silently  destroy  a 
man's  character.  You  can  rebut  assertion.  But  how  can  you 
rebut  silence  ?' 

'  Your  sense  of  justice,  my  dear  patron,'  answered  Obenreizer, 
'  states  in  a  word  the  cruelty  of  the  case.  Does  it  stop  there?  No. 
For,  what  follows  upon  that?' 

'  True,  my  poor  boy,'  said  the  notary,  with  a  comforting  nod 
or  two  ;  '  your  ward  rebels  upon  that.' 

*  Rebels  is  too  soft  a  word,'  retorted  Obenreizer.  '  My  ward 
revolts  from  me  with  horror.  ISly  ward  defies  me.  My  ward 
withdraws  herself  from  my  authority,  and  takes  shelter  (!^Jadame 
Dor  with  her)  in  the  house  of  that  English  lawyer,  Mr.  Bintrey, 
who  replies  to  your  summons  to  her  to  submit  herself  to  my 
authority,  that  she  will  not  do  so.' 


NO  THOROUGHFARE.  537 

' — And  who  afterwards  writes,'  said  the  notary,  moving  his 
large  snuff-box  to  look  among  the  papers  underneath  it  for  the 
letter,  '  that  he  is  coming  to  confer  with  me.' 

'Indeed*?'  replied  Obenreizer,  rather  checked.  'Well,  sir. 
Have  I  no  legal  rights  f 

'  Assuredly,  my  poor  boy,'  returned  the  notary.  '  All  but 
felons  have  their  legal  rights.' 

'  x\nd  who  calls  me  felon  T  said  Obenreizer,  fiercely. 

'  No  one.  Be  calm  under  your  wrongs.  If  the  House  of 
Defresnier  would  call  you  felon,  indeed,  we  should  know  how  to 
deal  with  them.' 

While  saying  these  words,  he  had  handed  Bintrey's  very  short 
letter  to  Obenreizer,  who  now  read  it  and  gave  it  back. 

'  In  saying,'  observed  Obenreizer  with  recovered  composure, 
'  that  he  is  coming  to  confer  with  you,  this  English  lawyer  means 
that  he  is  coming  to  deny  my  authority  over  my  ward.' 

'You  think  so  r 

'  I  am  sure  of  H.  I  know  him.  He  is  obstinate  and  conten- 
tious. You  will  tell  me,  my  dear  sir,  whether  my  authority  is 
unassailable,  until  my  ward  is  of  age  ]' 

'  Absolutely  unassailable.' 

'  I  will  enforce  it.  I  will  make  her  submit  herself  to  it.  For,' 
said  Obenreizer,  changing  his  angry  tone  to  one  of  grateful  sub- 
mission, '  I  owe  it  to  you,  sir ;  to  you,  who  have  so  confidingly 
taken  an  injured  man  under  your  protection,  and  into  your  em- 
ployment.' 

'  Make  your  mind  easy,'  said  Maitre  Voigt.  *  No  more  of  this 
DOW,  and  no  thanks  !  Be  here  to-morrow  morning,  before  the 
other  clerk  comes — between  seven  and  eight.  You  will  find  nie 
in  this  room  ;  and  I  will  myself  initiate  you  in  your  work.  Go 
away  !  go  away  !  I  have  letters  to  write.  I  won't  hear  a  word 
more.' 

Dismissed  with  this  generous  abruptness,  and  satisfied  with 
the  favourable  impression  he  had  left  on  the  old  man's  uiiiid, 
Obenreizer  was  at  leisure  to  revert  to  the  mental  note  he  had 
made  that  Maitre  Voigt  once  had  a  chent  whose  name  ^\as 
Vend  ale. 

'  I  ought  to  know  England  well  enough  by  this  time;'  so  his 
meditations  ran,  as  he  sat  on  a  bench  in  the  yard  ;  '  and  it  is  not 
a  name  I  ever  eticountered  there,  except — '  he  looked  involunta- 
rily over  his  shoulder — '  as  his  name.  Is  the  world  so  small  that 
I  cannot  get  away  from  him,  even  now  when  he  is  dead  ?  He 
confessed  at  the  last  that  he  had  betrayed  the  trust  of  the  dead, 
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and  misinherited  a  fortune.  And  I  was  to  see  to  it.  And  I  was  to 
stand  otf,  that  my  face  might  remind  him  of  it.  Why  mp  face, 
miless  it  concerned  me?  I  am  sure  of  his  words,  for  they  have 
been  in  my  ears  ever  since.  Can  there  be  anything  bearing  on 
them,  in  the  keeping  of  this  old  idiot  1  Anything  to  repair  my 
fortunes,  and  blacken  his  memory  1  He  dwelt  upon  my  earliest 
remembrances,  that  night  at  Basle.  Why,  unless  he  had  a  pur- 
pose in  it  V 

Mattre  Voigt's  two  largest  he-goats  were  butting  at  him  to 
butt  him  out  of  the  place,  as  if  for  that  disrespectful  mention  of 
their  master.  So  he  got  up  and  left  the  place.  But  he  walked 
alone  for  a  long  time  on  the  border  of  the  lake,  with  his  head 
drooped  in  deep  thought. 

Between  seven  and  eight  next  morning,  he  presented  himself 
again  at  the  office.  He  found  the  notary  ready  for  him,  at  work 
o»  some  papers  which  had  come  in  on  tiie  previous  evening.  In  a 
few  clear  words,  Maitre  Voigt  explained  the  routine  of  the  office, 
and  the  duties  Obenreizer  would  be  ex[)ected  to  perform.  It  still 
wanted  five  minutes  to  eight,  when  the  preliminary  instructions 
were  declared  to  be  complete. 

'I  will  show  you  over  the  house  and  the  offices,'  said  ilaltre 
Voigt,  '  but  I  must  put  away  these  papers  first.  They  come  from 
the  municipal  authorities,  and  they  must  be  taken  special  care  of.' 

Obenreizer  saw  his  chance,  here,  of  finding  out  the  repository 
in  which  his  employer's  private  papers  were  kept. 

'  Can't  I  save  you  the  trouble,  sir?'  he  asked.  *  Can't  I  put 
those  documents  away  under  your  directions  1' 

Maitre  Voigt  laughed  softly  to  himself;  closed  the  portfolio 
in  which  the  papers  had  been  sent  to  him ;  handed  it  to  Oben- 
reizer. 

'  Suppose  you  try,'  he  said.  '  All  my  papers  of  importance  are 
kept  yonder.' 

He  pointed  to  a  heavy  oaken  door,  thickly  studded  with  nails, 
at  the  lower  end  of  the  room.  Approaching  the  door,  with  the 
portfolio,  Obenreizer  discovered,  to  his  astonishment,  that  there 
were  no  means  whatever  of  opening  it  from  the  outside.  There 
was  no  handle,  no  bolt,  no  key,  and  (climax  of  passive  obstruction!) 
no  keyhole. 

'  There  is  a  second  door  to  this  room  V  said  Obenreizer, 
appealing  to  the  notary. 

'  No,'  said  Maitre  Voigt.     '  Guess  again.' 

*  Th^re  is  a  window  V 

*  Nothing  of  the  bort.    The  window  has  been  bricked  up.    The 
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only  wav  in,  is  the  way  by  that  door.  Do  yoQ  give  it  upf  criec' 
Maitre  Voigt,  in  high  triumph.  '  Listen,  my  good  fellow,  ano 
tell  me  if  you  hear  nothing  inside  V 

Obenreizer  listened  for  a  moment,  and  started  back  from  the 
door. 

'I  know!'  he  exclaimed.  'I  heard  of  this  when  I  was  ap- 
prenticed here  at  the  watchmaker's.  Perrin  Brothers  have  finished 
their  famous  clock-lock  at  last — and  jou  have  got  it?' 

'  Bravo  !'  said  Maitre  Voigt.  '  The  clock- lock  it  is  !  There, 
my  son  !  There  you  have  one  more  of  what  the  good  people  of 
this  town  call,  "  Daddy  Voigt's  follies."  With  all  my  heart !  Let 
those  laugh  who  win.  No  thief  can  steal  m?/  keys.  No  burglar 
can  pick  ?«?/  lock.  No  power  on  earth,  short  of  a  battering-ram 
or  a  barrel  of  gunpowder,  can  move  that  door,  till  my  little  sen- 
tinel inside — my  worthy  friend  who  goes  "  Tick,  Tick,"  as  I  tell 
him — says,  "  Open  !"  The  big  door  obeys  the  little  Tick,  Tick, 
and  the  little  Tick,  Tick,  obeys  ??ie.  That !'  cried  Daddy  Voigt, 
snapping  his  fingers,  '  for  all  the  thieves  in  Christendom  !' 

'  May  I  see  it  in  action  ]'  asked  Obenreizer.  '  Pardon  my  curi- 
osity, dear  sir !  You  know  that  I  was  once  a  tolerable  worker  in 
the  clock  trade.' 

'  Certainly  you  shall  see  it  in  action,'  said  Maitre  Voigt. 
'  ^V^hat  is  the  time  now  ?  One  minute  to  eight.  Watch,  and  m 
one  minute  you  will  see  the  door  open  of  itself.' 

Li  one  minute,  smoothly  and  slowly  and  silently,  as  if  invisible 
hands  had  set  it  free,  the  heavy  door  opened  inward,  and  disclosed 
a  dark  chamber  beyond.  On  three  sides,  shelves  filled  the  walls, 
iroin  floor  to  ceiling.  Arranged  on  the  shelves,  were  rows  upon 
rows  of  boxes  made  in  the  pretty  inlaid  woodwork  of  Switzerland, 
and  bearing  inscribed  on  their  fronts  (for  the  most  part  in  fanciful 
coloured  letters)  the  names  of  the  notary's  clients. 

Maitre  Voigt  lighted  a  taper,  and  led  the  way  into  the  room. 

'  You  shall  see  the  clock,'  he  said,  proudly.  '  I  possess  the 
^eatest  curiosity  in  Europe.  It  is  only  a  privileged  few  whose 
eye*  can  look  at  it.  I  give  the  privilege  to  your  good  father's  son 
• — you  shall  be  one  of  the  favoured  few  wlio  enter  the  room  with 
me.   Seel  here  it  is,  on  the  right-hand  wall  at  the  side  of  the  door.' 

'An  ordinary  clock,' exclaimed  Obenreizer.  'No!  Not  an 
ordinary  clock.    It  has  only  one  hand.' 

'  Aba  !'  said  Maitre  Voigt.  '  Not  an  ordinary  clock,  my  friend. 
No,  no.  That  one  hand  goes  round  the  dial.  As  1  put  it,  so  it  re- 
gulates the  hour  at  which  the  door  shall  open.  See  I  The  hand 
points  U)  eight.  At  eight  the  door  opened,  as  you  paw  for  yourself.' 
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*  Does  it  open  more  than  once  in  the  fuur-and-twenty  hours  V 
asked  Obeiireizer. 

'  IVIore  than  once  V  repeated  the  notary,  with  great  Rcorn.  '  You 
don't  know,  my  good  friend,  Tick  Tick  !  He  will  open  the  door 
as  often  as  I  ask  liim.  All  he  wants  is  his  directions,  and  he  gets 
them  here.  Look  below  the  dial.  Here  is  a  half-circle  of  steel  let 
into  the  wall,  and  here  is  a  hand  (called  the  regulator)  that  travels 
round  it,  just  as  7ny  hand  chooses.  Notice,  if  you  please,  that  there 
are  figures  to  guide  me  on  the  half-circle  of  steel.  Figure  I. 
means  :  Open  once  in  the  four-and-twenty  hours.  Figure  II. 
means:  Open  twice.;  and  so  on  to  the  end.  I  set  the  regulator 
every  morning,  after  I  have  read  my  letters,  and  when  I  know 
what  my  day's  work  is  to  be.  Would  you  like  to  see  me  set  it 
now  1  What  is  to-day  ?  Wednesday.  Good  !  This  is  the  day  of 
our  rifle-club  ;  there  is  little  business  to  do  ;  I  grant  a  half-holi- 
day. No  work  here  to-day,  after  three  o'clock.  Let  us  first  put 
away  this  portfolio  of  municipal  papers.  There  !  No  need  to 
trouble  Tick-Tick  to  open  the  door  until  eight  to-morrow.  Good  ! 
I  leave  the  dial-hand  at  eight ;  I  put  back  the  regulator  to  I. ; 
I  close  the  door;  and  closed  the  door  remains,  past  all  opening  by 
anybody,  till  to-morrow  morning  at  eight.' 

Obenreizer's  quickness  instantly  saw  the  means  by  which  he 
might  make  the  clock-lock  betray  its  master's  confidence,  and 
place  its  master's  papers  at  his  disposal. 

'  Stop,  sir  !'  he  cried,  at  the  moment  when  the  notary  was  clos- 
ing the  door.  '  Don't  I  see  something  moving  among  the  boxes — 
on  the  floor  there  V 

(Maitre  Voigt  turned  his  back  for  a  moment  to  look.  In  that 
moment,  Obenreizer's  ready  hand  put  the  regulator  on,  from  the 
figure  '  I.'  to  the  figure  '  II.'  Unless  the  notary  looked  again  at 
the  half-circle  of  steel,  the  door  would  open  at  eight  that  evening, 
as  well  as  at  eiglit  next  morning,  and  noboily  but  Obeureizer 
would  know  it.) 

'  There  is  nothing  !'  said  Maitre  Voigt.  '  Your  troubles  have 
shaken  your  nerves,  my  son.  Some  shadow  thrown  by  my  taper ; 
or  some  poor  little  beetle,  who  lives  among  the  old  lawyer's  secrets, 
running  away  from  the  light.  Hark  !  1  bear  your  fellow-clerk  in 
the  ofiice.  To  work  !  to  work  !  and  build  to-day  the  first  step 
that  leads  to  your  new  fortunes  !' 

He  good  humouredly  pushed  Obcnreizer  out  before  him ;  extin- 
guished the  taper,  witli  a  last  fond  glance  at  his  clock  which  passed 
Larnjlessly  over  the  regulator  beneath  ;  and  closed  the  oaken  door. 

At  three,  the  ofiice  was  shut  up.     The  notary  and  everybody 
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in  the  notary's  employment,  with  one  exception,  went  to  see  the 
Tifle-shooting'.  Obenreizei*  had  pleaded  that  he  was  not  in  spirits 
for  a  pubHc  festival.  Nobody  knew  what  had  become  of  him.  It 
was  believed  that  he  had  slipped  away  for  a  solitary  walk. 

The  house  and  offices  had  been  closed  but  a  few  minutes,  when 
the  door  of  a  shining  wardrobe  in  the  notary's  shining  room  opened, 
and  Obenreizer  stepped  out.  He  walked  to  a  window,  unclosed 
the  shutters,  satisfied  himself  that  he  could  escape  unseen  by  way 
of  the  garden,  turned  back  into  the  room,  and  took  his  place  in 
the  notary's  easy  chair.  He  was  locked  up  in  the  house,  and  there 
were  five  hours  to  wait  before  eight  o'clock  came. 

He  wore  his  way  through  the  five  hours :  sometimes  reading 
the  books  and  newspapers  that  lay  on  the  table  :  sometimes  think- 
ing :  sometimes  walking  to  and  fro.  Sunset  came  on.  He  closed 
the  window-shutters  before  he  kindled  a  light.  The  candle  hghted, 
and  the  time  drawing  nearer  and  nearer,  he  sat,  watch  in  hand, 
with  his  eyes  on  the  oaken  door. 

At  eight,  smoothly  and  softly  and  silently  the  door  opened. 

One  after  another,  he  read  the  names  on  the  outer  rows  of 
boxes.  Xo  such  name  as  Veudale !  He  removed  the  outer  row, 
and  looked  at  the  row  behind.  These  were  older  boxes,  and  shab- 
bier boxes.  The  four  first  that  he  examined,  were  ins^cribed  with 
French  and  German  names.  The  fifth  bore  a  name  which  was  al- 
most illegible.  He  brought  it  out  into  the  room,  and  examined  it 
closely.  There,  covered  thickly  with  time-stains  and  dust,  was  tlio 
name :  '  Vendale.' 

The  key  hung  to  the  box  by  a  string.  He  unlocked  the  box, 
took  out  four  loose  papers  that  were  in  it,  spread  them  open  on 
the  taltle,  and  began  to  read  them.  He  had  not  so  occupied  a 
minute,  when  his  face  fell  from  its  expression  of  eagerness  and 
avidity,  to  one  of  haggard  astonishment  and  disappointment.  But, 
after  a  little  consideration,  he  cojiicd  the  papers.  He  then  replaced 
the  papers,  replaced  the  box,  closed  the  door,  extinguished  the 
candle,  and  stole  away. 

As  his  murderous  and  thievish  footfall  passed  out  of  the  gar- 
den, the  steps  of  the  notary  and  some  one  accompanying  him  stop- 
ped at  the  i'ront  door  of  the  house.  The  lamps  w«re  lighted  in  the 
little  street,  and  the  notary  had  his  door-key  in  his  hand. 

'  Pray  do  not  pass  my  house,  ]\lr.  Bintrey,'  he  said.  '  Do  me 
the  honour  to  come  in.  It  is  one  of  our  town  half-holidays — our 
Tir — but  my  jjeople  will  be  back  directly.  It  is  droll  that  yoti 
should  ask  your  way  to  the  Hotel  of  me.  Let  us  eat  and  drink 
before  vou  so  there.' 
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*  Thank  yon  ;  not  to-night,'  said  Bintrey.  '  Shall  I  come  to 
you  at  ten  to-morrow  ?' 

'  I  shall  be  enchanted,  sir,  to  take  so  early  an  opportunity  of 
redressing  thewrongsofmyiiijnred  client,' returned  the  good  notary. 

'  Yes,'  retorted  Bintrey ;  '  your  injured  client  is  all  very  well — 
but — a  word  in  your  ear.' 

He  whispered  to  the  notary  and  walked  off.  "Wlien  the  notary's 
housekeeper  came  home,  she  found  him  standing  at  his  door  mo- 
tionless, with  the  key  still  in  his  hand,  and  the  door  unopened. 

obexreizer'8  victory. 

The  scene  shifts  again — to  the  foot  of  the  Simplon,  on  the 
Swiss  side. 

In  one  of  the  dreary  rooms  of  the  dreary  little  inn  at  Brieg, 
Mr.  Bintrey  and  Maitre  Voigt  sat  together  at  a  professional  coun- 
cil of  two.  Mr.  Bintrey  was  searching  in  his  despatch-box. 
Maitre  Voigt  was  looking  towards  a  closed  door,  painted  brown 
to  imitale  mahogany,  and  conmiunicating  with  an  inner  room. 

'Isn't  it  time  lie  was  here?'  asked  the  notary,  shifting  his 
position,  and  glancing  at  a  second  door  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room,  painted  yellow  to  imitate  deal. 

'  He  is  here,'  answered  Bintrey,  after  listening  for  a  moment. 

The  yellow  door  was  opened  by  a  waiter,  and  Obenreizer 
walked  in. 

After  greeting  Maitre  Voigt  with  a  cordiality  which  appeared 
to  cause  the  notary  no  little  embarrassment,  Obenreizer  bowed 
with  grave  and  distant  politeness  to  Bintrey.  '  For  what  reason 
have  I  been  brought  from  Neuchatel  to  the  foot  of  the  mountain'}' 
he  inquired,  taking  the  seat  which  the  English  lawyer  had  indi- 
cated to  him. 

'  You  shall  be  quite  satisfied  on  that  head  before  our  interview 
is  over,'  returned  Bintrey.  '  For  the  present,  permit  me  to  suggest 
proceeding  at  once  to  business.  There  lias  been  a  correspondence, 
Mr.  Obenreizer,  between  you  and  your  niece.  I  am  here  to  repre- 
sent your  niece.' 

*  In  other  words,  you,  a  lawyer,  are  here  to  represent  an  in- 
fraction of  the  law.' 

'Admirably  put  !'  said  Bintrey.  *  If  all  the  people  I  have  to 
deal  with  were  only  like  you,  what  an  easy  profession  mine  would 
be  !  I  am  here  to  represent  an  infraction  of  the  law — that  is  your 
point  of  view.  I  aiu  here  to  make  a  compromise  between  you  &iid 
yonr  niece — that  is  my  point  of  view.' 
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'There  must  be  two  parties  to  a  compromise,'  rejoined  Oben- 
reizer.  '  I  decline,  in  this  case,  to  be  one  of  them.  The  law  gives 
me  authority  to  control  my  niece's  actions,  until  she  comes  of  age. 
She  is  not  yet  of  age ;  and  I  claim  my  authority.' 

At  this  point  Maitre  Voigt  attempted  to  speak.  Bintrey 
silenced  him  with  a  compassionate  indulgence  of  tone  and  manner, 
as  if  he  was  silencing  a  favourite  child. 

'  No,  my  worthy  friend,  not  a  word.  Don't  excite  yourself  un- 
necessarily ;  leave  it  to  me.'  He  turned,  and  addressed  himself 
again  to  Obenreizer.  '  I  can  think  of  nothing  comparable  to  you, 
Mr.  Obenreizer,  but  granite — and  even  that  wears  out  in  course 
of  time.  In  the  interests  of  peace  and  quietness — for  the  sake  of 
your  own  dignity — relax  a  little.  If  you  will  only  delegate  your 
authority  to  another  person  whom  I  know  of,  that  person  may  be 
trusted  never  to  lose  sight  of  your  niece,  night  or  day  !' 

'  You  are  wasting  your  time  and  mine,'  returned  Obenreizer. 
*  If  my  niece  is  not  rendered  up  to  my  authority  within  one  week 
from  this  day,  I  invoke  the  law.  If  you  resist  the  law,  t  take  her 
by  force.' 

He  rose  to  his  feet  as  he  said  the  last  word.  Maitre  Voigt 
looked  round  again  towards  the  brown  door  which  led  uito  the 
inner  room. 

'  Have  some  pity  on  the  poor  girl,'  pleaded  Bintrey.  '  Remem- 
ber how  lately  she  lost  her  lover  by  a  dreadful  death  !  Will  no- 
thing move  you  ?' 

'  Nothing.' 

Bintrey,  in  his  turn,  rose  to  his  feet,  and  looked  at  Maitre 
Voigt.  Maitre  Voigt's  hand,  resting  on  the  table,  began  to  tremble. 
Maitre  Voigt's  eyes  remained  hxed,  as  if  by  irresistible  fascina- 
tion, on  the  brown  door.  Obenreizer,  suspiciously  observing  him, 
looked  that  way  too. 

'  There  is  somebody  listening  in  there  !'  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
sharp  backward  glance  at  Bintrey. 

'  There  are  two  people  hstening,'  answered  Bintrey. 

*  Who  are  they  ?' 

*  You  shall  see.' 

With  that  answer,  he  raised  his  voice  and  spoke  the  next 
words — the  two  common  words  which  are  on  everybody's  lips,  at 
every  hour  of  the  day :   *  Come  in  !' 

The  brown  door  opened.  Supported  on  Marguerite's  arm — 
his  sunburnt  colour  gone,  his  right  arm  bandaged  and  slung  over 
his  breast — Vendale  stood  before  the  murderer,  a  man  risen  from 
the  dead. 
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In  the  moment  of  silence  that  followed,  the  singing  of  a  cag^d 
bird  in  the  courtyard  outside  vras  the  one  sound  stirring  in  ttie 
room.  Maitre  Voigt  touched  Bintrey,  and  pointed  to  Oben- 
reizer.     '  Loolv  at  him  !'  said  the  notary,  in  a  whisper. 

The  shocli  bad  paralysed  every  movement  in  the  villain's 
body,  but  the  movement  of  the  blood.  His  face  was  like  the  face 
of  a  corpse.  The  one  vestige  of  colour  left  in  it  was  a  livid  purple 
streak  which  marked  the  course  of  the  scar  where  his  victim  had 
wounded  him  on  the  cheek  and  neck.  Speechless,  breathless, 
motionless  alike  in  eye  and  limb,  it  seemed  as  if,  at  the  sight  of 
Vendale,  the  death  to  which  he  had  doomed  Veudale  had  struck 
him  where  he  stood. 

'  Somebody  ought  to  speak  to  him,'  said  Maitre  Voigt. 
'Shall  I?' 

Even  at  that  moment  Bintrey  persisted  in  silencing  the  no- 
tary, and  in  keeping  the  lead  in  the  proceedings  to  himself. 
Checking  Maitre  Voigt  by  a  gesture,  he  dismissed  IMarguerite 
and  Vendale  in  these  words : — '  The  object  of  your  appearance 
here  is  answered,'  he  said.  '  If  you  will  withdraw  for  the  present, 
it  may  help  Mr.  Obenreizer  to  recover  himself.' 

It  did  help  him.  As  the  two  passed  through  the  door  and 
closed  it  behind  them,  he  drew  a  deep  breath  of  relief.  He  looked 
round  him  for  the  chair  from  which  he  had  risen,  and  dropped 
into  it. 

*  Give  him  time  !'  pleaded  Maitre  Voigt. 

*  No,'  said  Bintrey.  *  I  don't  know  what  use  he  may  make  of 
it  if  I  do.'  He  turned  once  more  to  Obenreizer,  and  went  on. 
'  I  owe  it  to  myself,'  he  said — '  I  don't  admit,  mind,  that  I  owe  it 
to  you — to  account  for  my  appearance  in  these  proceedings,  and 
to  state  what  has  been  done  under  my  advice,  and  on  my  sole 
responsibility.     Can  yon  listen  to  me  V 

'  I  can  listen  to  you.' 

'  Recal  the  time  when  you  started  for  Switzerland  with  Mr. 
Vendale,'  Bintrey  began.  '  You  had  not  left  England  ft)ur-and- 
twenty  hours  before  your  niece  committed  an  act  of  imprudence 
which  not  even  your  penetration  could  foresee.  She  followed  her 
promised  husband  on  his  journey,  without  asking  anybody's  advice 
or  permission,  and  without  any  better  companion  to  protect  her 
than  a  Cellarman  in  Mr.  Vendale's  employment.' 

'  Why  did  she  follow  me  on  the  journey  ?  and  how  came  the 
Cellarman  to  be  the  person  who  accompanied  her  V 

'  She  followed  you  on  the  journey,'  answered  Bintrey,  *  be- 
cause she  susuected  there  had  been  some  serious  collision  between 
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you  and  Mr.  Vendale,  which  had  been  kept  secret  from  her ;  and 
because  she  rightly  believed  you  to  be  capable  of  serving  your  in- 
terests, or  of  satisfying  your  enmity,  at  the  price  of  a  crime.  As 
for  the  Cellarman,  he  was  one,  among  the  other  people  in  Mr. 
Vendale's  establishment,  to  whom  she  had  applied  (the  moment 
your  back  was  turned)  to  know  if  anything  had  happened  between 
their  master  and  you.  The  Cellarman  alone  had  something  to 
tell  her.  A  senseless  superstition,  and  a  common  accident  whicli 
had  happened  to  his  master,  in  his  master's  cellar,  had  connected 
!Mr.  Vendale  in  this  man's  mind  with  the  idea  of  danger  by 
murder.  Your  niece  surprised  him  into  a  confession,  which  ag- 
gravated tenfold  the  terrors  that  possessed  her.  Aroused  to  a 
sense  of  the  mischief  he  had  done,  the  man,  of  his  own  accord, 
made  the  one  atonement  in  his  power.  "  If  my  master  is  in 
danger,  miss,"  he  said,  "  it's  my  duty  to  follow  him,  too ;  and  it's 
more  than  my  duty  to  take  care  of  your  The  two  set  forth  to- 
gether— and,  for  once,  a  superstition  has  had  its  use.  It  decided 
your  niece  on  taking  the  journey  ;  and  it  led  the  way  to  saving  a 
man's  life.     Do  you  understand  me,  so  far  V 

'  I  understand  you,  so  far.* 

'  My  first  knowledge  of  the  crime  that  you  had  committed,' 
pursued  Bintrey,  'came  to  me  in  the  form  of  a  letter  from  your 
niece.  All  you  need  know  is  that  her  love  and  her  courage  re- 
covered the  body  of  yonr  victim,  and  aided  the  after-efforts  which 
brought  him  back  to  life.  While  he  lay  helpless  at  Brieg,  under 
her  care,  she  wrote  to  me  to  come  out  to  him.  Before  starting,  I 
informed  Madame  Dor  that  I  knew  Miss  Obenreizer  to  be  safe, 
and  knew  where  she  was.  Madame  Dor  informed  me,  in  return, 
that  a  letter  had  come  for  your  niece,  which  she  knew  to  be  in 
your  handwriting.  I  took  possession  of  it,  and  arranged  for  the 
forwarding  of  any  other  letters  which  might  follow.  Arrived  at 
Brieg,  I  found  Mr.  "Vendale  out  ot  danger,  and  at  once  devoted 
my.self  to  hastening  the  day  of  reckoning  with  you.  Defresnier 
and  Company  turned  you  oif  on  suspicion  ;  acting  on  information 
privately  suppHed  by  me.  Having  stripped  you  of  your  false  cha- 
racter, the  next  thing  to  do  was  to  stri[)  you  of  your  authority 
over  your  niece.  To  reach  this  end,  I  not  only  had  no  scruple  in 
digging  the  pitfall  under  your  feet  in  the  dark — I  felt  a  certain 
jn-ofessional  pleasure  in  fighting  you  with  your  own  weapons.  By 
my  advice  the  truth  has  been  carefully  concealed  from  you  up  to 
this  day.  By  my  advice  the  trap  into  wiiicn  you  have  waiivcd  waii 
set  for  you  (you  know  why,  now,  as  well  as  I  do)  in  this  place. 
There  was  but  one  certain  way  of  shaking  the  devilish  self-coutrol 
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which  has  hitherto  made  you  a  formidable  man.  That  way  has 
lieen  tried,  and  (look  at  me  as  you  may)  that  way  has  succeeded. 
The  last  thing  that  remains  to  be  done,'  concluded  Bintrey,  pro- 
ducing two  little  slips  of  manuscript  from  his  despatch-box,  '  is  to 
set  your  niece  free.  You  have  attempted  murder,  and  you  have 
committed  forgery  and  theft.  We  have  the  evidence  ready 
against  you  in  both  cases.  If  you  are  convicted  as  a  felon,  you 
know  as  Avell  as  I  do  what  becomes  of  your  authority  over  your 
niece.  Personally,  1  sliould  have  preferred  taking  that  way  out 
of  it.  But  considerations  are  pressed  on  me  which  I  am  not  able 
to  resist,  and  this  interview  must  end,  as  I  have  told  you  already, 
in  a  compromise.  Sign  those  lin<^s,  resigning  all  authority  over 
Miss  Obenreizer,  and  pledging  yourself  never  to  be  seen  in  Eng- 
land or  in  Switzerland  again ;  and  I  will  sign  an  indemnity  which 
secures  you  against  further  proceedings  on  our  part.' 

Obenreizer  took  the  pen,  in  silence,  and  signed  his  niece's  re- 
lease. On  receiving  the  indemnity  in  return,  he  rose,  but  made 
no  movement  to  leave  the  room.  He  stood  looking  at  Maitre 
Voigt  with  a  strange  smile  gathering  at  his  lips,  and  a  strange 
liglit  Hashing  in  his  tilmy  eyes. 

'  What  are  you  waiting  for?'  asked  Bintrey. 

Obenreizer  pointed  to  the  brown  door.  '  Call  them  back,'  he 
answered.     '  I  liave  something  to  say  in  their  presence  before 

'  Say  it  in  my  presence,'  retorted  Bintrey.  '  I  decline  to  call 
them  back.' 

Obenreizer  ti'jned  to  Maitre  Voigt.  '  Do  you  remember 
telling  me  that  you  once  had  an  EngUsh  client  named  Yendale  Y 
he  asked. 

'  Well,'  answered  the  notary.     '  And  what  of  that  V 

*  ]\[aitre  Voigt,  your  clock-lock  has  betrayed  you.' 

*  What  do  you  mean  V 

'  I  have  road  the  letters  and  certificates  in  your  client's  box. 
I  have  taken  copies  of  them.  I  have  got  the  copies  here.  Is 
there,  or  is  there  not,  a  reason  for  calling  them  back  ?' 

For  a  moment  the  notary  looked  to  and  fro,  between  Oben- 
reizer and  Bintrey,  in  helpless  astonishment.  Recovering  himself, 
he  drew  his  brother-lawyer  aside,  and  hurriedly  spoke  a  few  words 
close  at  his  ear.  The  face  of  Bintrey — alter  first  faithfully  re- 
flecting the  astonishment  on  the  face  of  Maitre  Voigt — suddenly 
altered  its  expression.  He  sprang,  with  the  activity  of  a  young 
man,  to  the  door  of  the  inner  room,  entered  it,  remained  inside 
for  a  minute,  and  returned  followed  by  Marguerite  and  Veudale. 
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'  Now,  INIr.  Obenroizer,'  said  Binlrey,  '  the  last  move  in  the  game 
is  yours.     Play  it.' 

'  Before  I  resign  my  position  as  that  young  lady's  guardian,' 
Baid  Obenreizer,  '  I  have  a  secret  to  reveal  in  which  she  is  in- 
terested. In  making  my  disclosure,  I  am  not  claiming  her  atten- 
tion for  a  narrative  which  she,  or  any  other  person  present,  is 
expected  to  take  on  trust.  I  am  possessed  of  written  proofs, 
copies  of  originals,  the  authenticity  of  which  Maitre  Voigt  him- 
self can  attest.  Bear  that  in  mind,  and  permit  me  to  refer  you, 
at  starting,  to  a  date  long  past — the  month  of  February,  in  the 
year  one  thousand  eight  hundred  and  thirty-six.' 

*  Mark  the  date,  Mr.  Vendale,'  said  Bintrey. 

'  My  first  proof,'  said  Obenreizer,  taking  a  paper  from  his 
pocket-book.  '  Copy  of  a  letter,  written  by  an  English  lady 
(married)  to  her  sister,  a  widow.  The  name  of  the  person  writing 
the  letter  I  shall  keep  suppressed  until  I  have  done.  The  name 
of  the  person  to  whom  the  letter  is  written  I  am  willing  to  reveal. 
It  is  addressed  to  "Mrs.  Jane  Anne  Miller,  of  Groombridge-wells, 
England." ' 

Vendale  started,  and  opened  his  lips  to  speak.  Bintrey  in- 
stantly stopped  him,  as  he  had  stopped  Maitre  Voigt.  '  No,' 
said  the  pertinacious  lawyer.     '  Leave  it  to  me.' 

Obenreizer  went  on : 

'  It  is  needless  to  trouble  you  with  the  first  half  of  the  letter,' 
he  said.  '  I  can  give  the  substance  of  it  in  two  words.  The 
writer's  position  at  the  time  is  this.  She  has  been  long  living  in 
Hwitzei'land  with  her  husband — obliged  to  live  there  for  the  sake 
of  her  husband's  health.  They  are  about  to  move  to  a  new  resi- 
dence on  the  Lake  of  Neuchatel  in  a  week,  and  they  will  be  ready 
to  receive  Mrs.  Miller  as  visitor  in  a  fortnight  from  that  time. 
This  said,  the  writer  nest  enters  into  an  important  domestic  de- 
tail. She  has  been  childless  for  years — she  and  her  husband  have; 
now  no  hope  of  children;  they  are  lonely;  they  want  an  interest 
in  life ;  they  have  decided  on  adopting  a  child.  Here  the  im- 
portant part  of  the  letter  begins ;  and  here,  therefore,  I  read  it  to 
you  word  for  word.' 

He  folded  back  the  first  page  of  the  letter  and  read  as  follows  : 

<  *  *  *  Will  you  help  us,  my  dear  sister,  to  realise  our 
new  project  ?  As  English  people,  we  wish  to  adopt  an  English 
child.  This  may  be  done,  I  believe,  at  the  Foundling :  my  hus- 
band's lawyers  in  London  will  tell  you  how.  I  leave  the  choice 
to  you,  with  only  these  conditions  attached  to  it — that  the  child 
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is  to  be  an  infant  under  a  year  old,  and  is  to  be  a  boy.  "Will  yon 
pardon  the  trouble  I  am  giving  you,  for  my  sake ;  and  will  you 
bring  our  adopted  child  to  us,  with  your  own  children,  when  you 
come  to  Neucliatel  ? 

*  I  must  add  a  word  as  to  my  husband's  wishes  in  this  matter. 
He  is  resolved  to  spare  the  child  whom  we  make  our  own  any 
future  mortification  and  loss  of  self-respect  which  might  be  caused 
by  a  discovery  of  his  true  origin.  He  will  bear  my  husband's 
name,  and  he  will  be  brought  up  in  the  belief  that  he  is  really  our 
sou.  His  inheritance  of  what  we  have  to  leave  will  be  secured  to 
him — not  only  according  to  the  laws  of  England  in  such  cases, 
but  according  to  the  laws  of  Switzerland  also  ;  for  we  have  lived 
so  long  in  this  country,  that  there  is  a  doubt  whether  we  may  not 
be  considered  as  "  domiciled"  in  Switzerland,  The  one  precaution 
left  to  take  is  to  prevent  any  after-discovery  at  the  Foundling. 
iS'^ow,  our  name  is  a  very  uncommon  one  ;  and  if  we  appear  on  the 
liegister  of  the  Institution  as  the  persons  adopting  the  child,  there 
is  just  a  chance  that  something  might  result  from  it.  Your  name, 
my  dear,  is  the  name  of  thousands  of  other  people ;  and  if  yori 
will  consent  to  appear  on  the  Register,  there  need  be  no  fear  of 
any  discoveries  in  that  quarter.  We  are  moving,  by  the  doctor's 
orders,  to  a  part  of  Switzerland  in  which  our  circumstances  are 
quite  unknown ;  and  you,  as  I  understand,  are  about  to  engage  a 
new  nurse  for  the  journey  when  you  come  to  see  us.  Under  these 
circumstances,  the  child  may  appear  as  my  child,  brought  back  to 
me  under  my  sister's  care.  The  only  servant  we  take  Avith  us  from 
our  old  home  is  my  own  maid,  who  can  be  safely  trusted.  As  for 
the  lawyers  in  England  and  in  Switzerland,  it  is  their  profession 
to  keep  secrets — and  we  may  feel  quite  easy  in  that  direction.  So 
there  you  have  our  harndess  little  conspiracy  !  Write  by  return 
of  post,  my  love,  and  tell  me  you  will  join  it.'     *     *     * 

'  Do  you  still  conceal  the  name  of  the  writer  of  that  letter  ?' 
asked  Vendale. 

'  I  keep  the  name  of  the  writer  till  the  last,'  answered  Oben- 
reizer,  '  and  I  proceed  to  my  second  proof — a  mere  slip  of  paper 
this  time,  as  you  see.  ^Memorandum  given  to  the  Swiss  lawyer, 
who  drew  the  documents  referred  to  in  the  letter  I  have  just  read, 
expressed  as  follows  : — "  Adopted  from  the  Foundling  Hospital  of 
England,  3d  March,  1836,  a  male  infant,  called,  in  the  Institution, 
Walter  Wilding.  Person  apjiearing  on  the  register,  as  adopting 
xhe  child,  ]\Irs.  Jane  Anne  Miller,  widow,  acting  in  this  matter  for 
her  married  sister,  domiciled  in  Switzerland,"    Patience!'  resumed 
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Obenreizer,  as  Vendale,  breaking  loose  from  Bintrey,  started  to 
bis  feet.  '  1  shall  not  keep  the  name  concealed  much  longer.  Two 
more  little  slips  of  paper,  and  I  have  done.  Third  proof!  Certi- 
ficate of  Doctor  Ganz,  still  living  in  practice  at  Neuchatel,  dated 
July,  1838.  The  doctor  certifies  (you  shall  read  it  for  yourselves 
directly),  first,  that  he  attended  the  adopted  child  in  its  infant 
maladies ;  second,  that,  three  months  before  the  date  of  the  certi- 
ficate, the  gentleman  adopting  the  child  as  his  son  died ;  third, 
that  on  the  date  of  the  certificate,  his  widow  and  her  maid,  taking 
the  adopted  child  vrith  them,  left  Xeuchatel  on  their  return  to 
England.  One  more  link  now  added  to  this,  and  my  chain  of 
evidence  is  complete.  The  maid  remained  with  her  mistress  till 
her  mistress's  de&th,  only  a  few  years  since.  The  maid  can  swear 
to  the  identity  of  the  adopted  infant,  from  his  childhood  to  his 
yoitth — from  his  youth  to  his  manhood,  as  he  is  now.  There  is 
her  address  in  England — and  there,  Mr.  Vendale,  is  the  fourth, 
and  final  proof !' 

'  Why  do  you  address  yourself  to  me  T  said  Vendale,  as  Oben- 
reizer threw  the  written  address  on  the  table. 

Obenreizer  turned  on  him,  in  a  sudden  frenzy  of  triumph. 

*  Because,  you  are  the  man  !  If  my  niece  marries  you,  she 
marries  a  bastard,  brought  up  by  public  charity.  If  my  niece 
marries  you,  she  marries  an  impostor,  without  name  or  lineage, 
disguised  in  the  character  of  a  gentleman  of  rank  and  family.' 

'  Bravo  !'  cried  Bintrey.  '  Admirably  put,  Mr.  Obenreizer  ! 
It  only  wants  one  word  more  to  complete  it.  She  marries — thanks 
entirely  to  your  exertions — a  man  who  inherits  a  handsome  for- 
tune, and  a  man  whose  origin  will  make  him  prouder  than  ever  of 
his  peasant-wife.  George  Vendale,  as  brother-executors,  let  us 
congratulate  each  other !  Our  dear  dead  friend's  last  wish  on 
earth  is  accomplished.  We  have  found  the  lost  Walter  Wilding. 
As  Mr,  Obenreizer  said  just  now — you  are  the  man  !' 

The  words  passed  by  Vendale  unheeded.  For  the  moment  he 
was  conscious  of  but  one  sensation  ;  he  heard  but  one  voice.  Mar- 
guerite's hand  Avas  clasping  his.  Marguerite's  voice  was  whisper- 
ing to  him :   *  I  never  loved  you,  George,  as  I  love  you  now  !' 

TUE  CURTAIN  FALLS. 

May-Day.  There  is  merry-making  in  Cripple  Comer,  the 
chimneys  smoke,  the  jjatriarchal  dining-hall  is  hung  with  garlands, 
and  I\Irs.  Goldstraw,  the  respected  housekeeper,  is  very  busy.  For, 
on  this  bright  morning  the  young  master  of  Cripple  Corner  is 
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married  to  its  young  mistress,  far  away :  to  wit,  in  the  little  town 
of  Brieg,  in  Switzerland,  lying  at  the  foot  of  the  Simplou  Pass 
where  she  saved  his  life. 

The  bells  ring  gaily  in  the  little  town  of  Brieg,  and  flags  are 
stretched  across  the  street,  and  rifle  shots  are  heard,  and  sounding 
music  from  brass  instruments.  Streamer-decorated  casks  of  wine 
have  been  rolled  out  under  a  gay  awning  in  the  public  way  before 
the  Inn,  and  there  will  be  free  feasting  and  revelry.  What  witli 
beUs  and  banners,  draperies  hanging  from  windows,  explosion  of 
gunpowder,  and  reverberation  of  brass  music,  the  little  town  of 
Brieg  is  all  in  a  flatter,  like  the  hearts  of  its  simple  people. 

It  was  a  stormy  night  last  night,  and  the  mountains  are  covered 
with  snow.  But  the  sun  is  bright  to-day,  the  sweet  air  is  fresh, 
the  tin  spires  of  the  little  town  of  Brieg  are  burnished  silver,  and 
the  Alps  are  ranges  of  far-off" white  cloud  in  a  deep  blue  sky. 

The  primitive  people  of  the  little  tow^n  of  Brieg  have  built  a 
greenwood  arch  across  the  street,  under  which  the  newly  married 
pair  shall  pass  in  triumph  from  the  church.  It  is  inscribed,  on 
that  side,  '  Honour  and  Love  to  Marguerite  A^endale  !'  for  the 
people  are  proud  of  her  to  enthusiasm.  This  greeting  of  the  bride 
under  her  new  name  is  affectionately  meant  as  a  surprise,  and 
therefore  the  arrangement  has  been  made  that  she,  unconscious 
why,  shall  be  taken  to  the  church  by  a  tortuous  back  way.  A 
scheme  not  difficult  to  carry  into  execution  in  the  crooked  little 
town  of  Brieg. 

So,  all  things  are  in  readiness,  and  they  are  to  go  and  come  on 
foot.  Assembled  in  the  Inn's  best  chamber,  festively  adorned,  are 
the  bride  and  bridegroom,  the  Neuchatel  notary,  the  London 
lawyer,  Madame  Dor,  and  a  certain  large  mysterious  Englishman, 
popularly  known  as  Monsieur  Zhoe-Ladelle.  And  behold  Madame 
Dor,  arrayed  in  a  spotless  pair  of  gloves  of  her  own,  with  no  hand 
in  the  air,  but  both  hands  clasped  round  the  neck  of  the  bride  ;  to 
embrace  whom  JMadamc  Dor  has  turned  her  broad  back  on  the 
company,  consistent  to  the  last. 

'  Forgive  me,  my  beautiful,'  pleads  ^Madame  Dor,  '  for  that  I 
ever  was  his  •she-cat !' 

'  She  cat,  Madame  Dor?' 

*  Engaged  to  sit  watching  my  so  charming  mouse,'  are  the  ex- 
jrlanatory  words  of  jMadame  Dor,  delivered  with  a  penitential  sob. 

'  Why,  you  were  our  best  friend  !  George,  dearest,  tell  Ma- 
dame Dor.      Was  she  not  our  best  friend  V 

'  Undoubtedly,  darling.  What  should  we  have  done  without 
herr 
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'  You  are  both  so  generous,'  cries  ^Madame  Dor,  accepting  con- 
eolation,  and  itumediately  relapsing.  '  But  I  commenced  as  a  she- 
cat. 

'  Ah  !  But  like  the  cat  in  the  fairy-story,  good  ]\Iadame  Dor,' 
says  Vendale,  saluting  her  cheek,  '  you  were  a  true  woman.  And, 
lieing  a  true  woman,  the  sympathy  of  your  heart  was  with  true 
love.' 

'  I  don't  wish  to  deprive  Madame  Dor  of  her  share  in  the  em- 
braces that  are  going  on,'  Mr.  Bintrey  puts  in,  watch  in  hand, 
'  and  I  don't  presume  to  offer  any  objection  to  your  having  got 
yocrselves  mixed  together,  in  the  corner  there,  like  the  three 
Graces.  I  merely  remark  that  I  think  it's  time  we  were  moving, 
"What  are  your  sentiments  on  that  subject,  Mr.  Ladle  V 

'  Clear,  sir,'  replies  Joey,  with  a  gracious  grin.  '  I'm  clearer 
altogether,  sir,  for  having  lived  so  many  weeks  upon  the  surface. 
1  never  was  half  so  long  upon  the  surface  afore,  and  it's  done  me 
a  power  of  good.  At  Cripple  Corner,  I  was  too  much  below  it. 
Atop  of  the  Simpleton,  I  was  a  deal  too  high  above  it.  I've  found 
the  medium  here,  sir.  And  if  ever  I  take  it  in  convivial,  in  all 
the  rest  of  my  days,  I  mean  to  do  it  this  day,  to  the  toast  of 
"  Bless  'em  both."  ' 

'  I,  too  !'  says  Bintrey.  *  And  now,  Monsieur  Voigt,  let  you 
and  me  be  two  men  of  Marseilles,  and  aUons,  marchons,  arm-in- 
arm I' 

They  go  dovra  to  the  door,  where  others  are  waiting  for  them, 
and  they  go  quietly  to  the  church,  and  the  happy  marriage  takes 
place.  While  the  ceremony  is  yet  in  progress,  the  notary  is  called 
out.  When  it  is  finished,  he  has  returned,  is  standing  behind 
Vendale,  and  touches  him  on  the  shoulder. 

'  Go  to  the  side  door,  one  moment,  Monsieur  Vendale.  Alone. 
Leave  Madame  to  me.' 

At  the  side  door  of  the  church,  are  the  same  two  men  from 
the  Hospice.  They  are  snow-stained  and  travel-worn.  They  wish 
him  joy,  and  then  each  lays  his  broad  hand  upon  Vendale's  breast, 
and  one  says  in  a  low  voice,  while  the  other  steadfastly  regards 
him : 

'  It  is  here.  Monsieur.     Your  htter.     The  very  same.' 

*  My  litter  is  here?     Why  V 

'  Hush  !  For  the  sake  of  Madame.  Your  companion  of  that 
day — ' 

'  AVhat  of  him  V 

The  man  looks  at  his  comrade,  and  his  comrade  takes  him  up. 
Each  keeps  his  hand  laid  earnestly  on  Vendale's  breast. 
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*  He  had  been  living  at  the  first  Refuge,  monsieur,  for  some 
days.     The  weather  was  now  good,  now  bad.' 

'Yes?' 

'  He  arrived  at  our  Hospice  the  day  before  yesterday,  and, 
having  refreshed  himself  with  sleep  on  the  floor  before  the  fire, 
wrapped  in  his  cloak,  was  resolute  to  go  on,  before  dark,  to  the 
next  Hospice.  He  had  a  great  fear  of  that  part  of  the  way,  and 
thought  it  would  be  worse  to-morrow.' 

'""Yes  r 

*  He  went  on  alone.  He  had  passed  the  gallery  when  an  ava- 
lanche— like  that  which  fell  behind  you  near  the  Bridge  of  the 
(ji  anther — ' 

'  Killed  him  ?' 

*  We  dug  him  out,  suffocated  and  broken  all  to  pieces  !  But, 
monsieur,  as  to  Madame.  We  have  brought  him  here  on  the  litter, 
to  be  buried.  We  must  ascend  the  street  outside.  ]\Iadame  must 
not  see.  It  would  be  an  accursed  thing  to  bring  the  litter  through 
tiie  arch  across  the  street,  until  Madame  has  passed  through.  As 
you  descend,  we  who  accompany  the  litter  will  set  it  down  on  the 
stones  of  the  street  the  second  to  the  right,  and  will  stand  before 
it.  But  do  not  let  Madame  turn  her  head  towards  the  street  the 
second  to  the  right.  There  is  no  time  to  lose.  Madame  will  be 
alarmed  by  your  absence.     Adieu  !' 

Vendale  returus  to  his  bride,  and  draws  her  hand  through  his 
unmaimed  arm.  A  pretty  procession  awaits  them  at  the  main 
door  of  the  church.  They  take  their  station  in  it,  and  descend  tlie 
street  amidst  the  ringing  of  the  bells,  the  firing  of  the  guns,  the 
waving  of  the  flags,  the  playing  of  the  music,  the  shouts, the  smiles, 
and  tears,  of  the  excited  town.  Heads  are  uncovered  as  she  passes, 
hands  are  kissed  to  her,  all  the  people  bless  her.  '  Heaven's  bene- 
diction on  the  dear  girl !  8ee  where  she  goes  in  her  youth  and 
beauty ;   she  who  so  nobly  saved  his  life  !' 

Near  the  corner  of  the  street  the  second  to  the  right,  he  speaks 
to  her,  and  calls  her  attention  to  the  windows  on  the  opposite  side. 
The  corner  well  passed,  he  says  :  '  Do  not  look  round,  my  darUng, 
for  a  reason  that  I  have,'  and  turns  his  head.  Then,  looking  back 
along  the  street,  he  sees  the  litter  and  its  bearers  passing  up  alone 
under  the  arch,  as  he  and  she  and  their  marriage  train  go  down 
towards  the  shining  valley. 

THE  EXD. 
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